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CHAPTE3   I. 

Oliver'a    parentage- Advantages   of   fits 

treadmill,  a*  a  final  measure A  visit 

to    the    Mansion    Ilouse Poverty    a 

'moving  sight — —Sagacity  of  a  Coroner's 
Jury 

In  commencing  a  biography  of  an 
individuaJ,  it  U  usual  to  state  the 
parentage  of  the  subject  about  to  be 
biographized;  The  father  of  our  hero 
was  one  of  the  greatest  criminals  that 
the  eye  of  the  taw,  which,  by  the  bye, 
squints  terribly  at  times,  ever  looked 
upon.  In  a.vrord.Ue  could  find  no  work, 
and  was  a  street  beggar.  He  had  three 
imes  excited  the  indignation  of  the 

V4k   I. 


magistrates  by  being  brought  before 
them  as  a  vagraut,  and  on  explaining 
hia  destitution  he  had  been  thrice  dis- 
charged with  a  caution,  which  amounted 
to  a  permission  to  go  and  starve.  At 
length  he  was  brought  a  fourth  time  to 
the  police  office,  and  having  been  declar- 
ed incorrigible,  he  was  committed  for  a 
mouth's  hard  labour  to  the  treadmill. 
The  patience  of  (he  bench  was  exhaust- 
ed, a  scoundrel  with  nothing  to  eat, and 
no  parish,  was  too  much,  and  the  worthy 
magistrates  quartered  him,  for  a  month, 
on  the  House  of  Correction,  to  (earn 
habits  of  industry.  Being  so  weak  that 
he  cculd  not  ascend  the  treadmill,  he 
was  pronounced   a  sturdy  ruffian,  and 
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Ok  the  22d  of  August,  1836,  just  after  Sam  Welier  had 
made  his  first  appearance  in  the  fifth  number  of  Pickwick 
and  the  book  was  taking  the  first  steps  in  its  career  of 
almost  unparalleled  success,  Charles  Dickens  entered  into 
an  agreement  with  Mr.  Bentley,  in  virtue  of  which  the 
young  author  undertook  to  edit  a  monthly  magazine, 
which  was  to  be  commenced  in  the  following  January 
and  to  publish  in  it  a  serial  story  of  his  own.  A  further 
arrangement  was  come  to  soon  afterwards  for  the  pur- 
chase by  Mr.  Bentley  of  two  more  stories,  one  (Barnaby 
Budge)  to  be  published  at  a  date  agreed  upon,  the  other 
at  some  period  unspecified — "  the  expressed  remunera- 
tion in  each  case,"  says  Mr.  Forster,  "  being  certainly 
inadequate  to  the  claims  of  a  writer  of  any  marked  pop- 
ularity." The  amount  of  the  "  expressed  remuneration  " 
in  the  cases  of  Oliver  Twist  and  Barnaby  Budge  has  not 
been  stated,  but  that  Charles  Dickens's  own  ideas  on  the 
subject  were  modest  enough  we  may  assume  when  we 
remember  the  letter  to  his  future  wife,  mentioning  the 
first  proposals  in  regard  to  Pickwick,  in  which  he  de- 
scribes Messrs.  Chapman  and  Hall's  offer  of  "fourteen 
pounds  a  month,  to  write  and  edit  a  new  publication  they 
contemplate,  entirely  by  myself,"  as  being  "too  tempt- 
ing to  resist."  As  to  the  third  book,  the  date  of  the  pub- 
lication of  which  was  left  undecided,  Mr.  Forster  says, 
"  I  have  a  memorandum  in  Dickens's  writing  that  £500 
was  to  have  been  given  for  it,  and  an  additional  £250  on 
its  sale  reaching  3000  copies. 

Such  as  it  was  the  bargain  was  made,  and  the  first 
number  of  Bentley 's  Miscellany  appeared  in  January  1837. 
Oliver  Twist  did  not  begin,  for  some  unexplained  reason 
until  the  following  month,  and  was  continued  in  March, 
April,  and  May.  In  June  the  Miscellany  contained  the 
following  note : — 

xiii 


xiv  INTRODUCTIny. 

Since  the  appearance  of  the  last  number  of  this  work 
the  editor  has  had  to  mourn  the  sudden  death  of  a  very 
dear  young  relative  to  whom  he  was  most  affectionately 
attached,  and  whose  society  had  been  for  a  long  time  the 
chief  solace  of  his  labors.  lie  has  been  compelled  to 
seek  a  short  interval  of  rest  and  quiet.  The  next  number 
— the  lirst  of  our  second  volume — will  be  conducted  by 
him  as  usual ;  and  the  adventures  of  "Oliver  Twist"  wiil 
be  continued. 

No  instalment  of  the  story  was  published  in  this 
month,  but  it  was  resumed  in  July,  and  continued  with- 
out further  interruption  until  the  appearance  in  the  maga- 
zine of  its  concluding  chapter  in  March,  1839.  Some  idea 
of  the  wrork  which  the  young  author  got  through  at  this 
time  may  be  gathered  from  the  simple  statement  of  the 
fact,  that  while  he  was  writing  the  first  half  of  Oliver 
Tu-ist  he  was  writing  the  last  half  of  Pickieick — "not 
even  by  a  week  in  advance  of  the  printer  with  either,' 
Mr.  Forster  says — was  editing  Baitlefs  Miscellany,  and 
even  found  time  to  prepare  for  the  press  that  Life  of 
Grimaldi  which  he  himself  described  as  "  twaddle."  Fur- 
thermore, he  produced  Sketches  of  Young  Gentlemen — "  I 
began  the  '  Sketches  of  Young  Gentlemen'  to-day,"  he 
said  in  a  letter  dated  the  8th  January,  1838,  "One  Hun- 
dred and  twenty-five  pounds  for  such  a  little  book,  with- 
out my  name  to  it  is  pretty  weir1 — and  the  small  pam- 
phlet, now  so  dear  to  collectors,  Sunday  Tinder  Three 
Heads,  while  Nicholas  NicJeleby  was  begun  in  April,  1838, 
six  months  before  the  completion  of  Oliver.  No  Avonder 
that,  when  the  time  for  beginning  NicJeleby  approached, 
and  Charles  Dickens  reflected  that  lie  was  under  contract 
with  Mr.  Bentley  to  finish  Barnaby  Budge — which  was 
hardly  on  the  stocks  at  all — by  the  following  November, 
he  felt  as  if  he  "had  something  hanging  over  him  like  a 
hideous  nightmare,"  and  that  even  his  marvellous  powers 
of  work  failed  to  enable  him  to  do  what  was,  in  fact,  im- 
possible; "I  no  sooner  get  myself  up,*'  he  says,  "high 
and  dry  to  attack  Oliver  manfully,  than  up  come  the 
waves  of  each  month's  work,  and  drive  me  back  again 
into  a  sea  of  manuscript."  Barnaby  Budge,  at  all  events, 
had  to  be  abandoned  altogether  for  a  time.  Even  then 
there  was  a  prodigious  amount  of  labor  to  be  got  through, 
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and  a  vast  amount  of  overtime  to  be  worked,  to  get  Oliver 
finished  for  publication  in  three  volume  form  in  October, 
1838,  although  it  was  still  to  run  in  the  magazine,  as  we 
have  seen,  until  the  following  March. 

Writing  to  Serjeant  Talfourd  from  Twickenham,  in 
July,  1838,  Charles  Dickens  says:  "It  is  indispensably 
necessary  that  '  Oliver  Twist '  should  be  published  in 
three  volumes  in  September  next.  I  have  only  just  be- 
gun the  last  one,  and,  having  the  constant  drawback  of  my 
monthly  work,  shall  be  sadly  harassed  to  get  it  finished 
in  time,  especially  as  I  have  several  very  important 
scenes  (important  to  the  story  I  mean)  yet  to  write. 
Nothing  would  give  me  so  much  pleasure  as  to  be  with 
you  for  a  week  or  so.  I  can  only  imperfectly  console 
myself  with  the  hope  that  when  you  see  'Oliver'  you 
will  like  the  close  of  the  book,  and  approve  my  self- 
denial  in  staying  here  to  write  it."  Writing  of  the  early 
part  of  the  same  year  Mr.  Forster  says :  "  The  whole  of 
his  time  not  occupied  with  '  Nickleby  '  was  now  given  to 
'Oliver,'  and  as  the  story  shaped  itself  to  its  close  it  took 
extraordinary  hold  of  him.  I  never  knew  him  work  so 
frequently  after  dinner,  or  to  such  late  hours  (a  practice 
he  afterwards  abhorred)  as  during  the  final  months  of 
this  task,"  and  many  quotations  from  letters  of  Charles 
Dickens  tell  the  same  story.  Thus,  "  I  worked  pretty 
well  last  night,"  he  wrote  in  May,  "  very  well  indeed ; 
but  although  I  did  eleven  close  slips  before  half-past 
twelve  I  have  four  to  write  to  close  the  chapter ;  and,  as 
I  foolishly  left  them  till  this  morning,  have  the  steam  to 
get  up  afresh."  In  August  he  said,  "  Hard  at  work  still. 
Nancy  is  no  more.  I  showed  what  I  have  done  to  Kate 
last  night,  who  is  in  an  unspeakable  '  state' :  from  which 
and  my  own  impression  I  augur  well.  When  I  have  sent 
Sikes  to  the  devil  I  must  have  yours  ; "  and  later,  "  No, 
no,  don't  let  us  ride  till  to-morrow,  not  having  disposed 
of  the  Jew,  who  is  such  an  out-and-outer  that  I  don't 
know  what  to  make  of  him."  In  September  the  last 
chapter  was  written.  "How  well  I  remember  that  even- 
ing!" says  Mr.  Forster,  "and  our  talk  of  what  should  be 
the  fate  of  Charley  Bates,  on  behalf  of  whom  (as,  indeed, 
for  the  Dodger  too)  Talfourd  had  pleaded  as  earnestly  in 
mitigation  of  judgment  as  ever  at  the  bar  for  any  client 
he  most  respected."    The  kindly  Serjeant's  warm  heart 


Xvi  INTRODUCTION. 

was  stronger  here  than  his  literary  instinct.  There 
could  be  no  possible  return  from  the  criminal  Avernus 
for  the  Artful.  "  It  was  delightful  to  see  how  real  all  its 
people  became  to  him,"  Mr.  Forster  says  of  Charles 
Dickens  in  his  critical  analysis  of  the  book,  and  it  may 
be  permissible  for  me  to  add,  as  a  comment  on  this  re- 
mark, that  the  same  thing  held  good  with  regard  to  the 
author  and  all  his  characters  throughout  his  career.  It 
was,  doubtless,  owing  to  the  fact  that  they  were  so  real 
to  himthat  they  became  real  to  so  many  other  people  as 
well. 

In  October,  1838,  the  complete  book  was  published,  at 
twenty-five  shillings,  in  three  volumes  post  octavo,  with 
twenty-four  illustrations  by  George  Cruikshank — to  a 
very  unpleasant  incident  in  connection  with  which  I 
shall,  unfortunately,  have  occasion  to  refer  by  and  by — 
and  with  no  preface  or  dedication.  A  facsimile  of  the 
title  page  of  this  edition  is  given  here  on  page  xxxiv.  A 
second  edition  bearing  the  same  date,  but  with  "  Charles 
Dickens,"  instead  of  "  Boz,"  on  the  title  page,  was  pub- 
lished, and  often  passes  as  a  first  edition.  According  to 
Mr.  John  F.  Dexter's  Dickens  Memento  it  is  difficult  now 
to  obtain  this  edition  in  a  clean  state,  "  the  plates  being 
almost  invariably  foxed,  and  the  text  more  soiled  than 
not." 

Without  being  so  overwhelmingly  popular  as  Pickwick 
or  Nickleby — the  nature  of  the  subject  was,  in  truth,  not 
likely  to  make  it  universally  acceptable—  Oliver  Twist 
achieved  a  great  and  lasting  success,  and  a  second  edition 
was  speedily  called  for.  With  the  publication  of  the 
completion  of  the  story  in  Bentley's  Miscellany  Charles 
Dickens  retired  from  the  editorial  chair  of  the  magazine, 
which  was  afterwards  occupied  by  Harrison  Ainsworth, 
and  in  June,  1840,  an  arrangement  was  come  to  with  Mr. 
Bentley,  under  which  the  remaining  stock  of  the  second 
edition  and  the  copyright  in  the  book  became  the  author's 
property  on  payment  to  the  publisher  of  two  thousand 
two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds.  In  1841  a  third  similar 
edition  was  issued  "  with  author's  preface  to  the  third 
edition,"  dated  "Devonshire  Terrace,  April,  1841,  Chap- 
man &  Hall." 

This  preface  ran  as  follows  : — 
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"Some  of  the  author's  friends  cried,  ' Lookee,  gentlemen,  the 
man  is  a  villain  ;  but  it  is  Nature  for  all  that  ; '  and  the  young 
critics  of  the  age,  the  clerks,  apprentices,  etc.,  called  it  low,  and  fell 
a  groaning." — Fielding. 

The  greater  part  of  this  Tale  was  originally  published 
in  a  magazine.  When  I  completed  it,  and  put  it  forth 
in  its  present  form  three  years  ago,  I  fully  expected  it 
would  be  objected  to  on  some  very  high  moral  grounds 
in  some  very  high  moral  quarters.  The  result  did  not 
fail  to  prove  the  justice  of  my  anticipations. 

I  embrace  the  present  opportunity  of  saying  a  few 
words  in  explanation  of  my  aim  and  object  in  its  produc- 
tion. It  is  in  some  sort  a  duty  with  me  to  do  so,  in  grat- 
itude to  those  who  sympathized  with  me  and  divined 
my  purpose  at  the  time,  and  who,  perhaps,  will  not  be 
sorry  to  have  their  impressions  confirmed  under  my  own 
hand. 

It  is,  it  seems,  a  very  coarse  and  shocking  circumstance, 
that  some  of  the  characters  in  these  pages  are  chosen 
from  the  most  criminal  and  degraded  of  London's  popula- 
tion ;  that  Sikes  is  a  thief,  and  Fagin  a  receiver  of  stolen 
goods ;  that  the  boys  are  pickpockets,  and  the  girl  is  a 
prostitute. 

I  confess  I  have  yet  to  learn  that  a  lesson  of  the  purest 
good  may  not  be  drawn  from  the  vilest  evil.  I  have  always 
believed  this  to  be  a  recognized  and  established  truth,  laid 
down  by  the  greatest  men  the  world  has  ever  seen,  con- 
stantly acted  upon  by  the  best  and  wisest  natures,  and  con- 
firmed by  the  reason  and  experience  of  every  thinking 
mind.  I  saw  no  reason,  when  I  wrote  this  book,  why  the 
very  dregs  of  life,  so  long  as  their  speech  did  not  offend  the 
ear,  should  not  serve  the  purpose  of  a  moral,  at  least  as 
well  as  its  froth  and  cream.  Nor  did  I  doubt  that  there 
lay  festering  in  Saint  Giles's  as  good  materials  towards 
the  truth  as  any  flaunting  in  Saint  James's. 

In  this  spirit,  when  I  wished  to  show,  in  little  Oliver, 
the  principle  of  Good  surviving  through  every  adverse 
circumstance,  and  triumphing  at  last ;  and  when  I  con- 
sidered among  what  companions  I  could  try  him  best, 
having  regard  to  that  kind  of  men  into  whose  hands  he 
would  most  nutiTrally  fall  ;  I  bethought  myself  of  those 
who  figure  in  these  volumes.  When  I  came  to  discuss 
the  subject  more   maturely  with  myself,    I   saw  many 
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strong  reasons  for  pursuing  the  course  to  which  I  was 
inclined.  1  hud  read  of  thieves  by  scores — seductive 
fellows  (amiable  for  the  most  part),  faultless  in  dress, 
plump  in  pocket,  choice  in  horseflesh,  hold  in  bearing, 
fortunate  in  gallantry,  great  at  a  song,  a  bottle,  pack  of 
ranis  or  dice-box,  and  fit  companions  for  the  bravest. 
But  I  had  never  met  (except  in  IIogarth)  with  the  mis- 
erable reality,  ib  appeared  to  me  that  to  draw  a  knot  of 
such  associates  in  crime  as  really  do  exist ;  to  paint  them 
hi  all  their  deformity,  in  all  their  wretchedness,  in  all 
the  squalid  poverty  of  their  lives ;  to  show  them  as  they 
really  are,  forever  skulking  uneasily  through  the  dirtiest 
paths  of  life,  with  the  great,  black,  ghastly  gallows  clos- 
ing up  their  prospect,  turn  them  where  they  may ;  it 
appeared  to  me  that  to  do  this,  would  be  to  attempt  a 
something  which  was  greatly  needed,  and  which  would 
be  a  service  to  society.     And  therefore  I  did  it  as  I  best 

In  every  book  I  know,  where  such  characters  are 
treated  of  at  all,  certain  allurements  and  fascinations  are 
thrown  around  them.  Even  in  the  Beggar's  Opera,  the 
thieves  are  represented  as  leading  a  life  which  is  rather 
to  be  envied  than  otherwise ;  while  Macheath,  with  all 
the  captivations  of  command,  and  the  devotion  of  the 
most  beautiful  girl  and  only  pure  character  in  the  piece, 
is  as  much  to  be  admired  and  emulated  by  weak  be- 
holders, as  any  fine  gentleman  in  a  red  coat  who  has  pur- 
chased, as  Voltaire  says,  the  right  to  command  a  couple 
of  thousand  men,  or  so,  and  to  affront  death  at  their 
head.  Johnson's  question,  whether  any  man  will  turn 
thief  because  Macheath  is  reprieved,  seems  to  me  beside 
the  matter.  I  ask  myself,  whether  any  man  will  be  de- 
terred from  turning  thief  because  of  his  being  sentenced 
to  death,  and  because  of  the  existence  of  Peachum  and 
Lockit  :  and  remembering  the  captain's  roaring  life, 
great  appearance,  vast  success,  and  strong  advantages,  I 
feel  assured  that  nobody  having  a  bent  that  way  will 
take  any  warning  from  him,  or  will  see  anything  in  the 
play  but  a  very  flowery  and  pleasant  road,  conducting 
an  honorable  ambition,  in  course  of  time,  to  Tyburn 
Tree. 

Tn  fact,  Gay's  witty  satire  on  society  had  a  general 
object,  which  made  him  careless  of  example  in  this  re- 
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spect,  and  gave  him  other,  wider,  and  higher  aims.  The 
same  may  be  said  of  Sir  Edward  Bulwer's  admirable 
and  most  powerful  novel  of  Paul  Clifford,  which  cannot 
be  fairly  considered  as  having,  or  being  intended  to  have, 
any  bearing  on  this  part  of  the  subject,  one  way  or 
other. 

What  manner  of  life  is  that  which  is  described  in  these 
pages,  as  the  everyday  existence  of  a  Thief?  What 
charms  has  it  for  the  young  and  ill-disposed,  what  allure- 
ments for  the  most  jolter-headed  of  juveniles?  Here  are 
no  canterings  upon  moonlit  heaths,  no  merry-makings 
in  the  snuggest  of  all  possible  caverns,  none  of  the  at- 
tractions of  dress,  no  embroidery,  no  lace,  no  jack-boots, 
no  crimson  coats  and  ruffles,  none  of  the  dash  and  free- 
dom with  which  "  the  road"  has  been,  time  out  of  mind, 
invested.  The  cold,  wet,  shelterless  midnight  streets  of 
London ;  the  foul  and  frowsy  dens,  where  vice  is  closely 
packed  and  lacks  the  room  to  turn  ;  the  haunts  of  hunger 
and  disease,  the  shabby  rags  that  scarcely  hold  together : 
where  are  the  attractions  of  these  things  ?  Have  they 
no  lesson,  and  do  they  not  whisper  something  beyond  the 
little-regarded  warning  of  a  moral  precept  ? 

But  there  are  a  people  of  so  refined  and  delicate  a  nature, 
that  they  cannot  bear  the  contemplation  of  these  horrors. 
Not  that  they  turn  instinctively  from  the  crime ;  but  that 
criminal  characters,  to  suit  them,  must  be,  like  their  meat, 
in  delicate  disguise.  A  Massaroni  in  green  velvet  is  quite 
an  enchanting  creature ;  but  a  Sikes  in  fustian  is  insup- 
portable. A  Mrs.  Massaroni,  being  a  lady  in  short  petti- 
coats and  a  fancy  dress,  is  a  thing  to  imitate  in  tableaux 
and  have  a  lithograph  on  pretty  songs  ;  but  a  Nancy,  being 
a  creature  in  a  cotton  gown  and  cheap  shawl,  is  not  to  be 
thought  of.  It  is  wonderful  how  Virtue  turns  from  dirty 
stockings  ;  and  how  Vice,  married  to  ribbons  and  a  little 
gay  attire,  changes  her  name,  as  wedded  ladies  do,  and 
becomes  Romance. 

Now,  as  the  stern  and  plain  truth,  even  in  the  dress  of 
this  (in  novels)  much  exalted  race,  was  a  part  of  the  pur- 
pose of  this  book,  I  will  not,  for  these  readers,  abate  one 
hole  in  the  Dodger's  coat,  or  one  scrap  of  curl-paper  in  the 
girl's  dishevelled  hair.  I  have  no  faith  in  the  delicacy 
which  cannot  bear  to  look  upon  them.  1  have  no  desire 
to  make  proselytes  among  such  people.     I  have  no  re- 
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spect  for  their  opinion,  good  or  had  ;  do  not  covet  their  ap- 
proval ;  and  do  not  write  for  their  amusement.  I  venture 
to  say  this  without  reserve;  for  I  am  not  aware  of  any 
writer  in  our  language  having  a  respect  for  himself,  or 
held  in  any  respect  hy  his  posterity,  who  ever  has  de- 
scended to  the  taste  of  this  fastidious  class. 

On  the  other  hand,  if  I  look  for  examples,  and  for  prece- 
dents, I  find  them  in  the  noblest  range  of  English  litera- 
ture. Fielding,  Ue  Foe,  Goldsmith,  Smollett,  Richardson, 
Mackenzie — all  these  for  wise  purposes,  and  especially  the 
two  first,  brought  upon  the  scene  the  very  scum  and  refuse 
of  the  land.  Hogarth,  the  moralist,  and  censor  of  his  age 
— in  whose  great  works  the  times  in  which  he  lived,  and 
the  characters  of  every  time,  will  never  cease  to  be  re- 
flected— did  the  like,  without  the  compromise  of  a  hair's 
breadth ;  with  a  power  and  depth  of  thought  which  be- 
longed to  few  men  before  him,  and  will  probably  apper- 
tain to  fewer  still  in  time  to  come.  Where  does  this  giant 
stand  now,  in  the  estimation  of  his  countrymen  ?  And 
yet,  if  I  turn  back  to  the  days  in  which  he  or  any  of  these 
men  flourished,  I  find  the  same  reproach  levelled  against 
them  every  one,  each  in  his  turn,  by  the  insects  of  the 
hour,  who  raised  their  little  hum,  and  died,  and  were  for- 
gotten. 

Cervantes  laughed  Spain's  chivalry  away,  by  showing 
Spain  its  impossible  and  wild  absurdity.  It  was  my  at- 
tempt, in  my  humble  and  far-distant  sphere,  to  dim  the 
false  glitter  surrounding  something  which  really  did 
exist,  by  showing  it  in  its  unattractive  and  repulsive 
truth.  No  less  consulting  my  own  taste,  than  the  man- 
ners of  the  age,  I  endeavored,  while  I  painted  it  in  all  its 
fallen  and  degraded  aspect,  to  banish  from  the  lips  of  the 
lowest  character  I  introduced,  any  expression  that  could 
by  possibility  offend ;  and  rather  to  lead  to  the  unavoid- 
able inference  that  its  existence  was  of  the  most  debased 
and  vicious  kind,  than  to  prove  it  elaborately  by  words 
and  deeds.  In  the  case  of  the  girl,  in  particular,  I  kept 
this  intention  constantly  in  view.  Whether  it  is  apparent 
in  the  narrative,  and  how  it  is  executed,  I  leave  my  readers 
to  determine. 

It  has  been  observed  of  this  girl,  that  her  devotion  to 
the  brutal  housebreaker  does  not  seem  natural,  and  it  has 
been  objected  to  Sikes  in  the  same  breath — with  some  in- 
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consistency,  as  I  venture  to  think — that  he  is  surely  over- 
drawn, because  in  him  there  would  appear  to  be  none  of 
those  redeeming  traits  which  are  objected  to  as  unnatural 
in  his  mistress.  Of  the  latter  objection  I  will  merely  say, 
that  I  fear  there  are  in  the  world  some  insensible  and  cal- 
lous natures  that  do  become,  at  last,  utterly  and  irredeem- 
ably bad.  But  whether  this  be  so  or  not,  of  one  thing  I 
am  certain:  that  there  are  such  men  as  Sikes,  who, being 
closely  followed  through  the  same  space  of  time,  and 
through  the  same  current  of  circumstances,  would  not 
give,  by  one  look  or  action  of  a  moment,  the  faintest 
Indication  of  a  better  nature.  Whether  every  gentler 
human  feeling  is  dead  within  such  bosoms,  or  the  proper 
chord  to  strike  has  rusted  and  is  hard  to  find,  I  do  not 
know;  but  that  the  fact  is  so,  I  am  sure. 

It  is  useless  to  discuss  whether  the  conduct  and  charac- 
ter of  the  girl  seems  natural  or  unnatural,  probable  or  im- 
probable, right  or  wrong.  It  is  true.  Every  man  who 
has  watched  these  melancholy  shades  of  life  knows  it  to 
be  so.  Suggested  to  my  mind  long  ago — long  before  I 
dealt  in  fiction — by  what  I  often  saw  and  read  of,  in  actual 
life  around  me,  I  have,  for  years,  tracked  it  through  many 
profligate  and  noisome  ways  and  found  it  still  the  same. 
From  the  first  introduction  of  that  poor  wretch,  to  her 
laying  her  bloody  head  upon  the  robber's  breast,  there  is 
not  one  word  exaggerated  or  over- wrought.  It  is  emphat- 
ically God's  truth,  for  it  is  the  truth  He  leaves  in  such 
depraved  and  miserable  breasts ;  the  hope  yet  lingering 
behind ;  the  last  fair  drop  of  water  at  the  bottom  of  the 
dried-up  weed-choked  well.  It  involves  the  best  and 
worst  shades  of  our  common  nature ;  much  of  its  ugliest 
hues,  and  something  of  its  most  beautiful;  it  is  a  contra- 
diction, an  anomaly,  and  apparent  impossibility,  but  it  is 
a  truth.  I  am  glad  to  have  had  it  doubted,  for  in  that 
circumstance  I  find  a  sufficient  assurance  that  it  needed 
to  be  told. 

Devonshire  Terrace, 
April,  1841. 

The  strong  protest  contained  in  this  preface  was  amply 
justified  by  the  manner  in  which  some  of  the  critics  had 
spoken  of  the  book.     The    Quarterly    Review  had  been 
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especially  severe.  Tt  described  Oliver  Twist  as  being 
« directed  against  the  poor  law  and  workhouse  system, 
and  in  our  opinion  with  much  unfairness.  The  abuses 
which  he  ridicules  are  not  only  exaggerated,  but  in  nine- 
teen cases  out  of  twenty  do  not  at  all  exist  "—and  here 
the  obvious  remark  presents  itself  that  the  writer  of  this 
criticism  apparently  altogether  failed  to  perceive  that  if 
the  abuses  existed  only  in  the  twentieth  case  they  were 
perfectly  fair  game  for  the  satirist  and  the  reformer. 
The  writer  went  on  to  express  apprehension  that  Charles 
Dickens  "  in  spite  of  honest  intentions  .  .  .  may  be  found 
practically  a  co-operator  with  those  whose  aim  it  is  to 
degrade  the  national  mind,"  and  objected  "  in  toto  to  the 
staple  of  Oliver  Twist— -a  series  of  representations  which 
must  familiarize  the  rising  generation  with  the  haunts, 
deeds,  language,  and  characters  of  the  very  dregs  of  the 
community  "  ;  in  short,  with  all  those  crying  evils  which 
it  is  far  pleasanter  and  easier  to  ignore  and  to  effect 
unconsciousness  of,  than  to  grapple  with.  But  the  un- 
kindest  cut  of  all  was  the  description  of  Nancy  as  being 
"contrary  to  the  laws  of  human  nature  and  experience 
everywhere,  and  especially  in  England."  How  real  Nancy 
was  to  her  author,  and  how  righteously  convinced  he 
was  of  the  absolute  truth  of  the  development  of  her 
character,  Charles  Dickens's  fiery  and  spirited  vindi- 
cation of  this  part  of  the  book  makes  very  clear  to  us. 
He  was  thoroughly  in  earnest  about  this  matter,  as  about 
everything  else. 

A  new  edition  in  ten  monthly  parts,  demy  octavo,  at 
one  shilling,  was  commenced  in  January,  1846,  and  was 
subsequently  published  for  the  author  in  one  volume 
of  three  hundred  and  eleven  pages,  at  eleven  shillings, 
by  Messrs.  Bradbury  and  Evans.  The  first  page  of  the 
wrapper  to  the  monthly  parts  was  by  Cruikshank,  and  a 
facsimile  of  it  is  given  here  on  page  xxxiii. 

The  first  cheap  edition  was  brought  out  in  1850,  as 
part  of  a  new  series,  in  parts,  in  green  wrappers.  These 
parts  were  afterwards  sold  at  three  shillings  and  sixpence 
in  a  volume  bound  in  green  cloth,  containing  two  hun- 
dred and  ninety-one  pages,  a  frontispiece  by  Cruikshank, 
and  the  following  new  preface,  dated  "  Devonshire 
Terrace,  March,  1850  "  :— 
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PREFACE  TO  THE  PRESENT  EDITION. 

At  page  267  of  this  present  edition  of  Oliver  Twist, 
there  is  a  description  of  "  the  filthiest,  the  strangest,  the 
most  extraordinary,  of  the  many  localities  that  are  hidden 
in  London."  And  the  name  of  this  place  is  Jacob's 
Island. 

Eleven  or  twelve  years  have  elapsed,  since  the  de- 
scription was  first  published.  I  was  as  well  convinced 
then,  as  I  am  now,  that  nothing  effectual  could  be  done 
for  the  elevation  of  the  poor  in  England,  'until  their 
dwelling  places  are  made  decent  and  wholesome.  I  have 
always  been  convinced  that  this  Reform  must  precede  all 
other  Social  Reforms  ;  that  it  must  prepare  the  way 
for  Education,  even  for  Religion  ;  and  that  without  it, 
those  classes  of  the  people  which  increase  the  fastest, 
must  become  so  desperate  and  be  made  so  miserable,  as 
to  bear  within  themselves  the  certain  seed  of  ruin  to  the 
whole  community. 

The  Metropolis  (of  all  places  under  Heaven)  being  ex- 
cluded from  the  provisions  of  the  Public  Health  Act, 
passed  last  year,  a  society  has  been  formed  called  the 
Metropolitan  Sanitary  Association,  with  the  view  of  rem- 
edying this  grievous  mistake.  The  association  held  its 
first  public  meeting  at  Freemasons'  Hall,  on  Wednesday 
the  sixth  of  February  last  :  the  Bishop  of  London  pre- 
siding. It  happened  that  this  very  place,  Jacob's  Island, 
had  lately  attracted  the  attention  of  the  Board  of  Health, 
in  consequence  of  its  having  been  ravaged  by  cholera  ; 
and  that  the  Bishop  of  London  had  in  his  hands  the  re- 
sult of  an  inquiry  under  the  Metropolitan  Sewers  Com- 
mission, showing,  by  way  of  proof  of  the  cheapness  of 
sanitary  improvements,  an  estimate  of  the  probable  cost 
at  which  the  houses  in  Jacob's  Island  could  be  rendered 
fit  for  human  habitation — which  cost  was  stated  at  about 
a  penny  three  farthings  per  week  per  house.  The  Bishop 
referred  to  this  paper,  with  the  moderation  and  forbearance 
which  pervaded  all  his  observations,  and  did  me  the 
honor  to  mention  that  I  had  described  Jacob's  Island. 
When  I  subsequently  made  a  few  observations  myself,  I 
confessed  that  soft  impeachment. 

Now,  the  Vestry  of  Marylebone  Parish,  meeting  on  the 
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following  Saturday  had  the  honor  to  be  addressed  by  Sir 
Petek  Laurie;  a  gentleman  of  infallible  authority,  of 
great  innate  modesty  and  of  most  sweet  humanity.  This 
remarkable  Alderman,  so  I  am  informed  by  The  Observer 
Newspaper,  then  and  there  delivered  himself  (I  quote  the 
passage  without  any  correction)  as  follows  : — 

"Having  touched  upon  the  point  of  saving  to  the  poor, 
he  begged  to  illustrate  it  by  reading  for  them  the  partic- 
ulars of  a  survey  that  had  been  made  in  a  locality  called 
'Jacob's Island' — (a  laugh) — where,  according  to  the  sur- 
veyor, 1300  houses  were  erected  on  forty  acres  of  ground. 
The  surveyor  asserted  and  laid  down  that  each  house 
could  be  supplied  with  a  constant  supply  of  pure  water 
— secondly,  that  each  house  could  be  supplied  with  a  sink 
— thirdly,  a  water  closet — fourthly,  a  drain — fifthly,  a 
foundation  drain — and,  sixthly,  the  accommodation  of  a 
dust  bin  (laughter),  and  all  at  the  average  rate  of  13s.  4d. 
per  week  (Oh,  oh,  and  laughter). 

"  Mr.  G.  Bird :  Can  Sir  Peter  Laurie  tell  the  vestry 
where  'Jacob's  Island'  is  (laughter). 

"  Sir  P.  Laurie  :  That  was  just  what  he  was  about  to 
tell  them.  The  Bishop  of  London,  poor  soul,  in  his  sim- 
plicity, thought  there  really  was  such  a  place,  which  he  had 
been  describing  so  minutely,  ichereas  it  turned  out  that  it 
only  existed  in  a  work  of  fiction,  written  by  Mr.  Charles 
Dickens  ten  years  ago  (roars  of  laughter).  The  fact  was 
admitted  by  Mr.  Charles  Dickens  himself  at  the  meeting,  and 
he  (Sir  P.  Laurie)  had  extracted  his  words  from  the  same 
paper,  the  Morning  Herald.  Mr.  Dickens  said  '  Now  the 
first  of  these  classes  proceeded  generally  on  the  supposi- 
tion that  the  compulsory  improvement  of  these  dwellings, 
when  exceedingly  defective,  would  be  very  expensive. 
But  that  was  a  great  mistake,  for  nothing  was  cheaper 
than  good  sanitary  improvements,  as  they  knew  in  the  case 
of  Jacob's  Island  (laughter),  which  he  had  described  in  a 
work  of  fiction  some  ten  or  eleven  years  ago.'  " 

When  I  came  to  read  this,  I  was  so  much  struck  by 
the  honesty,  by  the  truth,  by  the  wisdom  of  this  logic,  as 
well  as  by  the  fact  of  the  sagacious  vestry,  including 
members  of  parlimament,  magistrates,  officers,  chemists, 
and  I  know  not  who  else  listening  to  it  meekly  (as  became 
them),  that  I  resolved  to  record  the  fact  here,  as  a  cer- 
tain means  of  making  it  known  to,  and  causing  it  to  be 
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reverenced  by,  many  thousands  of  people.  Reflecting 
upon  this  logic,  and  its  universal  application  ;  remember- 
ing that  when  Fielding  described  Newgate,  the  prison 
immediately  ceased  to  exist;  that  when  Smollet  took 
Roderick  Random  to  Bath,  that  city  instantly  sank  into 
the  earth  ;  that  when  Scott  exercised  his  genius  on 
Whitefriars,  it  incontinently  glided  into  the  Thames; 
that  an  ancient  place  called  Windsor  was  entirely  de- 
stroyed in  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth  by  two  Merry 
Wives  of  that  town,  acting  under  the  direction  of  a  per- 
son of  the  name  of  Shakespeare  ;  and  that  Mr.  Pope, 
after  having  at  a  great  expense  completed  his  grotto  at 
Twickenham,  incautiously  reduced  it  to  ashes  by  writing 
a  poem  upon  it;— I  say,  when  I  came  to  consider  these 
things,  I  was  inclined  to  make  this  preface  the  vehicle  of 
my  humble  tribute  of  admiration  to  Sir  Peter  Laurie. 
But,  I  am  restrained  by  a  very  painful  consideration — by 
no  less  a  consideration  than  the  impossibility  of  his  exis- 
tence. For  Sir  Peter  Laurie  having  been  himself  de- 
scribed in  a  book  (as  I  understand  he  was,  one  Christmas 
time,  for  his  conduct  on  the  seat  of  Justice),  it  is  but  too 
clear  that  there  can  be  no  such  man ! 

Otherwise,  I  should  have  been  quite  sure  of  his  concur- 
rence in  the  following  passage,  written  thirty  years  ago 
by  my  late  lamented  friend  the  Reverend  Sydney  Smith, 
that  great  master  of  wit,  and  terror  of  noodles  ;  but  sin- 
gularly applicable  to  the  present  occasion. 

We  have  been  thus  particular  in  stating  the  case,  that 
we  may  make  an  answer  to  those  profligate  persons  who 
are  always  ready  to  fling  an  air  of  ridicule  upon  the  labors 
of  humanity,  because  they  are  desirous  that  what  they 
have  not  the  virtue  to  do  themselves,  should  appear  to 
be  foolish  and  romantic  when  done  by  others.  A  still 
higher  degree  of  depravity  than  this,  is  to  want  every  sort 
of  compassion  for  human  misery,  when  it  is  accompanied 
by  filth,  poverty  and  ignorance.  To  regulate  humanity 
by  the  income  tax,  and  to  deem  the  bodily  wretchedness 
and  the  dirty  tears  of  the  poor,  a  fit  subject  for  pleasantry 
and  contempt.  We  should  have  been  loath  to  believe  that 
such  deep-seated  and  disgusting  immorality  existed  in 
these  days ;  but  the  notice  of  it  is  forced  upon  us. 

Devonshire  Terrace, 
March,  1850. 
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Numerous  other  editions  have  since  appeared  in  almost 
every  variety  of  form,  one  of  the  most  noticeable  being  in 
the  -  Household  Edition"  of  Messrs.  Chapman  and  Hall, 
published  in  September,  1871,  with  twenty-eight  illustra- 
tions by  Mr.  J.  Mahoney,  at  one  shilling  and  sixpence  in 
paper,  and  half-a-erown  in  cloth. 

The  original  inanscript  of  Oliver  Twist  is  in  the  Fors- 
ter  Collection  at  South  Kensington. 

Owing,  probably,  to  the  rather  grim  nature  of  the  greater 
part  of  the  book,  Oliver  Twist  didnot  attract  the  pirates, 
plagiarists,  and  imitators  to  quite  so  alarming  an  extent 
as  did  most  its  author's  earlier  books ;  but  Mr.  F.  G. 
Kitton's  Dickensidna  chronicles  the  publication  of  "  The 
Life  and  Adventures  of  Oliver  Twiss,  the  Workhouse 
Boy.  Edited  by  Bos.  With  numerous  illustrations." 
This  production,  which  was  published  in  1839  by  one  E. 
Lloyd  of  Broad  Street,  Bloomsbury,  a  very  active  pirate 
of  that  period,  was  issued  in  seventy-nine  numbers,  each 
containing  two  illustrations. 

There  was  another  "Oliver  Twist,  Edited  by  Poz. 
Star  Press,  20  Cross  St.,  Hatton  Garden,  James  Turner. 
—London,  J.  Pattie,  4  Brydges  St.,  Covent  Garden.  Sold 
by  Clark,  Warwick  Lane ;  Berger,  Holiwell  St. ;  Huckle- 
brige,  2  Charles  St..  Hatton  Garden  ;  and  all  booksellers." 
Of  the  front  page  of  the  first  number  of  this  publication, 
now  extremely  rare,  I  am  enabled,  through  the  kindness 
of  Mr.  William  Wright,  of  Paris,  to  give  a  facsimile  on 
page  xxxv.  Its  reference  to  the  Copyright  Act  is  so 
sublime  a  piece  of  impudence  as  almost  to  take  rank  as 
a  real  stroke  of  genius. 

Mr.  James  Cook's  Bibliography  of  the  Writings  of  Charles 
Dickens  thus  refers  to  a  publication  called  "  The  Twist 
and  Nickleby  Scrap  Sheet";  "under  the  title  of  'Cheap 
Illustrations  to  Boz,'  Mr.  John  Cleave,  Shoe  Lane,  Fleet 
Street,  publisher  of  Cleave's  Gazette  of  Variety  and 
Amusement,  issued  a  twopenny  sheet  of  illustrations 
entitled  'The  Twist  and  Nickleby  Scrap  Sheet,  containing 
twenty-four  engraved  (on  wood)  Portraits  of  the  Char- 
acters in  Oliver  Twist  and  Nicholas  Nickleby,  enriched 
with  poetic  effusions  by  A.  Snodgrass,  Esq.,  M.P.C 
This  and  the  '  Weller  Scrap  Sheet '  were  advertised  by  the 
publisher  as  '  alike  fitted  for  the  scrap  book  of  the  Mansion 
or  the  walls  of  the  Cottage.' " 
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Of  course  Oliver  Twist  was  immediately  adapted  for 
the  stage,  and  has  frequently  been  dramatized  since — not, 
however,  with  any  very  conspicuous  success,  although 
several  distinguished  actors,  most  prominent  among  them 
Mr.  Henry  Irving,  have  tried  their  hands  at  Sikes.  Of 
the  first  production  at  the  Surrey  Theatre  it  is  recorded 
that,  in  the  middle  of  the  first  scene,  Charles  Dickens 
laid  himself  down  on  the  floor  in  a  corner  of  the  box 
which  he  occupied,  and  never  rose  from  it  until  the  act- 
drop  fell.  If  one  may  judge  fairly  of  a  piece  by  reading 
it,  this  drama,  which  was  first  played  at  the  Pavilion 
Theatre  in  May,  1838,1  and  afterwards  at  the  Surrey  in 
the  following  November,  was  a  very  bad  play  indeed — 
so  bad,  in  fact,  that  even  the  very  long  list  of  bad  adapta- 
tions of  popular  stories  can  hardly  contain  anything 
worse.  The  play  itself  is  too  wretched  for  quotation  or 
analysis,  but  the  manifesto  which  was  issued  by  the  Surrey 
management  on  the  occasion  certainly  deserves  reading. 
Beginning  with  a  declaration  that  "  the  stage  is  never 
devoted  to  a  more  noble  or  better  purpose  than  when  it 
lends  its  powerful  aid  to  improve  the  morals  and  correct 
the  vices  of  the  age" — which  sounds  somehow  like  a 
good  deal  that  one  has  heard  and  read  about  "the  drama1' 
since — and  handsomely  testifying  to  the  fidelity  of  the 
author's  descriptions  of  criminal  life,  winds  up  with  the 
following  noble  burst  of  fine  writing  and  confused  punctua- 
tion: "Its  great  original,  who  verbally  speaking,  may 
truly  be  termed  akin  to  Hogarth,  has  raised  a  beacon  on 
the  basis  of  truth  to  warn  the  erring,  guide  the  inexper- 
ienced, instruct  the  ignorant  to  avoid  the  shoals  by  which 
they  are  surrounded,  and  forcibly  inculcate  the  great  moral 
lesson,  that  vice,  however  prosperous  for  at  time,  will 
sooner  or  later  meet  with  punishment  and  disgrace,  while 
virtue,  whatever  be  its  trials  and  temptations,  will  ulti- 
mately secure  a  lasting  and  just  reward." 

Mr.  Forster  appears  to  have  forgotten,  for  no  mention 
of  the  circumstance  is  made  in  his  Life,  that  Charles 

1  It  is  clear  that  the  play  which  was  produced  at  the  Pavilion  could 
not  have  been  identical  with  that  which  Charles  Dickens  saw  at  the 
Surrey.  The  latter  piece  concluded  with  the  murder  of  Nancy  and 
the  death  of  Sikes,  of  which  scenes,  seeing  that  these  incidents  wera 
not  given  to  the  public  until  October,  1838,  the  dramatist  of  May. 
1838,  could  have  had  no  knowledge. 
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Dickens  twice  proposed,  himself,  to  dramatize,  or  to  super- 
intend the  dramatization  of,  Oliver  Twist — on  one  occa- 
sion for  Frederick  Yates,  and  on  another  for  Macready. 

The  offer  to  Yates  was  contained  in  a  letter  which  has 
been  quoted  by  Mr.  Edmund  Yates,  the  actor's  son,  in 
his  Recollections.  No  date  is  given,  but  it  bears  internal 
evidence  of  having  been  written  before  October,  1838,  and 
runs  as  follows  : — 

Supposing  we  arrange  preliminaries  to  our  mutual  satis- 
faction, I  propose  to  dramatize  Oliver  Twist  for  the  first 
night  of  next  season. 

I  have  never  seen  Mrs.  Honnor,  to  the  best  of  my  recol- 
lection ;  but  from  the  mere  circumstance  of  her  being  a 
Mrs.,  I  should  say  at  once  that  she  was  "  a  many  sizes 
too  large  "  for  Oliver  Twist.  If  it  be  played  by  a  female, 
it  should  be  a  very  sharp  girl  of  thirteen  or  fourteen,  not 
or  more,  or  the  character  would  be  an  absurdity.  I  don't 
see  the  possibility  of  any  other  house  doing  it  before  your 
next  opening  night.  If  they  do,  it  must  be  done  in  a  very 
extraordinary  manner,  as  the  story,  unlike  that  of  Pick- 
wick,  is  an  involved  and  complicated  one.  I  am  quite 
certain  that  no  one  can  have  heard  what  I  mean  to  do 
with  the  different  characters  in  the  end,  inasmuch  as,  at 
present,  I  don't  quite  know  myself ;  so  we  are  tolerably 
safe  on  that  head.  I  am  quite  sure  that  your  name  as  the 
Jew,  and  mine  as  the  author,  would  knock  any  other 
attempts  quite  out  of  the  field. 

Macready's  Diary  records,  under  date  of  the  8th  of 
November,  1838,  that  "  Foster  came  into  my  room  and 
proposed  on  the  part  of  Dickens  the  dramatization  of 
Oliver  Twist  with  Dickens's  name.  Nothing  could  be 
kinder  than  this  generous  intention  of  Dickens,  but  I 
fear  it  is  not  acceptable."  Second  thoughts  did  not  alter 
this  opinion,  and  the  entry  for  the  10th  of  November  says 
"  Foster  and  Dickens  called ;  and  told  them  of  the  utter 
impracticability  of  Oliver  Twist  for  any  dramatic  purpose. 

Why  the  offer  to  Frederick  Yates  was  not  accepted  I 
have  been  unable  to  ascertain.  That  the  idea  commended 
itself  to  his  mind  is  certain,  for  a  version  of  the  story — 
by  Thomas  Hailes  Lacy,  I  think — was,  in  course  of  time 
successfully  produced  at  the  Adelphi  with  Yates  as 
Fagin,  Mrs.  Yates  as  Nancy,  and  O.  Smith  as  Sikes.  It 
is  probable  that  arrangements  already  entered  into  by 
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the  management  for  the  opening  of  the  season  prevented 
the  proposal  being  carried  into  immediate  effect,  and 
that  the  very  adverse  opinion  which  Macready  expressed 
of  Oliver  Twist  from  a  dramatic  point  of  view  subse- 
quently induced  Charles  Dickens  to  abandon  the  idea  of 
the  play.  Certainly  the  versions  of  the  book  which  have 
appeared  on  the  stage  since  have,  notwithstanding  the 
Adelphi  success,  gone  far  to  confirm  the  soundness  of 
Macready's  judgment. 

The  unpleasant  incident  in  connection  with  the  illustra- 
tions to  Oliver  Twist  to  which  I  have  already  referred 
arose,  after  Charles  Dickens's  death,  out  of  a  preposter- 
ous charge  on  the  part  of  George  Cruikshank  that  the 
author  was  indebted  to  him,  not  only  for  the  idea  of  the 
book,  but  for  the  principal  characters  and  action  as  well. 

This  was  originally  contained  in  an  account  of  an  inter- 
view with  Cruikshank — which  was  published  by  Dr. 
Shelton  Mackenzie  in  the  American  Bound  Table,  and  re- 
printed by  Mr.  Hotten,  the  publisher,  in  a  biography  of 
Charles  Dickens — and  was  to  tbe  effect  that  Dickens  had 
been  so  much  struck  with  certain  sketches  which  he 
found  one  day  in  Cruikshank's  studio  that  he  obtained 
the  artist's  permission  to  "  write  up  to  as  many  of  his 
designs  as  he  thought  would  suit  his  purpose."  Further- 
more, Dr.  Mackenzie's  story  specifically  stated  that  the 
particular  etching  which  most  took  the  author's  fancy, 
and  which  "  he  studied  for  half  an  hour,"  was  that  of 
Fagin  in  the  condemned  cell.  It  was  perhaps  fortunate 
— seeing  that  there  is  no  limit  to  the  credulity  of  some 
people — that  there  was  evidence  in  Mr.  Foster's  posses- 
sion which  at  once  stamped  its  true  character  on  this 
claim  of  Cruikshank's.  The  story,  as  we  have  seen,  had 
to  be  completed  for  publication  in  volume  form  some 
time  before  its  career  in  the  magazine  came  to  a  close, 
and  the  plates,  of  course,  had  also  to  be  prepared  with 
the  same  view.  Of  these  the  last  three  were  "Sikes  and 
his  Dog,"  "  Fagin  in  the  Condemned  Cell,"  and  "  Rose 
Maylie  and  Oliver."  "  None  of  these,"  Mr.  Foster  says, 
"Dickens  had  seen  until  he  saw  them  in  the  book  on  the 
eve  of  its  publication,  when  he  so  strongly  objected  to 
one  of  them  that  it  had  to  be  cancelled."  This  was  the 
letter  in  which  the  author's  objection  was  expressed  to 
the  artist :  "  I  returned  suddenly  to  town  yesterday  after^ 
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noon  to  look  at  the  latter  pages  of  « Oliver  Twist '  before 
it  was  delivered  to  the  booksellers,  when  I  saw  the  ma- 
jority of  the  plates  in  the  last  volume  for  the  first  time. 
With  reference  to  the  last  one — i  Rose  Maylie  and  Oliver ' 
— without  entering  into  the  question  of  great  haste,  or 
of  any  other  cause,  which  may  have  led  to  its  being  what 
it  is,  I  am  quite  sure  there  can  be  little  difference  of  opin- 
ion between  us  as  to  the  result.  May  I  ask  whether  you 
will  object  to  designing  the  plate  afresh,  and  doing  so  at 
once,  in  order  that  as  few  impressions  as  possible  of  the 
present  one  may  go  forth  ?  I  feel  confident  you  know 
me  too  well  to  feel  hurt  by  this  inquiry,  and  with  equal 
confidence  in  you  I  have  lost  no  time  in  preferring  it." 
The  plate  in  question,  of  which  a  facsimile — from  a  fine 
impression  in  the  collection  of  Mr.  H.  W.  Bruton  of 
Gloucester — is  given  on  page  xxix,  was  cancelled,  and 
that  of  "  Rose  Maylie  and  Oliver  at  the  Grave  of  Agnes  " 
— not  in  most  respects  a  very  striking  improvement  on 
its  predecessor — was  substituted.  On  the  evidence  of 
this  letter  and  of  his  own  personal  and  intimate  knowl- 
edge of  the  circumstances  under  which  the  book  was 
invented  and  written,  Mr.  Foster  had  no  hesitation  in 
calling  a  spade  a  spade,  and  in  characterizing  the  Cruik- 
shank  claim  "  by  the  one  impolite  word  (of  three  letters) 
which  would  alone  have  been  applicable  to  it." 

Unfortunately  George  Cruikshank  subsequently  reas- 
serted his  claim  "to  defend  Dr.  R.  Shelton  Mackenzie, 
who  was  charged  by  Mr.  John  Forster  with  publishing  a 
falsehood,"  as  he  said,  unconscious,  apparently,  that  the 
charge  of  falsehood  was  made  against  himself,  and  not 
against  the  American  gentleman,  whose  only  fault  was 
that  he  had  repeated  what  he  had  been  told.  To  the 
crucial  question,  however,  why  he  had  allowed  thirty- 
two  years  to  pass — and  to  the  still  more  awkward  poser, 
why  he  had  waited  until  after  Charles  Dickens's  death — 
before  he  informed  the  world  that  he  was,  in  fact,  the 
author  of  Oliver  Twist,  the  distinguished  artist  was  alto- 
gether unable  to  furnish  any  sort  of  satisfactory  reply ; 
nor  did  it  even  seem  to  occur  to  him  that  the  fact  of  his 
having  allowed  the  first  preface  to  pass  unchallenged 
altogether  knocked  the  bottom  out  of  his  story  of  later 
years.  If  Cruikshank  had  had  even  a  modest  share  in 
the  invention  of  Oliver  Twist,  it  is  ridiculous  to  suppose 
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that  he  would  not  have  asserted  his  position  as  soon  as 
he  read  the  third  and  fourth  paragraphs  of  the  preface 
describing  the  motives  which  influenced  the  author  when, 
as  he  says,  he  bethought  himself  of  those  who  figure  in 
these  volumes. 

The  whole  of  this  disagreeable  story  is  dealt  with  at 
great  length  by  Mr.  Blanchard  Jerrold  in  his  excellent 
and  exhaustive  Life  of  George  Cruikshank,  and  tho 
results  of  his  independent  investigations  into  the  matter 
furnish  overwhelmingly  conclusive  evidence  of  the  ab- 
surdity, to  say  the  least  of  it,  of  the  artist's  pretensions. 
Oruikshank,  in  fact,  was  always  claiming  somebody  else's 
work  as  his  own.  At  one  time  it  was  a  drawing  of  hia 
brother  Robert's,  at  another  it  was  -a  book  (or,  rather, 
books)  of  Harrison  Ainsworth's,  at  another  it  was  the 
design  for  a  hat  worn  by  the  Russian  soldiers,  at  another 
it  was  a  little  poem  of  Lam  an  Blanchard's,  at  yet  another 
it  was  Oliver  Twist.  "This  controversy,"  Mr.  Jerrold 
says,  "  arose  from  Cruikshank's  habit  of  exaggeration  in 
all  things.  ...  In  his  eagerness  he  had  a  habit  of  over% 
estimating  the  effect  of  his  work,  as  well  as  his  share  of 
any  enterprise  in  which  he  had  a  part.  Thus  he  put 
down  hanging  for  minor  offences ;  he  suppressed  fairs, 
because  he  exposed  the  coarseness  and  vice  of  Bartholo- 
mew Fair ;  and  so  in  his  later  day  he  was  ready,  and 
with  thorough  conscientiousness,  to  attribute  nearly  all 
the  advance  of  the  temperance  cause  in  society  to  his 
'Bottle,'  'Drunkard's  Children,'  and 'Triumph  of  Bac- 
chus.' It  was  this  belief  in  himself  that  carried  him  for- 
ward, and  kept  him  alert  and  vigorous  in  the  cause  long 
after  he  had  completed  his  threescore  years  and  ten. 
But  it  led  him  into  injudicious  statements,  or  over-state- 
ments, of  which  those  in  regard  to  his  share  in  Oliver 
Ticist  were  certainly  the  most  unfortunate.  His  preten- 
sions that  he  supplied  not  only  subjects  for  his  own 
plates,  but  skeletons  of  chapters  to  Dickens  and  Ains- 
worth,  might  be  disposed  of  by  fifty  collateral  testimonies 
to  the  contrary."  And  Mr.  Jerrold  further  prints  a  very 
pertinent  quotation  from  a  letter  to  Air.  Forster,  dated 
January,  1838,  in  which  Charles  Dickens  says,  "I  have 
not  done  the  '  Young  Gentleman,'  nor  written  the  preface 
to  '  Grimaldi,'  nor  thought  of  '  Oliver  Twist,'  or  even  sup- 
plied a  subject  for  the  plate." 
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Mr.  Jerrold's  comment  on  the  "  Sketches  by  Boz  "  is 
also  much  to  the  point  in  this  connection.  "The  first 
paper,"  he  says  "  is  on  Our  Parish.  In  this  lies  the  germ 
of  Oliver  Twist.  Simmons  is  the  father  of  Bumble.  But 
scattered  through  the  sketches  may  be  found  all  the  ex- 
perience of  which  Oliver  Twist  was  the  riper  and  more 
artistic  and  dramatic  expression.  The  career  of  the 
Parish  Boy  was  exactly  the  romance  the  author  of  these 
wonderful  pictures  of  London  would  write.  Had  Cruik- 
shank  suggested  these  and  led  the  young  author  from 
scene  to  scene,  we  might  have  understood  part  of  his 
claim  to  the  conception  of  the  romance;  but  he  was 
called  in  by  the  publisher,  Macrone,  to  illustrate  the  mag- 
azine papers  which  he  had  bought  for  republication  from 
the  young  author  for  a  trifle." 

Harrison  Ainsworth,  in  an  explanation  addressed  to 
Mr.  Jerrold,  said  that  he  believed  Cruikshank  to  be  labor- 
ing under  a  delusion,  and  to  be  in  his  dotage ;  Mr.  Blanch- 
ard  Jerrold  himself  humanely  talks  of  exaggeration  ;  Mr. 
Forster  bluntly  described  the  charge  as  an  impolite  word 
of  three  letters — in  plain  English,  a  lie.  The  reader  may 
safely  be  left  to  his  choice  between  these  three  views  of 
the  case. 

A  melancholy  interest,  I  may  point  out  in  conclusion, 
attaches  to  the  connection  of  Oliver  Twist  with  the  last 
few  months  of  his  author's  life.  In  the  late  autumn  of 
18G8  Charles  Dickens  added  the  "  Murder  of  Nancy  "  to 
his  list  of  public  Readings,  and,  during  the  following 
winter  and  spring,  gave  it  on  many  platforms.  That  the 
breakdown  which  followed  in  April  can  be  traced  directly 
to  any  one  cause  it  would  perhaps  be  too  much  to  say,  but 
it  is  certain  that  the  tremendous  exertion  and  the  sub- 
sequent prostration  which  this  grim  and  extraordinary 
dramatic  performance  involved,  did  much  to  bring  about 
the  threatening  of  paralysis  which  then  stopped  the 
Readings,  if  it  did  not  actually  hasten  the  premature  end 
which  came  in  the  following  year.  Thus  from  first  to 
last  Oliver  Twist  was  associated  with  overwork  and  ex- 
cessive strain. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


TREATS    OF    THE    PLACE    WHERE     OLIVER    TWIST  WAS    BORN  J 
AND  OP  THE  CIRCUMSTANCES  ATTENDING  HIS  BIRTH. 

Among  other  public  buildings  in  a  certain  town,  which 
for  many  reasons  it  will  be  prudent  to  refrain  from  men- 
tioning, and  to  which  I  will  assign  no  fictitious  name, 
there  is  one  anciently  common  to  most  towns,  great  or 
small :  to  wit,  a  workhouse ;  and  in  this  workhouse  was 
born :  on  a  day  and  date  which  I  need  not  trouble  myself 
to  repeat,  inasmuch  as  it  can  be  of  no  possible  conse- 
quence to  the  reader,  in  this  stage  of  the  business  at  all 
events :  the  item  of  mortality  whose  name  is  prefixed  to 
the  head  of  this  chapter. 

For  a  long  time  after  it  was  ushered  into  this  world  of 
sorrow  and  trouble,  by  the  parish  surgeon,  it  remained  a 
matter  of  considerable  doubt  whether  the  child  would 
survive  to  bear  any  name  at  all;  in  which  case  it  is 
somewhat  more  than  probable  that  these  memoirs  would 
never  have  appeared ;  or,  if  they  had,  that  being  com- 
prised within  a  couple  of  pages,  they  would  have  pos- 
sessed the  inestimable  merit  of  being  the  most  concise 
and  faithful  specimen  of  biography,  extant  in  the  liter- 
ature of  any  age  or  country. 

Although  I  am  not  disposed  to  maintain  that  the  being 
born  in  a  workhouse,  is  in  itself  the  most  fortunate  and 
enviable  circumstance  that  can  possibly  befall  a  human 
being,  I  do  mean  to  say  that  in  this  particular  instance, 
it  was  the  best  thing  for  Oliver  Twist  that  could  by  pos- 
sibility have  occurred.  The  fact  is,  that  there  was  con- 
siderable difficulty  in  inducing  Oliver  to  take  upon  him- 
self the  office  of  respiration, — a  troublesome  practice,  but 
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one  which  custom  has  rendered  necessary  to  our  easy 
existence;  and  for  some  time  he  lay  gasping  on  a  little 
flock  mattress,  rather  unequally  poised  between  this 
world  and  the  next :  the  balance  being  decidedly  in  favor 
of  the  latter.  Now,  if,  during  this  brief  period,  Oliver 
had  been  surrounded  by  careful  grandmothers,  anxious 
aunts,  experienced  nurses,  and  doctors  of  profound  wis- 
dom, he  would  most  inevitably  and  indubitably  have  been 
killed  in  no  time.  There  being  nobody  by,  however,  but 
a  pauper  old  woman,  who  was  rendered  rather  misty  by 
an  unwonted  allowance  of  beer;  and  a  parish  surgeon 
who  did  such  matters  by  contract ;  Oliver  and  Nature 
fought  out  the  point  between  them.  The  result  was, 
that,  after  a  few  struggles,  Oliver  breathed,  sneezed,  and 
proceeded  to  advertise  to  the  inmates  of  the  work- 
house the  fact  of  a  new  burden  having  been  imposed  upon 
the  parish,  by  setting  up  as  loud  a  cry  as  could  reason- 
ably have  been  expected  from  a  male  infant  who  had  not 
been  possessed  of  that  very  useful  appendage,  a  voice,  for 
a  much  longer  space  of  time  than  three  minutes  and  a 
quarter. 

As  Oliver  gave  this  first  proof  of  the  free  and  proper 
action  of  his  lungs,  the  patchwork  coverlet  which  was 
carelessly  flung  over  the  iron  bedstead,  rustled ;  the  pale 
face  of  a  young  woman  was  raised  feebly  from  the  pillow 
and  a  faint  voice  imperfectly  articulated  the  words,  "  Let 
me  see  the  child,  and  die." 

The  surgeon  had  been  sitting  with  his  face  turned 
towards  the  fire :  giving  the  palms  of  his  hands  a  warm 
and  a  rub  alternately.  As  the  young  woman  spoke,  he 
rose,  and  advancing  to  the  bed's  head,  said,  with  more 
kindness  than  might  have  been  expected  of  him : 

"  Oh,  you  must  not  talk  about  dying  yet." 

"  Lor  bless  her  dear  heart,  no !  "  interposed  the  nurse, 
hastily  depositing  in  her  pocket  a  green  glass  bottle,  the 
contents  of  which  she  had  been  tasting  in  a  corner  with 
evident  satisfaction.  "  Lor  bless  her  dear  heart,  when 
she  has  lived  as  long  as  I  have,  Sir,  and  had  thirteen 
children  of  her  own,  and  all  on  'em  dead  except  two,  and 
them  in  the  wurkus  with  me,  she'll  know  better  than  to 
take  on  in  that  way,  bless  her  dear  heart !  Think  what 
it  is  to  be  a  mother,  there's  a  dear  young  lamb,  do." 

Apparently  this  consolatory  perspective  of  a  mother's 
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prospects  failed  in  producing  its  due  effect.  The  patient 
shook  her  head,  and  stretched  out  her  hand  towards  the 
child. 

The  surgeon  deposited  it  in  her  arms.  She  imprinted 
her  cold  white  lips  passionately  on  its  forehead ;  passed 
her  hands  over  her  face  ;  gazed  wildly  round ;  shuddered ; 
fell  back — and  died.  They  chafed  her  breast,  hands,  and 
temples ;  but  the  blood  had  stopped  for  ever.  They 
talked  of  hope  and  comfort.  They  had  been  strangers 
too  long. 

"  It's  all  over,  Mrs.  Thingummy !  "  said  the  surgeon  at 
last. 

"  Ah,  poor  dear,  so  it  is !  "  said  the  nurse,  picking  up 
the  cork  of  the  green  bottle  which  had  fallen  out  on  the 
pillow  as  she  stooped  to  take  up  the  child.    "  Poor  dear ! " 

"  You  needn't  mind  sending  up  to  me,  if  the  child  cries, 
nurse,"  said  the  surgeon,  putting  on  his  gloves  with  great 
deliberation.  "  It's  very  likely  it  will  be  troublesome. 
Give  it  a  little  gruel  if  it  is."  He  put  on  his  hat,  and, 
pausing  by  the  bed-side  on  his  way  to  the  door,  added 
"  She  was  a  good-looking  girl,  too ;  where  did  she  come 
from?" 

"  She  was  brought  here  last  night,"  replied  the  old 
woman,  "  by  the  overseer's  order.  She  was  found  lying 
in  the  street.  She  had  walked  some  distance,  for  her 
shoes  were  worn  to  pieces  ;  but  where  she  came  from,  or 
where  she  was  going  to  nobody  knows." 

The  surgeon  leaned  over  the  body,  and  raised  the  left 
hand.  "  The  old  story,"  he  said,  shaking  his  head :  "  no 
wedding-ring,  I  see.     Ah !     Good-night !  " 

The  medical  gentleman  walked  away  to  dinner :  and 
the  nurse,  having  once  more  applied  herself  to  the  green 
bottle,  sat  down  on  a  low  chair  before  the  fire,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  dress  the  infant. 

What  an  excellent  example  of  the  power  of  dress,  young 
Oliver  Twist  was  !  Wrapped  in  the  blanket  which  had 
hitherto  formed  his  only  covering,  he  might  have  been  the 
child  of  a  nobleman  or  a  beggar;  it  would  have  been  hard 
for  the  haughtiest  stranger  to  have  assigned  him  his 
proper  station  in  society.  But  now  that  he  was  enveloped 
in  the  old  calico  robes  which  had  grown  yellow  in  the 
same  service,  he  was  badged  and  ticketed,  and  fell  into 
his  place  at  once— a  parish  child — the  orphan  of  a  work- 
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house — the  humble,  half-starved  drudge — to  be  cuffed  and 
buffeted  through  the  world — despised  by  all,  and  pitied 
by  none. 

Oliver  cried  lustily.  If  he  coulfl  have  known  that  he 
was  an  orphan,  left  to  the  tender  mercies  of  churchwardens 
and  overseers,  perhaps  he  would  have  cried  the  louder. 


CHAPTER  II. 

TREATS  OF  OLIVER  TWIST's  GROWTH,  EDUCATION,  AND  BOARD. 

For  the  next  eight  or  ten  months,  Oliver  was  a  victim 
of  a  systematic  course  of  treachery  and  deception.  He 
was  brought  up  by  hand.  The  hungry  and  destitute 
situation  of  the  infant  orphan  was  duly  reported  by  the 
workhouse  authorities  to  the  parish  authorities.  The 
parish  authorities  inquired  with  dignity  of  the  workhouse 
authorities,  whether  there  was  no  female  then  domiciled 
in  "  the  house  "  who  was  in  a  situation  to  impart  to  Oliver 
Twist,  the  consolation  and  nourishment  of  which  he  stood 
in  need.  The  "workhouse  authorities  replied  with  hu- 
mility, that  there  was  not.  Upon  this,  the  parish  autho- 
rities magnanimously  and  humanely  resolved,  that  Oliver 
should  be  "  farmed,"  or,  in  other  words,  that  he  should  be 
despatched  to  a  branch- workhouse  some  three  miles  off, 
where  twenty  or  thirty  other  juvenile  offenders  against 
the  poor-laws,  rolled  about  the  floor  all  day,  without  the 
inconvenience  of  too  much  food  or  too  much  clothing, 
under  the  parental  superintendence  of  an  elderly  female, 
who  received  the  culprits  at  and  for  the  consideration  of 
sevenpence-halfpenny  per  small  head  per  week.  Seven- 
pence-halfpenny's  worth  per  week  is  a  good  round  diet 
for  a  child ;  a  great  deal  may  be  got  for  sevenpence-half- 
penny :  quite  enough  to  overload  its  stomach,  and  make 
it  uncomfortable.  The  elderly  female  was  a  woman  of 
wisdom  and  experience ;  she  knew  what  was  good  for 
children  ;  and  she  had  a  very  accurate  perception  of  what 
was  good  for  herself.  So7~slie  -appropriated  the  greater 
part  of  the  weekly  stipend  to  her  own  use,  and  consigned 
the  rising  parochial  generation  to  even  a  shorterlilTow- 
ance  than  was  originally  provided  for  them.    Thereby 
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finding  in  the  lowest  depth  a  deeper  still ;  and  proving 
herself  a  very  great  experimental  philosopher. 

Everybody  knows  the  story  of  another  experimental 
philosopher,  who  had  a  great  theory  about  a  horse  being 
able  to  live  without  eating,  and  who  demonstrated  it  so 
well,  that  he  got  his  own  horse  down  to  a  straw  a  day,  and 
would  most  unquestionably  have  rendered  him  a  very 
spirited  and  rampacious  animal  on  nothing  at  all,  if  he 
had  not  died,  just  four-and-twenty  hours  before  he  was  to 
have  had  his  first  comfortable  bait  of  air.  Unfortunately 
for  the  experimental  philosophy  of  the  female  to  whose 
protecting  care  Oliver  Twist  was  delivered  over,  a  similar 
result  usually  attended  the  operation  of  her  system  ;  for 
at  that  very  moment  when  a  child  had  contrived  to  exist 
upon  the  smallest  possible  portion  of  the  weakest  possible 
food,  it  did  perversely  happen  in  eight  and  a  half  cases 
out  of  ten,  either  that  it  sickened  from  want  and  cold,  or 
fell  into  the  fire  from  neglect,  or  got  half-smothered  by 
accident ;  in  any  one  of  which  cases,  the  miserable  little 
being  was  usually  summoned  into  another  world,  and 
there  gathered  to  the  fathers  whom  it  had  never  known 
in  this. 

Occasionally,  when  there  was  some  more  than  usually 
interesting  inquest  upon  a  parish  child  who  had  been 
overlooked  in  turning  up  a  bedstead,  or  inadvertently 
scalded  to  death  when  there  happened  to  be  a  washing ; 
though  the  latter  accident  was  very  scarce — anything  ap- 
proaching to  a  washing  being  of  rare  occurrence  in  the 
farm — the  jury  would  take  it  into  their  heads  to  ask 
troublesome  questions,  or  the  parishioners  would  rebelli- 
ously  affix  their  signatures  to  a  remonstrance.  But  these 
impertinences  were  speedily  checked  by  the  evidence  of 
the  surgeon,  and  the  testimony  of  the  beadle ;  the  former' 
of  whom  had  always  opened  the  body  and  found  nothing 
inside  (which  was  very  probable  indeed),  and  the  latter  of 
whom  invariably  swore  whatever  the  parish  wanted ; 
which  was  very  self-devotional.  Besides,  the  board  made 
periodical  pilgrimages  to  the  farm,  and  always  sent  the 
beadle  the  day  before,  to  say  they  were  going.  The 
children  were  neat  and  clean  to  behold,  when  they  went ; 
and  what  more  would  the  people  have ! 

It  cannot  be  expected  that  this  system  of  farming 
would  produce  any  very  extraordinary  or  luxuriant  crop. 
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Oliver  Twist's  ninth  birthday  found  him  a  pale  thin 
child,  somewhat  diminutive  in  stature,  and  decidedly  small 
in  circumference.  But  nature  or  inheritance  had  im- 
planted a  good  sturdy  spirit  in  Oliver's  breast.  It  had 
had  plenty  of  room  to  expand,  thanks  to  the  spare  diet  of 
the  establishment ;  and  perhaps  to  this  circumstance  may 
be  attributed  his  having  any  ninth  birthday  at  all.  Be 
this  as  it  may,  however,  it  was  his  ninth  birthday ;  and 
he  was  keeping  it  in  the  coal-cellar  with  a  select  party  of 
two  other  young  gentlemen,  who,  after  participating 
with  him  in  a  sound  thrashing,  had  been  locked  up  therein 
for  atrociously  presuming  to  be  hungry,  when  Mrs.  Mann, 
the  good  lady  of  the  house,  was  unexpectedly  startled 
by  the  apparition  of  Mr.  Bumble,  the  beadle,  striving  to 
undo  the  wicket  of  the  garden-gate. 

"  Goodness  gracious !  Is  that  you,  Mr.  Bumble,  Sir?" 
said  Mrs.  Mann,  thrusting  her  head  out  of  the  window 
in  well-affected  ecstasies  of  joy.  "(Susan,  take  Oliver 
and  them  two  brats  upstairs,  and  wash  'em  directly.) — 
My  heart  alive !  Mr.  Bumble,  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you, 
sure-ly ! " 

Now,  Mr.  Bumble  was  a  fat  man,  and  a  choleric;  so, 
instead  of  responding  to  this  open-hearted  salutation  in  a 
kindred  spirit,  he  gave  the  little  wicket  a  tremendous 
shake,  and  then  bestowed  upon  it  a  kick  which  could  have 
emanated  from  no  leg  but  a  beadle's. 

"  Lor,  only  think,"  said  Mrs.  Mann,  running  out, — for 
the  three  boys  had  been  removed  by  this  time, — "only 
think  of  that!  That  I  should  have  forgotten  that  the 
gate  was  bolted  on  the  inside,  on  account  of  them  dear 
children  !  Walk  in,  Sir ;  walk  in,  pray,  Mr.  Bumble,  do, 
Sir." 

Although  this  invitation  was  accompanied  with  a  curt- 
sey that  might  have  softened  the  heart  of  a  church- 
warden, it  by  no  means  mollified  the  beadle. 

"  Do  you  think  this  respectful  or  proper  conduct,  Mrs. 
Mann,"  inquired  Mr.  Bumble,  grasping  his  cane,  "  to 
keep  the  parish  officers  a  waiting  at  your  garden-gate, 
when  they  come  here  upon  porochial  business  connected 
with  the  porochial  orphans  ?  Are  you  aweer,  Mrs.  Mann, 
that  you  are,  as  I  may  say,  a  porochial  delegate,  and  a 
stipendiary  ?  " 

"  I'm  sure,  Mr.  Bumble,  that  I  was  only  a  telling  one 
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or  two  of  the  dear  children  as  is  so  fond  of  you,  that  it 
was  you  a  coming,"  replied  Mrs.  Mann  with  great 
humility. 

Mr.  Bumble  had  a  great  idea  of  his  oratorical  powers 
and  his  importance.  He  had  displayed  the  one,  and  vin- 
dicated the  other.     lie  relaxed. 

"  Well,  well,  Mrs.  Mann,"  he  replied  in  a  calmer  tone; 
"it  may  be  as  you  say;  it  may  be.  Lead  the  way  in, 
Mrs.  Mann,  for  I  come  on  business,  and  hare  something 
to  say." 

Mrs.  Mann  ushered  the  beadle  into  a  small  parlor 
with  a  brick  floor ;  placed  a  seat  for  him  ;  and  officiously 
deposited  his  cocked  hat  and  cane  on  the  table  before 
him.  Mr.  Bumble  wiped  from  his  forehead  the  perspira- 
tion which  his  walk  had  engendered,  glanced  compla- 
cently at  the  cocked  hat,  and  smiled.  Yes,  he  smiled. 
Beadles  are  but  men :  and  Mr.  Bumble  smiled. 

"Now  don't  you  be  offended  at  what  I'm  going  to 
say,"  observed  Mrs.  Mann,  with  captivating  sweetness. 
"  You've  had  a  long  walk,  you  know,  or  I  wouldn't  mention 
it.  Now,  will  you  take  a  little  drop  of  something,  Mr. 
Bumble?" 

"Not  a  drop.  Not  a  drop,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  waving 
his  right  hand  in  a  dignified,  but  placid  manner. 

"  I  think  you  will,"  said  Mrs.  Mann,  who  had  noticed 
the  tone  of  the  refusal,  and  the  gesture  that  had  accom- 
panied it.  "  Just  a  leetle  drop,  with  a  little  cold  water, 
and  a  lump  of  sugar." 

Mr.  Bumble  coughed. 

"  Now,  just  a  leetle  drop,"  said  Mrs.  Mann  persuasively. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  inquired  the  beadle. 

"  Why,  it's  what  I'm  obliged  to  keep  a  little  of  in  the 
house,  to  put  into  the  blessed  infants'  Daffy,  when  they 
ain't  well,  Mr.  Bumble,"  replied  Mrs.  Mann  as  she 
opened  a  corner  cupboard,  and  took  down  a  bottle  and 
glass.     "  It's  gin.     I'll  not  deceive  you,  Mr.  B.     It's  gin." 

"  Do  you  give  the  children  Daffy,  Mrs.  Mann  ?  "  in- 
quired Bumble,  following  with  his  eyes  the  interesting 
process  of  mixing. 

"  Ah,  bless  'em,  that  I  do,  dear  as  it  is,"  replied  the 
nurse.  "I  couldn't  see  'in  suffer  before  my  very  eyes, 
you  know,  Sir." 

"No,"  said  Mr.  Bumble  approvingly;  "no,  you  could 
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not.  You  are  a  humane  woman,  Mrs.  Mann."  (Here  she 
set  down  the  glass.)  "I  shall  lake  a  early  opportunity 
of  mentioning  it  to  the  board,  Mrs.  Mann."  (He  drew  it 
towards  him.)  "You  feel  as  a  mother,  Mrs.  Mann."  (He 
stirred  the  gin-and-water.)  "  I — I  drink  your  health 
with  cheerfulness,  Mrs.  Mann ;  "  and  he  swallowed  half 
of  it. 

"And  now  about  business,"  said  the  beadle,  taking  out 
a  leathern  pocket-book.  "The  child  that  was  half-bap- 
tized Oliver  Twist,  is  nine  year  old  to-day." 

"Bless  him!"  interposed  Mrs.  Mann,  inflaming  her  left 
eye  with  the  corner  of  her  apron. 

"  And  notwithstanding  a  offered  reward  of  ten  pound, 
which  was  afterwards  increased  to  twenty  pound.  Not- 
withstanding the  most  superlative,  and,  I  may  say,  su- 
pernat'ral  exertions  on  the  part  of  this  parish,"  said 
Bumble,  "  we  have  never  been  able  to  discover  who  is  his 
father,  or  what  was  his  mother's  settlement,  name,  or 
con — dition." 

Mrs.  Mann  raised  her  hands  in  astonishment ;  but 
added,  after  a  moment's  reflection,  "  How  comes  he  to 
have  any  name  at  all,  then  ?  " 

The  beadle  drew  himself  up  with  great  pride,  and  said, 
"  I  inwented  it." 

"  You,  Mr.  Bumble  !  " 

"  I,  Mrs.  Mann.  We  name  our  fondlins  in  alphabetical 
order.  The  last  was  a  S,— Swubble,  I  named  him.  This 
was  a  T, — Twist,  I  named  him.  The  next  one  as  comes 
will  be  TTnwin,  and  the  next  Vilkins.  I  have  got  names 
ready  made  to  the  end  of  the  alphabet,  and  all  the  way 
through  it  again,  when  we  come  to  Z." 

"Why,  you're  quite  a  literary  character,  Sir!"  said 
Mrs.  Mann. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  beadle,  evidently  gratified  with 
the  compliment  ;  "  perhaps  I  may  be.  Perhaps  I  may 
be,  Mrs  Mann."  He  finished  the  gin-and-water,  and 
added,  "Oliver  being  now  too  old  to  remain  here,  the 
board  have  determined  to  have  him  back  into  the  house. 
I  have  come  out  myself  to  take  him  there.  So  let  me 
see  him  at  once." 

"  I'll  fetch  him  directly,"  said  Mrs.  Mann,  leaving  the 
room  for  that  purpose.  Oliver,  having  had  by  this  time 
as  much  of  the  outer  coat  of  dirt  which  encrusted  his 
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face  and  hands,  removed,  as  could  be  scrubbed  oft  in  one 
washing,  was  led  into  the  room  by  his  benevolent  pro- 
tectress. 

"  Make  a  bow  to  the  gentleman,  Oliver,"  said  Mrs. 
Mann. 

Oliver  made  a  bow,  which  was  divided  between  the 
beadle  on  the  chair,  and  the  cocked  hat  on  the  table. 

"Will  you  go  along  with  me,  Oliver?"  said  Mr.  Bumble 
in  a  majestic  voice. 

Oliver  was  about  to  say  that  he  would  go  along  with 
anybody  with  great  readiness,  when,  glancing  upwards, 
he  caught  sight  of  Mrs.  Mann,  who  had  got  behind  the 
beadle's  chair,  and  was  shaking  her  fist  at  him  with  a 
furious  countenance.  He  took  the  hint  at  once,  for  the 
fist  had  been  too  often  impressed  upon  his  body  not  to  be 
deeply  impressed  upon  his  recollection. 

"  Will  she  go  with  me  ?  "  inquired  poor  Oliver. 

"  No,  she  can't,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble.  "  But  she'll  come 
and  see  you  sometimes." 

This  was  no  very  great  consolation  to  the  child.  Young 
as  he  wras,  however,  he  had  sense  enough  to  make  a  feint 
of  feeling  great  regret  at  going  away.  It  was  no  very 
difficult  matter  for  the  boy  to  call  the  tears  into  his  eyes. 
Hunger  and  recent  ill-usage  are  great  assistants  if  you 
want  to  cry;  and  Oliver  cried  very  naturally  indeed. 
Mrs.  Mann  gave  him  a  thousand  embraces,  and,  what 
Oliver  wanted  a  great  deal  more,  a  piece  of  bread  and 
butter,  lest  he  should  seem  too  hungry  when  he  got  to 
the  workhouse.  With  the  slice  of  bread  in  his  hand,  and 
the  little  brown-cloth  parish  cap  on  his  head,  Oliver  was 
then  led  away  by  Mr.  Bumble  from  the  wretched  home 
where  one  kind  word  or  looR  had  never  lighted  the  gloom 
of  his  infant  years.  And  yet  he  burst  into  an  agony 
of  childish  grief,  as  the  cottage-gate  closed  after  him. 
Wretched  as  were  the  little  companions  in  misery  he 
was  leaving  behind,  they  were  the  only  friends  he  had 
ever  known ;  and  a  sense  of  his  loneliness  in  the  great 
wide  world,  sank  into  the  child's  heart  for  the  first  time. 

Mr.  Bumble  walked  on  with  long  strides ;  little  Oliver, 
firmly  grasping  his  gold-laced  cuff,  trotted  beside  him, 
inquiring  at  the  end  of  every  quarter  of  a  mile  whether 
they  were  "  nearly  there."  To  these  interrogations,  Mr. 
Bumble  returned  very  brief  and  snappish  replies ;  for  the 
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temporary  blandness  which  gin-and-water  awakens  in 
some  bosoms  had  by  this  time  evaporated :  and  he  was 
once  again  a  beadle. 

Oliver  had  not  been  within  the  walls  of  the  workhouse 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  ;  and  had  scarcely  completed  the 
demolition  of  a  second  slice  of  bread,  when  Mr.  Bumble, 
who  had  handed  him  over  to  the  care  of  an  old  woman, 
returned ;  and,  telling  him  it  was  a  board  night,  informed 
him  that  the  board  had  said  he  was  to  appear  before  it 
forthwith. 

Not  having  a  very  clearly  defined  notion  of  what  a  live 
board  was,  Oliver  was  rather  astounded  by  this  intelli- 
gence, and  was  not  quite  certain  whether  he  ought  to 
laugh  or  cry.  He  had  no  time  to  think  about  the  matter, 
however ;  for  Mr.  Bumble  gave  him  a  tap  on  the  head, 
with  his  cane,  to  wake  him  up:  and  another  on  the 
back  to  make  him  lively :  and  bidding  him  follow,  con- 
ducted him  into  a  large  whitewashed  room,  where  eight 
or  ten  fat  gentlemen  were  sitting  round  a  table.  At  the 
top  of  the  table,  seated  in  an  arm-chair  rather  higher  than 
the  rest,  was  a  particularly  fat  gentleman  with  a  very 
round,  red  face. 

"Bow  to  the  board,"  said  Bumble.  Oliver  brushed 
away  two  or  three  tears  that  were  lingering  in  his  eyes ; 
and  seeing  no  board  but  the  table,  fortunately  bowed  to 
that. 

"  What's  your  name,  boy  ?  "  said  the  gentleman  in  the 
high  chair. 

Oliver  was  frightened  at  the  sight  of  so  many  gentle- 
men, which  made  him  tremble ;  and  the  beadle  gave  him 
another  tap  behind,  which  made  him  cry ;  and  these  two 
causes  made  him  answer  in  a  very  low  and  hesitating 
voice  ;  whereupon  a  gentleman  in  a  white  waistcoat  said 
he  was  a  fool.  Which  was  a  capital  way  of  raising  his 
spirits,  and  putting  him  quite  at  his  ease. 

"  Boy,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the  high  chair,  "  listen  to 
me.     You  know  you're  an  orphan,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  What's  that,  Sir ! "  inquired  poor  Oliver  ? 

"The  boy  is  a  fool — I  thought  he  was,"  said  the  gentle- 
man in  the  white  waistcoat. 

"  Hush ! "  said  the  gentleman  who  had  spoken  first. 
."  You  know  you've  got  no  father  or  mother,  and  that  you 
were  brought  up  by  the  parish,  don't  you?" 
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"  Yes,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver,  weeping  bitterly. 

"  What  are  you  crying  for  ?  "  inquired  the  gentleman 
in  the  white  waistcoat.  And  to  be  sure  it  was  very  ex- 
traordinary. 

What  could  the  boy  be  crying  for  ? 

"  I  hope  you  say  your  prayers  every  night,"  said  an- 
other gentleman  in  a  gruff  voice;  "and  pray  for  the 
people  who  feed  you,  and  take  care  of  you — like  a  Chris- 
tian." 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  stammered  the  boy.  The  gentleman  who 
spoke  last  was  unconsciously  right.  It  would  have  been 
very  like  a  Christian,  and  a  marvellously  good  Christian, 
too,  if  Oliver  had  prayed  for  the  people  who  fed  and  took 
care  of  him.  But  he  hadn't,  because  nobody  had  taught 
him. 

"  Well !  You  have  come  here  to  be  educated,  and 
taught  a  useful  trade,"  said  the  red-faced  gentleman  in 
the  high  chair. 

"  So  you'll  begin  to  pick  oakum  to-morrow  morning  at 
six  o'clock,"  added  the  surly  one  in  the  white  waist- 
coat. 

For  the  combination  of  both  these  blessings  in  the  one 
simple  process  of  picking  oakum,  Oliver  bowed  low  by 
the  direction  of  the  beadle,  and  was  then  hurried  away  to 
a  large  ward :  where,  on  a  rough  hard  bed,  he  sobbed 
himself  to  sleep.  What  a  noble  illustration  of  the  tender 
laws  of  England  !     They  let  the  paupers  go  to  sleep ! 

Poor  Oliver  !  He  little  thought,  as  he  lay  sleeping  in 
happy  unconsciousness  of  all  around  him,  that  the  board 
had  that  very  day  arrived  at  a  decision  which  would  ex- 
ercise the  most  material  influence  over  all  his  future 
fortunes.     But  they  had.     And  this  was  it : — 

The  members  of  this  board  were  very  sage,  deep,  philo- 
sophical men ;  and  when  they  came  to  turn  their  attention 
to  the  workhouse,  they  found  out  at  once,  what  ordinary 
folks  would  never  have  discovered — the  poor  people 
like  it !  It  was  a  regular  place  of  public  entertainment 
for  the  poorer  classes ;  a  tavern  where  there  was  nothing 
to  pay ;  a  public  breakfast,  dinner,  tea,  and  supper  all  the 
year  round ;  a  brick  and  mortar  elysium,  where  it  was 
all  play  and  no  work.  "  Oho  !  "  said  the  board,  looking 
very  knowing;  "  we  are  the  fellows  to  set  this  to  rights  ; 
we'll  stop  it  all,  in  no  time."     So,  they  established  the 
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rule,  that  all  poor  people  should  have  the  alternative  (for 
they  would  compel  nobody,  not  they),  of  being  starved 
by  a  gradual  process  in  the  house,  or  by  a  quick  one  out 
of  it.  With  this  view,  they  contracted  with  the  water- 
works to  lay  on  an  unlimited  supply  of  water;  and  with 
a  corn-factor  to  supply  periodically  small  quantities  of 
oatmeal ;  and  issued  three  meals  of  thin  gruel  a  day, 
with  an  onion  twice  a  week,  and  half  a  roll  on  Sundays. 

They  made  a  great  many  otherwise  and  humane  regula- 
tions, having  reference  to  the  ladies,  which  it  is  not 
necessary  to  repeat ;  kindly  undertook  to  divorce  poor 
married  people,  in  consequence  of  the  great  expense  of 
a  suit  in  Doctors'  Commons ;  and,  instead  of  compelling 
a  man  to  support  his  family,  as  they  had  theretofore  done, 
took  his  family  away  from  him,  and  made  him  a  bachelor ! 
There  is  no  saying  how  many  applicants  for  relief  under 
these  last  two  heads,  might  have  started  up  in  all  classes 
of  society,  if  it  had  not  been  coupled  with  the  workhouse ; 
but  the  board  were  long-headed  men,  and  had  provided 
for  this  difficulty.  The  relief  was  inseparable  from  the 
workhouse  and  the  gruel ;  and  that  frightened  people. 

For  the  first  six  months  after  Oliver  Twist  was  re- 
moved, the  system  was  in  full  operation.  It  was  rather 
expensive  at  first,  in  consequence  of  the  increase  in  the 
undertaker's  bill,  and  the  necessity  of  taking  in  the 
clothes  of  all  the  paupers,  which  fluttered  loosely  on 
their  wasted,  shrunken  forms,  after  a  week  or  two's  gruel. 
But  the  number  of  workhouse  inmates  got  thin  as  well 
as  the  paupers  ;  and  the  board  were  in  ecstasies. 

The  room  in  which  the  boys  were  fed,  was  a  large 
stone  hall,  with  a  copper  at  one  end:  out  of  which  the 
master,  dressed  in  an  apron  for  the  purpose,  and  assisted 
by  one  or  two  women,  ladled  the  gruel  at  meal-times. 
Of  this  festive  composition  each  boy  had  one  porringer, 
and  no  more — except  on  occasions  of  great  public  rejoic- 
ing, when  he  had  two  ounces  and  a  quarter  of  bread 
besides.  The  bowls  never  wanted  washing.  The  boys 
polished  them  with  their  spoons  till  they  shone  again ; 
and  when  they  had  performed  this  operation  (which  never 
took  very  long,  the  spoons  being  nearly  as  large  as  the 
bowls),  they  would  sit  staring  at  the  copper,  with  such 
eager  eyes,  as  if  they  could  have  devoured  the  very  bricks 
of  which  it  was  composed  ;  employing  themselves,  mean- 
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while,  in  sucking  their  fingers  most  assiduously,  with 
the  view  of  catching  up  any  stray  splashes  of  gruel  that 
might  have  been  cast  thereon.  Boys  have  generally  ex- 
cellent appetites.  Oliver  Twist  and  his  companions  suf- 
fered the  tortures  of  slow  starvation  for  three  months  ; 
at  last  they  got  so  voracious  and  wild  with  hunger,  that 
one  boy,  who  was  tall  for  his  age,  and  hadn't  been  used 
to  that  sort  of  thing  (for  his  father  had  kept  a  small  cook- 
shop),  hinted  darkly  to  his  companions,  that  unless  he 
had  another  basin  of  gruel  per  diem,  he  was  afraid  he 
might  some  night  happen  to  eat  the  boy  who  slept  next 
him,  who  happened  to  be  a  weakly  youth  of  tender  age. 
He  had  a  wild,  hungry  eye ;  and  they  implicitly  believed 
him.  A  council  was  held;  lots  were  cast  who  should 
walk  up  to  the  master  after  supper  that  evening,  and 
ask  for  more  ;  and  it  fell  to  Oliver  Twist. 

The  evening  arrived  ;  the  boys  took  their  places.  The 
master,  in  his  cook's  uniform,  stationed  himself  at  the 
copper ;  his  pauper  assistants  ranged  themselves  behind 
him;  the  gruel  was  served  out;  and  a  long  grace  was 
said  over  the  short  commons.  The  gruel  disappeared ; 
the  boys  whispered  each  other,  and  winked  at  Oliver ; 
while  his  next  neighbors  nudged  him.  Child  as  he  was, 
he  was  desperate  with  hunger,  ami  reckless  with  misery. 
He  rose  from  the  table ;  and  advancing  to  the  master, 
basin  and  spoon  in  hand,  said :  somewhat  alarmed  at 
his  own  temerity : 

"  Please,  Sir,  I  want  some  more." 

The  master  was  a  fat,  healthy  man ;  but  he  turned 
very  pale.     He  gazed  in  stupefied  astonishment  on  the 
small  rebel  for  some  seconds,  and  then  clung  for  support  * 
to  the  copper.     The  assistants  were  paralyzed  with  won- 
der ;  the  boys  with  fear. 

"  What !  "  said  the  master  at  length,  in  a  faint  voice. 

"  Please,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver,  "  I  want  some  more." 

The  master  aimed  a  blow  at  Oliver's  head  with  the 
ladle  ;  pinioned  him  in  his  arms  ;  and  shrieked  aloud  for 
the  beadle. 

The  board  were  sitting  in  solemn  conclave,  when  Mr. 
Bumble  rushed  into  the  room  in  great  excitement,  and 
addressing  the  gentleman  in  the  high  chair,  said, 

"  Mr.  Limbkins,  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  !  Oliver  Twist 
has  asked  for  more !  " 
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There  was  a  general  start.  Horror  was  depicted  on 
every  countenance. 

"For  more/"  said  Mr.  Limbkins.  "Compose  your- 
self, Bumble,  and  answer  me  distinctly.  Do  I  understand 
that  he  asked  for  more,  after  he  had  eaten  the  supper 
allotted  by  the  dietary  ?" 

"  He  did,  Sir,"  replied  Bumble. 

"  That  boy  will  be  hung,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the 
white  waistcoat.     "  I  know  that  boy  will  be  hung." 

Nobody  controverted  the  prophetic  gentleman's  opinion. 
An  animated  discussion  took  place.  Oliver  was  ordered 
into  instant  confinement ;  and  a  bill  was  next  morning 
pasted  on  the  outside  of  the  gate,  offering  a  reward  of 
five  pounds  to  anybody  who  would  take  Oliver  Twist 
off  the  hands  of  the  parish.  In  other  words,  five  pounds 
and  Oliver  Twist  were  offered  to  any  man  or  woman 
who  wanted  an  apprentice  to  any  trade,  business,  or  call- 
ing. 

"  I  never  was  more  convinced  of  anything  in  my  life,"  said 
the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat,  as  he  knocked  at 
the  gate  and  read  the  bill  next  morning :  "  I  never  was 
more  convinced  of  anything  in  my  life,  than  I  am,  that 
that  boy  will  come  to  be  hung." 

As  I  purpose  to  show  in  the  sequel  whether  the  white 
waistcoated  gentleman  was  right  or  not,  I  should  per- 
haps mar  the  interest  of  this  narrative  (supposing  it  to 
possess  any  at  all),  if  I  ventured  to  hint,  just  yet,  whether 
the  life  of  Oliver  Twist  had  this  violent  termination  or 
no. 


CHAPTER  III. 

RELATES   HOW   OLIVER   TAVIST    WAS    VERT    NEAR    GETTING    A 
PLACE,  WHICH  WOULD  NOT  HAVE  BEEN  A  SINECURE. 

For  a  week  after  the  commission  of  the  impious  and 
profane  offence  of  asking  for  more,  Oliver  remained  a 
close  prisoner  in  the  dark  and  solitary  room  to  which  he 
had  been  consigned  by  the  wisdom  and  mercy  of  the 
board.  It  appears,  at  first  sight,  not  unreasonable  to 
suppose,  that,  if  he  had  entertained  a  becoming  feeling 
of  respect  for  the  prediction   of  the  gentleman    in    the 
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white  waistcoat,  he  would  have  established  that  sage 
individual's  prophetic  character,  once  and  for  ever,  by 
tying  one  end  of  his  pocket-handkerchief  to  a  hook  in 
the  wall,  and  attaching  himself  to  the  other.  To  the  per- 
formance of  this  feat,  however,  there  was  one  obstacle: 
namely,  that  pocket-handkerchiefs  being  decided  articles 
of  luxury,  had  been,  for  all  future  times  and  ages,  re- 
moved from  the  noses  of  paupers  by  the  express  order  of 
the  board,  in  council  assembled :  solemnly  given  and  pro- 
nounced under  their  hands  and  seals.  There  was  a  still 
greater  obstacle  in  Oliver's  youth  and  childishness.  He 
only  cried  bitterly  all  day ;  and  when  the  long,  dismal 
night  came  on,  spread  his  little  hands  before  his  eyes 
to  shut  out  the  darkness,  and  crouching  in  the  corner, 
tried  to  sleep :  ever  and  anon  waking  with  a  start  and 
tremble,  and  drawing  himself  closer  and  closer  to  the 
wall,  as  if  to  feel  even  its  cold  hard  surface  were  a  pro- 
tection in  the  gloom  and  loneliness  which  surrounded  him. 

Let  it  not  be  supposed  by  the  enemies  of  "  the  system," 
that,  during  the  period  of  his  solitary  incarceration,  Oliver 
was  denied  the  benefit  of  exercise,  the  pleasure  of  society, 
or  the  advantages  of  religious  consolation.  As  for  exer- 
cise :  it  was  nice  cold  weather,  and  he  was  allowed  to 
perform  his  ablutions  every  morning  under  the  pump,  in 
a  stone  yard,  in  the  presence  of  Mr.  Bumble,  who  pre- 
vented his  catching  cold,  and  caused  a  tingling  sensation 
to  pervade  his  frame,  by  repeated  applications  of  the 
cane.  As  for  society :  he  was  carried  every  other  day 
into  the  hall  where  the  boys  dined,  and  there  sociably 
flogged  as  a  public  warning  and  example.  And  so  far 
from  being  denied  the  advantages  of  religious  consola- 
tion, he  was  kicked  into  the  same  apartment  every  even- 
ing at  prayer-time,  and  there  permitted  to  listen  to,  and 
console  his  mind  with,  a  general  supplication  of  the 
boys :  containing  a  special  clause,  therein  inserted  by 
authority  of  the  board,  in  which  they  entreated  to  be  made 
good,  virtuous,  contented,  and  obedient,  and  to  be  guarded 
from  the  sins  and  vices  of  Oliver  Twist :  whom  the  sup- 
plication distinctly  set  forth  to  be  under  the  exclusive 
patronage  and  protection  of  the  powers  of  wickedness, 
and  an  article  direct  from  the  manufactory  of  the  very 
Devil  himself. 

It  chanced  one  morning,  while  Oliver's  affairs  were  in 
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this  auspicious  and  comfortable  state,  that  Mr.  Gamfleld, 
chimney-sweeper,  was  wending  his  way  a  down  the  High 
Street,  deeply  cogitating  in  his  mind  his  ways  and  means 
of  paying-  certain  arrears  of  rent,  for  which  his  landlord 
had  become  rather  pressing.  Mr.  Gamfleld's  most  san- 
guine estimate  of  his  finances  could  not  raise  them  within 
full  five  pounds  of  the  desired  amount;  and,  in  a  species 
of  arithmetical  desperation, he  was  alternately  cudgelling 
1 1 is  brains  and  his  donkey,  when,  passing  the  workhouse, 
iiis  eyes  encountered  the  bill  on  the  gate. 

"  Wo — o!  "  said  Mr.  Gamfield  to  the  donkey. 

The  donkey  was  in  a  state  of  profound  abstraction  : 
wondering,  probably,  whether  he  was  destined  to  be  re- 
galed with  a  cabbage-stalk  or  two,  when  he  had  disposed 
of  the  two  sacks  of  soot  with  which  the  little  cart  was 
laden  ;  so,  without  noticing  the  word  of  command,  he 
jogged  onward. 

Mr.  Gamfield  growled  a  fierce  imprecation  on  the 
donkey  generally,  but  more  particularly  on  his  eyes ;  and, 
running  after  him,  bestowed  a  blow  on  his  head,  which 
would  inevitably  have  beaten  in  any  skull  but  a  donkey's. 
Then,  catching  hold  of  the  bridle,  he  gave  his  jaw  a  sharp 
wrench,  by  way  of  gentle  reminder  that  he  was  not  his 
own  master  ;  and  by  these  means  turned  him  round.  He 
then  gave  him  another  blow  on  the  head,  just  to  stun  him 
till  he  came  back  again.  Having  completed  these  arrange- 
ments, he  walked  up  to  the  gate,  to  read  the  bill. 

The  gentleman  with  the  white  waistcoat  was  standing 
at  the  gate  with  his  hands  behind  him,  after  having  de- 
livered himself  of  some  profound  sentiments  in  the  board- 
room. Having  witnessed  the  little  dispute  between  Mr. 
Gamfield  and  the  donkey,  he  smiled  joyously  when  that 
person  came  up  to  read  the  bill,  for  he  saw  at  once  that 
Mr.  Gamfield  was  exactly  the  sort  of  master  Oliver 
Twist  wanted.  Mr.  Gamfield  smiled,  too,  as  he  perused 
the  document,  for  five  pounds  was  just  the  sum  he  had 
been  wishing  for  ;  and,  as  to  the  boy  with  which  it  was 
encumbered,  Mr.  Gamfield,  knowing  what  the  dietary  of 
the  workhouse  was,  well  knew  he  would  be  a  nice  small  pat- 
tern, just  the  very  thing  for  register  stoves.  So,  he  spelt 
the  bill  through  again,  from  beginning  to  end  ;  and  then, 
touching  his  fur  cap  in  token  of  humility,  accosted  the 
gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat. 
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"  This  here  boy,  Sir,  wot  the  parish  wants  to  'prentis," 
said  Mr.  Gamfield. 

"  Ay,  my  man,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waist- 
coat, with  a  condescending  smile.     "  What  of  him  ?  " 

"  If  the  parish  would  like  him  to  learn  a  light  pleasant 
trade,  in  a  good  'spectable  chimney-sweepin'  bisness," 
said  Mr.  Gamfield,  "  I  wants  a  'prentis,  and  I  am  ready 
to  take  him." 

"  Walk  in,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat. 
Mr.  Gamfield  having  lingered  behind,  to  give  the  donkey 
another  blow  on  the  head,  and  another  wrench  of  the  jaw, 
as  a  caution  not  to  run  away  in  his  absence  :  followed 
the  gentleman  with  the  white  waistcoat  into  the  room 
where  Oliver  had  first  seen  him. 

"  It's  a  nasty  trade,"  said  Mr.  Limbkins,  when  Gam- 
field had  again  stated  his  wish. 

M  Young  boys  have  been  smothered  in  chimneys  before 
now,"  said  another  gentleman. 

"  That's  acause  they  damped  the  straw  afore  they  lit  it 
in  the  chimbley  to  make  'em  come  down  again,"  said 
Gamfield  ;  "  that's  all  smoke,  and  no  blaze  ;  vereas  smoke 
ain't  o'  no  use  at  all  in  making  a  boy  come  down,  for  it 
only  sinds  him  to  sleep,  and  that's  wot  he  likes.  Boys 
is  wery  obstinit,  and  wery  lazy,  gen'lmen,  and  there's 
nothink  like  a  good  hot  blaze  to  make  'em  come  down 
vith  a  run.  It's  humane  too,  gen'lmen,  acause,  even  if 
they've  stuck  in  the  chimbley,  roasting  their  feet  makes 
'em  struggle  to  hextricate  theirselves." 

The  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat  appeared  very 
much  amused  by  this  explanation  ;  but  his  mirth  was 
speedily  checked  by  a  look  from  Mr.  Limbkins.  The 
board  then  proceeded  to  converse  among  themselves  for 
a  few  minutes,  but  in  so  low  a  tone,  that  the  words  "  sav- 
ing of  expenditure,"  "  looked  well  in  the  accounts,"  "  have 
a  printed  report  published,"  were  alone  audible.  These 
only  chanced  to  be  heard,  indeed,  on  account  of  their 
being  very  frequently  repeated  with  great  emphasis. 

At  length  the  whispering  ceased  ;  and  the  members  or 
the  board,  having  resumed  their  seats  and  their  solemnity, 
Mr.  Limbkins  said  : 

"  We  have  considered  your  proposition,  and  we  don't 
approve  of  it." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat. 
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"  Decidedly  not,"  added  the  other  members. 

As  Mr.  Gamfield  did  happen  to  labor  under  the  slight 
imputation  of  having  bruised  three  or  four  boys  to 
death  already,  it  occurred  to  him  that  the  board  had,  per- 
haps, in  some  unaccountable  freak,  taken  it  into  their 
heads  that  this  extraneous  circumstance  ought  to  in- 
fluence their  proceedings.  It  was  very  unlike  their 
general  mode  of  doing  business,  if  they  had ;  but  still, 
as  he  had  no  particular  wish  to  revive  the  rumor,  he 
twisted  his  cap  in  his  hands,  and  walked  slowly  from  the 
table. 

"  So  you  won't  let  me  have  him,  gen'lmen  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Gamfield,  pausing  near  the  door. 

"  No,"  replied  Mr.  Limbkins  ;  "  at  least,  as  it's  a  nasty 
business,  we  think  you  ought  to  take  something  less  than 
the  premium  we  offered." 

Mr.  Gamfield's  countenance  brightened,  as,  with  a 
quick  step  he  returned  to  the  table,  and  said, 

"  What'll  you  give,  gen'lmen?  Come!  Don't  be  too 
hard  on  a  poor  man.     What'll  you  give  ?  " 

"  I  should  say  three  pounds  ten  was  plenty,"  said  Mr. 
Limbkins. 

"  Ten  shillings  too  much,"  said  the  gentleman  in  the 
white  waistcoat. 

"  Come !  "  said  Gamfield  ;  "  say  four  pound,  gen'lmen. 
Say  four  pound,  and  you've  got  rid  on  him  for  good  and 
all.     There ! " 

"Three  pound  ten,"  repeated  Mr.  Limbkins,  firmly. 

"Come!  I'll  split  the  difference,  gen'lmen,"  urged 
Gamfield.     "  Three  pounds  fifteen." 

"  Not  a  farthing  more,"  was  the  firm  reply  of  Mr.  Limb- 
kins. 

"  You're  desperate  hard  upon  me,  gen'lmen,"  said  Gam- 
field, wavering. 

"Pooh!  pooh!  nonsense!"  said  the  gentleman  in  the 
white  waistcoat.  "  He'd  be  cheap  with  nothing  at  all,  as 
a  premium.  Take  him,  you  silly  fellow !  He's  just  the 
boy  for  you.  He  wants  the  stick,  now  and  then :  it'll  do 
him  good ;  and  his  board  needn't  come  very  expensive, 
for  he  hasn't  been  over-fed  since  he  was  born.  Ha !  ha ! 
ha!" 

Mr.  Gamfield  gave  an  arch  look  at  the  faces  round  the 
table,  and,  observing  a  smile  on  all  of  them,  gradually 
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broke  into  a  smile  himself.  The  bargain  was  made.  Mr. 
Bumble  was  at  once  instructed  that  Oliver  Twist  and  his 
indentures  were  to  be  conveyed  before  the  magistrate,  for 
signature  and  approval,  that  very  afternoon. 

In  pursuance  of  this  determination,  little  Oliver,  to  his 
excessive  astonishment,  was  released  from  bondage,  and 
ordered  to  put  himself  into  a  clean  shirt.  He  had  hardly 
achieved  this  very  unusual  gymnastic  performance,  when 
Mr.  Bumble  brought  him,  with  his  own  hands,  a  basin  of 
gruel,  and  the  holiday  allowance  of  two  ounces  and  a  quar- 
ter of  bread.  At  this  tremendous  sight,  Oliver  began  to 
cry  very  piteously :  thinking,  not  unnaturally,  that  the 
board  must  have  determined  to  kill  him  for  some  useful 
purpose,  or  they  never  would  have  begun  to  fatten  him 
up  in  that  way. 

"  Don't  make  your  eyes  red,  Oliver,  but  eat  your  food 
and  be  thankful,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  in  a  tone  of  impres- 
sive pomposity.  "  You're  a  going  to  be  made  a  'prentice 
of,  Oliver." 

"  A  'prentice,  Sir !  "  said  the  child,  trembling. 

"  Yes,  Oliver,"  said  Mr.  Bumble.  "  The  kind  and  blessed 
gentlemen  which  is  so  many  parents  to  you,  Oliver,  when 
you  have  none  of  your  own  :  are  a  going  to  'prentice  you : 
and  to  set  you  up  in  life,  and  make  a  man  of  you :  al- 
though the  expense  to  the  parish  is  three  pound  ten! — 
three  pound  ten,  Oliver ! — seventy  shillins — one  hundred 
and  forty  sixpence ! — and  all  for  a  naughty  orphan  which 
nobody  can't  love." 

As  Mr.  Bumble  paused  to  take  breath,  after  delivering 
this  address  in  an  awful  voice,  the  tears  rolled  down  the 
poor  child's  face,  and  he  sobbed  bitterly. 

"  Come,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  somewhat  less  pompously, 
for  it  was  gratifying  to  his  feelings  to  observe  the  effect 
his  eloquence  had  produced  ;  "  Come,  Oliver !  Wipe  your 
eyes  with  the  cuffs  of  your  jacket,  and  don't  cry  into  your 
gruel ;  that's  a  very  foolish  action,  Oliver."  It  certainly 
was,  for  there  was  quite  enough  water  in  it  already. 

On  their  way  to  the  magistrate,  Mr.  Bumble  instructed 
Oliver  that  all  he  would  have  to  do,  would  be  to  look  very 
happy,  and  say,  when  the  gentleman  asked  him  if  he 
wanted  to  be  apprenticed,  that  he  should  like  it  very  much 
indeed  ;  both  of  which  injunctions  Oliver  promised  to 
obey :  the  rather  as  Mr.  Bumble  threw  in  a  gentle  hint, 
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that  if  he  failed  in  cither  particular,  there  was  no  telling 
what  would  be  done  to  him.  When  they  arrived  at  the 
office,  he  was  shut  up  in  a  little  room  by  himself,  and  ad- 
monished by  Mr.  Bumble  to  stay  there,  until  he  came  back 
to  fetch  him. 

There  the  boy  remained,  with  a  palpitating  heart,  for 
half  an  hour.  At  the  expiration  of  which  time  Mr.  Bum- 
ble thrust  in  his  head,  unadorned  with  the  cocked  hat, 
and  said  aloud  : 

"Now,  Oliver,  my  dear,  come  to  the  gentleman."  As 
Mr.  Bumble  said  this,  he  put  on  a  grim  and  threatening 
look,  and  added,  in  a  low  voice,  "  Mind  what  I  told  you, 
you  young  rascal !  " 

Oliver  stared  innocently  in  Mr.  Bumble's  face  at  this 
somewhat  contradictory  style  of  address ;  but  that  gentle- 
man prevented  his  offering  any  remark  thereupon,  by 
leading  him  at  once  into  an  adjoining  room:  the  door 
of  which  was  open.  It  was  a  large  room,  with  a  great 
window.  Behind  a  desk,  sat  two  old  gentlemen  with 
powdered  heads:  one  of  whom  was  reading  the  news- 
paper :  while  the  other  was  perusing,  with  the  aid  of  a 
pair  of  tortoise-shell  spectacles,  a  small  piece  of  parch- 
ment which  lay  before  him.  Mr.  Limbkins  was  standing 
in  front  of  the  desk  on  one  side ;  and  Mr.  Gamfield,  with  a 
partially  washed  face,  on  the  other ;  while  two  or  three 
bluff-looking  men,  in  top-boots,  were  lounging  about. 

The  old  gentleman  with  the  spectacles  gradually  dozed 
off,  over  the  little  bit  of  parchment ;  and  there  was  a  short 
pause,  after  Oliver  had  been  stationed  by  Mr.  Bumble  in 
front  of  the  desk. 

"  This  is  the  boy,  your  worship,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 
The  old  gentleman  who  was  reading  the  newspaper 
raised  his  head  for  a  moment,  and  pulled  the  other  old 
gentleman  by  the  sleeve  ;  whereupon,  the  last-mentioned 
old  gentleman  woke  up. 

"  Oh,  is  this  the  boy  ?  "  said  the  old  gentleman. 
"  This  is  him,  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble.     "  Bow  to  the 
magistrate,  my  dear." 

Oliver  roused  himself,  and  made  his  best  obeisance. 
He  had  been  wondering,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  magis- 
trates' powder,  whether  all  boards  were  born  with  that 
white  stuff  on  their  heads,  and  were  boards  from  thence- 
forth  on  that  account. 
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"Well,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "I  suppose  he's  fond 
of  chimney-sweeping  ?  " 

"Hedoats  on  it,  your  worship,"  replied  Bumble:  giv- 
ing Oliver  a  sly  pinch,  to  intimate  that  he  had  better  not 
say  he  didn't. 

"And  he  will  be  a  sweep,  will  he?"  inquired  the  old 
gentleman. 

"  If  we  was  to  bind  him  to  any  other  trade  to-morrow, 
he'd  run  away  simultaneous,  your  worship,"  replied 
Bumble. 

"And  this  man  that's  to  be  his  master — you,  Sir — 
you'll  treat  him  well,  and  feed  him,  and  do  all  that  sort 
of  thing,  will  you?"  said  the  old  gentleman. 

"When  I  says  I  will,  I  means  I  will,"  replied  Mr.  Gam- 
field  doggedly. 

"  You're  a  rough  speaker,  my  friend,  but  you  look  an 
honest,  open-hearted  man,"  said  the  old  gentleman:  turn- 
ing his  spectacles  in  the  direction  of  the  candidate  for 
Oliver's  premium,  whose  villainous  countenance  was  a 
regular  stamped  receipt  for  cruelty.  But  the  magistrate 
was  half  blind  and  half  childish,  so  he  couldn't  reason- 
ably be  expected  to  discern  what  other  people  did. 

"  I  hope  I  am,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Gamfield,  with  an  ugly  leer. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  you  are,  my  friend,"  replied  the  old 
gentleman  :  fixing  his  spectacles  more  firmly  on  his  nose, 
and  looking  about  him  for  the  inkstand. 
•  It  was  the  critical  moment  of  Oliver's  fate.  If  the 
inkstand  had  been  where  the  old  gentleman  thought  it 
was,  he  would  have  dipped  his  pen  into  it,  and  signed  the 
indentures,  and  Oliver  would  have  been  straightway 
hurried  off.  But,  as  it  chanced  to  be  immediately  under 
his  nose,  it  followed,  as  a  matter  of  course,  that  he  looked 
all  over  his  desk  for  it,  without  finding  it ;  and  happen- 
ing in  the  course  of  his  search  to  look  straight  before  him 
his  gaze  encountered  the  pale  and  terrified  face  of  Oliver 
Twist :  who,  despite  all  the  admonitory  looks  and  pinches 
of  Bumble,  was  regarding  the  repulsive  countenance  of 
his  future  master,  with  a  mingled  expression  of  horror 
and  fear,  too  palpable  to  be  mistaken,  even  by  a  half- 
blind  magistrate. 

The  old  gentleman  stopped,  laid  down  his  pen,  and 
looked  from  Oliver  to  Mr.  Limbkins ;  who  attempted  to 
take  snuff  with  a  cheerful  and  unconcerned  aspect. 
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"  My  boy !  "  said  the  old  gentleman,  leaning  over  the 
(,<sk.  Oliver  started  at  the  sound.  He  might  be  excused 
for  doing  so  :  for  the  words  were  kindly  said  ;  and  strange 
sounds  frighten  one.  He  trembled  violently  and  burst 
into  tears. 

"  My  boy ! "  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  you  look  pale 
and  alarmed.     What  is  the  matter?" 

"  Stand  a  little  away  from  him,  Beadle,"  said  the  other 
magistrate :  laying  aside  the  paper,  and  leaning  forward 
with  an  expression  of  interest.  "  Now,  boy,  tell  us  what's 
the  matter :  don't  be  afraid." 

Oliver  fell  on  his  knees,  and  clasping  his  hands  together 
prayed  that  they  would  order  him  back  to  the  dark  room 
— that  they  would  starve  him — beat  him — kill  him  if 
they  pleased — rather  than  send  him  away  with  that 
dreadful  man. 

"Well!"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  raising  his  hands  and  eyes 
with  most  impressive  solemnity,  "  Well !  of  all  the  art- 
ful and  designing  orphans  that  ever  I  see,  Oliver,  you  are 
one  of  the  most  bare-faceclest." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Beadle,"  said  the  second  old  gentle- 
man, when  Mr.  Bumble  had  given  vent  to  this  compound 
adjective. 

"  I  beg  your  worship's  pardon,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  in- 
credulous of  his  having  heard  aright.  "  Did  your  wor- 
ship speak  to  me  ?  " 

"  Yes.     Hold  your  tongue." 

Mr.  Bumble  was  stupefied  with  astonishment.  A 
beadle  ordered  to  hold  his  tongue !     A  moral  revolution  ! 

The  old  gentleman  in  the  tortoise-shell  spectacles 
looked  at  his  companion  ;  he  nodded  significantly. 

"  We  refuse  to  sanction  these  indentures,"  said  the  old 
gentleman :  tossing  aside  the  piece  of  parchment  as  he 
spoke. 

"  I  hope,"  stammered  Mr.  Limbkins :  "  I  hope  the 
magistrates  will  not  form  the  opinion  that  the  authori- 
ties have  been  guilty  of  any  improper  conduct,  on  the  un- 
supported testimony  of  a  mere  child." 

"  The  magistrates  are  not  called  upon  to  pronounce 
any  opinion  on  the  matter,"  said  the  second  old  gentle- 
man sharply.  "Take  the  boy  back  to  the  workhouse, 
and  treat  him  kindly.     He  seems  to  want  it." 

That  same  evening,  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waist- 
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coat  most  positively  and  decidedly  affirmed,  not  only  that 
Oliver  would  be  hung,  but  that  he  would  be  drawn  and 
quartered  into  the  bargain.  Mr.  Bumble  shook  his  head 
with  gloomy  mystery,  and  said  he  wished  he  might  come 
to  good  ;  whereunto  Mr.  Gamfield  replied,  that  he  wished 
he  might  come  to  him  ;  which,  although  he  agreed  with 
the  beadle  in  most  matters,  would  seem  to  be  a  wish  of  a 
totally  opposite  description. 

The  next  morning,  the  public  were  once  more  informed 
that  Oliver  Twist  was  again  to  Let ;  and  that  five  pounds 
would  be  paid  to  anybody  who  would  take  possession  of 
him. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

OLIVER,  BEING  OFFERED  ANOTHER     PLACE,   MAKES  HIS    FIRST 
ENTRY    INTO  PUBLIC  LIFE. 

In  great  families,  when  an  advantageous  place  cannot 
be  obtained,  either  in  possession,  reversion,  remainder,  or 
expectancy,  for  the  young  man  who  is  growing  up,  it  is^a 
very  general  custom  to  send  him  to  sea.  The  board,  in 
imitation  of  so  wise  and  salutary  an  example,  took  coun- 
sel together  on  the  expediency  of  shipping  off  Oliver 
Twist,  in  some  small  trading  vessel  bound  to  a  good  un- 
healthy port ;  which  suggested  itself  as  the  very  best 
thing  that  could  possibly  be  done  with  him :  the  prob- 
ability being,  that  the  skipper  would  flog  him  to  death, 
in  a  playful  mood,  some  day  after  dinner,  or  would  knock 
his  brains  out  with  an  iron  bar  ;  both  pastimes  being,  as 
is  pretty  generally  known,  very  favorite  and  common 
recreations  among  gentlemen  of  that  class.  The  more 
the  case  presented  itself  to  the  board,  in  this  point  of 
view,  the  more  manifold  the  advantages  of  the  step  ap- 
peared ;  so  they  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  only  way 
of  providing  for  Oliver  effectually,  was  to  send  him  to 
sea  without  delay. 

Mr.  Bumble  had  been  despatched  to  make  various 
preliminary  inquiries,  with  the  view  of  finding  out  some 
captain  or  other  who  wanted  a  cabin-boy  without  any 
friends  ;  and  was  returning  to  the  workhouse  to  communi- 
cate the  result  of  his  mission  ;  when  he  encountered,  just 
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at  the  gate,  no  less  a  person  than  Mr.  Sowerberry,  the 
parochial  undertaker. 

Mr.  Sowerberry,  was  a  tall,  gaunt,  large-jointed  man, 
attired  in  a  suit  of  thread-bare  black,  with  darned  cotton 
stockings  of  the  same  color,  and  shoes  to  answer.  His 
features  were  not  naturally  intended  to  wear  a  smiling 
aspect,  but  he  wras  in  general  rather  givvn  to  professional 
jocosity.  His  step  was  elastic,  and  his  face  betokened 
inward  pleasantry,  as  he  advanced  to  Mr.  Bumble,  and 
shook  him  cordially  by  the  hand. 

"  I  have  taken  the  measure  of  the  two  women  that  died 
last  night,  Mr.  Bumble,"  said  the  undertaker. 

"  You'll  make  your  fortune,  Mr.  Sowerberry,"  said  the 
beadle,  as  he  thrust  his  thumb  and  forefinger  into  the 
proffered  snuff-box  of  the  undertaker :  which  was  an 
ingenious  little  model  of  a  patent  coffin.  "I  say  you'll 
make  your  fortune,  Mr.  Sowerberry,"  repeated  Mr. 
Bumble,  tapping  the  undertaker  on  the  shoulder,  in  a 
friendly  manner,  with  his  cane. 

"  Think  so?"  said  the  undertaker  in  a  tone  which  half 
admitted  and  half  disputed  the  probability  of  the  events. 
"The  prices  allowed  by  the  board  are  very  small,  Mr. 
Bumble." 

"  So  are  the  coffins,"  replied  the  beadle :  with  precisely 
as  near  an  approach  to  a  laugh  as  a  great  official  ought  to 
indulge  in. 

Mr.  Sowerberry  was  much  tickled  at  this  :  as  of  course 
he  ought  to  be ;  and  laughed  a  long  time  without  cessa- 
tion. "  Well,  well,  Mr.  Bumble,"  he  said  at  length, 
"  there's  no  denying  that,  since  the  new  system  of  feed- 
ing has  come  in,  the  coffins  are  something  narrower  and 
more  shallow  than  they  used  to  be;  but  we  must  have 
some  profit,  Mr.  Bumble.  Well-seasoned  timber  is  an 
expensive  article,  Sir;  and  all  the  iron  handles  come,  by 
canal,  from  Birmingham." 

"•  Well,  well,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  "  every  trade  has  its 
drawbacks.     A  fair  profit  is,  of  course,  allowable." 

"  Of  course,  of  course,"  replied  the  undertaker ;  "  and  if 
I  don't  get  a  profit  upon  this  or  that  particular  article, 
why,  I  "make  it  up  in  the  long-run,  you  see — he !  he ! 
he!" 

"  Just  so,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  Though  I  must  say,"  continued  the  undertaker,  resum- 
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ing  the  current  of  observations  which  the  beadle  had  in- 
terrupted :  "  though  I  must  say,  Mr.  -Bumble,  that  I  have 
to  contend  against  one  very  great  disadvantage  :  which  is 
that  all  the  stout  people  go  off  the  quickest.  The  people 
who  have  been  better  off,  and  have  paid  rates  for  many 
years,  are  the  first  to  sink  when  they  come  into  the  house ; 
and  let  me  tell  you,  Mr.  Bumble,  that  three  or  four  inches 
over  one's  calculation  makes  a  great  hole  in  one's  profits  : 
especially  when  one  has  a  family  to  provide  for,  Sir." 

As  Mr.  Sowerberry  said  this,  with  the  becoming  indig- 
nation of  an  ill-used  man ;  and  as  Mr.  Bumble  felt  that 
it  rather  tended  to  convey  a  reflection  on  the  honor  of 
the  parish ;  the  latter  gentleman  thought  it  advisable  to 
change  the  subject.  Oliver  Twist  being  uppermost  in  his 
mind,  he  made  him  his  theme. 

"  By  the  bye,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  "  you  don't  know  any- 
body who  wants  a  boy,  do  you  ?  A  porochial  'prentis, 
who  is  at  present  a  deadweight ;  a  millstone,  as  I  may 
say  ;  round  the  porochial  throat  ?  Liberal  terms,  Mr. 
Sowerberry,  liberal  terms  !  "  As  Mr.  Bumble  spoke,  he 
raised  his  cane  to  the  bill  above  him,  and  gave  three 
distinct  raps  upon  the  words  "  five  pounds  :  "  which  were 
printed  thereon  in  Roman  capitals  of  gigantic  size. 

"  Gadso  !  "  said  the  undertaker :  taking  Mr.  Bumble  by 
the  gilt-edged  lappel  of  his  official  coat ;  "that's. just  the 
very  thing  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  about.  You  know — 
dear  me,  what  a  very  elegant  button  this  is,  Mr.  Bumble ! 
I  never  noticed  it  before." 

"  Yes,  I  think  it  is  rather  pretty,"  said  the  beadle, 
glancing  proudly  downwards  at  the  large  brass  buttons 
which  embellished  his  coat.  "The  die  is  the  same  as  the 
porochial  seal — the  Good  Samaritan  healing  the  sick  and 
bruised  man.  The  board  presented  it  to  me  on  New- 
year's  morning,  Mr.  Sowerberry.  I  put  it  on,  I  remember, 
for  the  first  time,  to  attend  the  inquest  on  that  reduced 
tradesman,  who  died  in  a  doorway  at  midnight." 

"  I  recollect,"  said  the  undertaker.  "  The  jury  brought 
it  in,  'Died  from  exposure  to  the  cold,  and  want  of  the 
common  necessaries  of  life,'  didn't  they  ?  " 

Mr.  Bumble  nodded. 

"  And  they  made  it  a  special  verdict,  I  think,"  said  the 
undertaker,  "  by  adding  some  words  to  the  effect,  that  if 
the  relieving:  officer  had " 
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"  Tush  !  Foolery  ! "  interposed  the  beadle.  "  If  the 
board  attended  to  all  the  nonsense  that  ignorant  jurymen 
talk,  they'd  have  enough  to  do." 

"  Very  true,"  said  the  undertaker ;  "  they  would 
indeed." 

"  Juries,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  grasping  his  cane  tightly,  as 
was  his  wont  when  working  into  a  passion:  "juries  is 
ineddicated,  vulgar,  grovelling  wretches." 

"  So  they  are,"  said  the  undertaker. 

"  They  haven't  no  more  philosophy  nor  political  economy 
about  'em  than  that,"  said  the  beadle,  snapping  his  fingers 
contemptuously. 

"  No  more  they  have,"  acquiesced  the  undertaker. 

"  I  despise  'em,"  said  the  beadle,  growing  very  red  in 
the  face. 

"  So  do  I,"  rejoined  the  undertaker. 

"  And  I  only  wish  we'd  a  jury  of  the  independent  sort, 
in  the  house  for  a  week  or  two,"  said  the  beadle  ;  "  the 
rules  and  regulations  of  the  board  would  soon  bring  their 
spirit  down  for  'em." 

"Let  'em  alone  for  that,"  replied  the  undertaker.  So 
saying,  he  smiled,  approvingly :  to  calm  the  rising  wrath 
of  the  indignant  parish  officer. 

Mr.  Bumble  lifted  off  his  cocked  hat  ;  took  a  handker- 
chief from  the  inside  of  the  crown ;  wiped  from  his  fore- 
head the  perspiration  which  his  rage  had  engendered; 
fixed  the  cocked  hat  on  again,  and,  turning  to  the  under- 
taker, said  in  a  calmer  voice : 

"  Well ;  what  about  the  boy?" 

"  Oh  !  "  replied  the  undertaker  ;  "  why,  you  know,  Mr. 
Bumble,  I  pay  a  good  deal  towards  the  poor's  rates." 

"  Hem ! "  said  Mr.  Bumble.     "  Well  ?  " 

"Well,"  replied  the  undertaker,  "I  was  thinking  that 
if  I  pay  so  much  towards  'em,  I've  a  right  to  get  as  much 
out  of  'em  as  I  can,  Mr.  Bumble  ;  and  so — and  so — I  think 
I'll  take  the  boy  myself." 

Mr.  Bumble  grasped  the  undertaker  by  the  arm,  and 
led  him  into  the  building.  Mr.  Sowerberry  was  closeted 
with  the  board  for  five  minutes ;  and  it  was  arranged 
that  Oliver  should  go  to  him  that  evening  "  upon  liking  " 
— a  phrase  which  means,  in  the  case  of  a  parish  appren- 
tice, that  if  the  master  find,  upon  a  short  trial,  that  he 
can  get  enough  work  out  of  a  boy  without  putting,  too 
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much  food  into  him,  he  shall  have  him  for  a  term  of  yearSf 
to  do  what  he  likes  with. 

When  little  Oliver  was  taken  before  "  the  gentlemen  " 
that  evening  ;  and  informed  that  he  was  to  go,  that  night, 
as  general  house-lad  to  a  coffin-maker's ;  and  that  if  he 
complained  of  his  situation,  or  ever  came  back  to  the 
parish  again,  he  would  be  sent  to  sea,  there  to  be  drowned, 
or  knocked  on  the  head,  as  the  case  might  be,  he  evinced 
so  little  emotion,  that  they  by  common  consent  pronounced 
him  a  hardened  young  rascal,  and  ordered  Mr.  Bumble  to 
remove  him  forthwith. 

Now,  although  it  was  very  natural  that  the  board,  of 
all  people  in  the  world,  should  feel  in  a  great  state  of 
virtuous  astonishment  and  horror  at  the  smallest  tokens 
of  want  of  feeling  on  the  part  of  anybody,  they  were 
rather  out,  in  this  particular  instance.  The  simple  fact 
was,  that  Oliver,  instead  of  possessing  too  little  feeling, 
possessed  rather  too  much  ;  and  was  in  a  fair  way  of  be- 
ing reduced,  for  life,  to  a  state  of  brutal  stupidity  and 
sullenness  by  the  ill  usage  he  had  received.  He  heard 
the  news  of  his  destination,  in  perfect  silence ;  and,  hav- 
ing had  his  luggage  put  into  his  hand — which  was  not 
very  difficult  to  carry,  inasmuch  as  it  was  all  comprised 
within  the  limits  of  a  brown  paper  parcel,  about  half  a 
foot  square  by  three  inches  deep— he  pulled  his  cap  over 
his  eyes ;  and  once  more  attaching  himself  to  Mr.  Bum- 
ble's coat  cuff,  was  led  away  by  that  dignitary  to  a  new 
scene  of  suffering. 

For  some  time,  Mr.  Bumble  drew  Oliver  along,  without 
notice  or  remark ;  for  the  beadle  carried  his  head  very 
erect,  as  a  beadle  always  should :  and,  it  being  a  windj 
day,  little  Oliver  was  completely  enshrouded  by  thV 
skirts  of  Mr.  Bumble's  coat  as  they  blew  open,  and  dis- 
closed to  great  advantage  his  flapped  waistcoat  and  drab 
plush  knee-breeches.  As  they  drew  near  to  their  destina- 
tion, however,  Mr.  Bumble  thought  it  expedient  to  look 
down,  and  see  that  the  boy  was  in  good  order  for  inspec- 
tion by  his  new  master  :  which  he  accordingly  did,  with 
a  fit  and  becoming  air  of  gracious  patronage. 

"  Oliver  !  "  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver,  in  a  low,  tremulous  voice. 

"  Pull  that  cap  off  your  eyes,  and  hold  up  your  head,  Sir." 

Although  Oliver  did  as  he  was  desired,  at  once ;  and 
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passed  the  back  of  his  unoccupied  hand  briskly  across  his 

eyes,  he  It'll  a  tear  in  them  when  he  looked  up  at  his  con- 
ductor. As  Mr.  Bumble  gazed  sternly  upon  him,  it  rolled 
down  his  cheek.  It  was  followed  by  another,  and  another. 
The  child  made  a  strong  effort,  but  ii  was  an  unsuccessful 
one.  Withdrawing  his  other  hand  from  Mr.  Bumble's, he 
covered  his  face  with  both;  and  wept  until  the  tears 
sprang  out  from  between  his  thin  and  bony  fingers. 

"Well!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Bumble,  stopping  short,  and 
darting  at  his  little  charge  a  look  of  intense  malignity. 
"Well!  Of  all  the  ungratefullest,  and  worst-disposed 
boys  as  ever  I  see,  Oliver,  you  are  the " 

"  No,  no,  Sir,'1  sobbed  Oliver,  clinging  to  the  band  which 
held  the  well-known  cane ;  "  no,  no,  Sir ;  I  will  be  good  in- 
deed ;  indeed,  indeed  I  will,  Sir !  I  am  a  very  little  boy, 
Sir  ;  and  it  is  so — so — " 

"  So  what  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Bumble  in  amazement. 

"  So  lonely,  Sir !  So  very  lonely  I "  cried  the  child. 
"  Everybody  hates  me.  Oh  !  Sir,  don't,  don't  pray  be  cross 
to  me!"  The  child  beat  his  hand  upon  his  heart;  and 
looked  in  his  companion's  face,  with  tears  of  real  agony. 

Mr.  Bumble  regarded  Oliver's  piteous  and  helpless  look, 
with  some  astonishment,  for  a  few  seconds ;  hemmed 
three  or  four  times  in  a  husky  manner,  and,  after  muttering 
something  about  "  that  troublesome  cough,"  bade  Oliver 
dry  his  eyes  and  be  a  good  boy.  Then,  once  more  taking 
his  hand,  he  walked  on  with  him  in  silence. 

"  The  undertaker,  who  had  just  put  up  the  shutters  of 
his  shop,  was  making  some  entries  in  his  day-book  by  the 
light  of  a  most  appropriately  dismal  candle,  when  Mr. 
Bumble  entered. 

"Aha!"  said  the  undertaker:  looking  up  from  the 
book,  and  pausing  in  the  middle  of  a  word;  "  is  that  you, 
Bumble  ?  " 

"No  one  else,  Mr.  Sowerberry,"  replied  the  beadle. 
"  Here !     I've  brought  the  boy."     Oliver  made  a  bow. 

"  Oh !  that's  the  boy,  is  it  ? "  said  the  undertaker : 
raising  the  candle  above  his  head,  to  get  a  better  view  of 
Oliver.  "Mrs.  Sowerberry!  Will  you  have  the  good- 
ness to  come  here  a  moment,  my  dear?" 

Mrs.  Sowerberry  emerged  from  a  little  room  behind 
the  shop,  and  presented  the  form  of  a  short,  thin,  squeezed- 
up  woman,  with  a  vixenish  countenance, 
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MMy  dear,"  said  Mr.  Sowerberry,  deferentially,  "this 
is  the  boy  from  the  workhouse  that  I  told  you  of."  Oliver 
bowed  again. 

"  Dear  me  I "  said  the  undertaker's  wife,  "  he's  very 
small." 

"  Why,  he  is  rather  small,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble :  look- 
ing at  Oliver  as  if  it  were  his  fault  that  he  was  no  bigger ; 
"  he  is  small.  There's  no  denying  it.  But  he'll  grow, 
Mrs.  Sowerberry — he'll  grow." 

"  Ah  !  I  dare  say  he  will,"  replied  the  lady  pettishly, 
"  on  our  victuals  and  our  drink.  I  see  no  saving  in  parish 
children,  not  I  ;  for  they  always  cost  more  to  keep,  than 
they're  worth.  However,  men  always  think  they  know 
best.  There!  Get  downstairs,  little  bag  o'  bones." 
With  this,  the  undertaker's  wife  opened  a  side  door,  and 
pushed  Oliver  down  a  steep  flight  of  stairs  into  a  stone 
cell,  damp  and  dark  :  forming  the  ante-room  to  the  coal- 
cellar,  and  denominated  "  kitchen  :  "  wherein  sat  a  slat- 
ternly girl,  in  shoes  down  at  heel,  and  blue  worsted  stock- 
ings very  much  out  of  repair. 

"  Here,  Charlotte,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  who  had  fol- 
lowed Oliver  down,  "  give  this  boy  some  of  the  cold  bits 
that  were  put  by  for  Trip.  He  hasn't  come  home  since 
the  morning,  so  he  may  go  without  'em.  I  dare  say  the 
boy  isn't  too  dainty  to  eat  'em, — are  you,  boy?  " 

Oliver,  whose  eyes  had  glistened  at  the  mention  of 
meat,  and  who  was  trembling  with  eagerness  to  devour 
it,  replied  in  the  negative  ;  and  a  plateful  of  coarse  broken 
victuals  was  set  before  him. 

I  wish  some  well-fed  philosopher,  whose  meat  and 
drink  turn  to  gall  within  him ;  whose  blood  is  ice,  whose 
heart  is  iron  ;  could  have  seen  Oliver  Twist  clutching  at 
the  dainty  viands  that  the  dog  had  neglected.  I  wish  he 
could  have  witnessed  the  horrible  avidity  with  which 
Oliver  tore  the  bits  asunder  with  all  the  ferocity  of 
famine.  There  is  only  one  thing  I  should  like  better; 
and  that  would  be  to  see  the  Philosopher  making  the 
same  sort  of  meal  himself,  with  the  same  relish. 

"  Well,"  said  the  undertaker's  wife,  when  Oliver  had 
finished  his  supper :  which  she  had  regarded  in  silent 
horror,  and  with  fearful  auguries  of  his  future  appetite,' 
"have  you  done?" 
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There  being  nothing  eatible  within  his  reach,  Oliver 
replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"Then  come  with  me,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry  :  taking 
up  a  dim  and  dirty  lamp,  and  leading  the  way  upstairs ; 
"  your  bed's  under  the  counter.  You  don't  mind  sleep- 
ing among  the  coffins,  I  suppose?  But  it  doesn't  much 
matter  whether  you  do  or  don't,  for  you  can't  sleep  any- 
where else.     Come;  don't  keep  me  here  all  night!  " 

Oliver  lingered  no  longer,  but  meekly  followed  his  new 
mistress. 


CHAPTER  V. 

OLIVER  MINGLES  WITH  NEW  ASSOCIATES,  GOING  TO  A 
FUNERAL  FOR  THE  FIRST  TIME,  HE  FORMS  AN  UNFAVOR- 
ABLE NOTION  OF  HIS  MASTER'S   BUSINESS. 

Oliver,  being  left  to  himself  in  the  undertaker's  shop, 
set  the  lamp  down  on  a  workman's  bench,  and  gazed 
timidly  about  him  with  a  feeling  of  awe  and  dread,  which 
many  people  a  good  deal  older  than  he  will  be  at  no  loss 
to  understand.  An  unfinished  coffin  on  black  tressels, 
which  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  shop,  looked  so  gloomy 
and  death-like  that  a  cold  tremble  came  over  him,  every 
time  his  eyes  wandered  in  the  direction  of  the  dismal 
object :  from  which  he  almost  expected  to  see  some  fright- 
ful form  slowly  rear  its  head,  to  drive  him  mad  with 
terror.  Against  the  wall  were  ranged,  in  regular  array, 
a  long  row  of  elm  boards  cut  into  the  same  shape:  look- 
ing in  the  dim  light,  like  high-shouldered  ghosts  with 
their  hands  in  their  breeches-pockets.  Coffin-plates,  elm- 
chips,  bright-headed  nails,  and  shreds  of  black  cloth,  lay 
scattered  on  the  floor  ;  and  the  wall  behind  the  counter 
was  ornamented  with  a  lively  representation  of  two 
mutes  in  very  stiff  neckcloths,  on  duty  at  a  large  private 
door,  with  a  hearse  drawn  by  four  black  steeds,  approach- 
ing in  the  distance.  The  shop  was  close  and  hot;  and 
the  atmosphere  seemed  tainted  with  the  smell  of  coffins. 
The  recess  beneath  the  counter  in  which  his  flock  mat- 
tress was  thrust,  looked  like  a  grave. 

Nor  were  these  the  only  dismal   feelings  which  de- 
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pressed  Oliver.  He  was  alone  in  a  strange  place,  and 
we  all  know  how  chilled  and  desolate  the  best  of  us  will 
sometimes  feel  in  such  a  situation.  The  boy  had  no 
friends  to  care  for  or  to  care  for  him.  The  regret  of  no 
recent  separation  was  fresh  in  his  mind ;  the  absence  of 
no  loved  and  well-remembered  face  sank  heavily  into  his 
heart.  But  his  heart  was  heavy,  notwithstanding;  and 
he  wished,  as  he  crept  into  his  narrow  bed,  that  that  were 
his  coffin,  and  that  he  could  be  lain  in  a  calm  and  lasting 
sleep  in  the  church-yard  ground,  with  the  tall  grass 
waving  gently  above  his  head,  and  the  sound  of  the  old 
deep  bell  to  soothe  him  in  his  sleep. 

Olive  was  awakened  in  the  morning,  by  a  loud  kicking 
at  the  outside  of  the  shop-door :  which,  before  he  could 
huddle  on  his  clothes,  was  repeated,  in  an  angry  and  im- 
petuous manner,  about  twenty-five  times.  When  he 
began  to  undo  the  chain,  the  legs  desisted,  and  a  voice 
began. 

"  Open  the  door,  will  yer  ?  "  cried  the  voice  which  be- 
longed to  the  legs  which  had  kicked  at  the  door. 

"  I  will,  directly,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver :  undoing  the 
chain,  and  turning  the  key. 

"I  suppose  yer  the  new  boy,  ain't  yer?"  said  the  voice 
through  the  key-hole. 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  How  old  are  yer '?"  inquired  the  voice. 

"  Ten,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"Then  I'll  whop  yer  when  I  get  in,"  said  the  voice; 
"  you  just  see  if  I  don't,  that's  all,  my  work'us  brat !  " 
and  having  made  this  obliging  promise,  the  voice  began 
to  whistle. 

Oliver  had  been  too  often  subjected  to  the  process  to 
which  the  very  expressive  monosyllable  just  recorded 
bears  reference,  to  entertain  the  smallest  doubt  that  the 
owner  of  the  voice,  whoever  he  might  be,  would  redeem 
his  pledge,  most  honorably.  He  drew  back  the  bolts 
with  a  trembling   hand,  and  opened  the  door. 

For  a  second  or  two,  Oliver  glanced  up  the  street,  and 
down  the  street,  and  over  the  way;  impressed  with  the 
belief  that  the  unknown,  who  had  addressed  him  through 
the  key-hole,  had  walked  a  few  paces  off,  to  warm  him- 
self;  for  nobody  did  he  see  but  a  big  charity-boy,  sitting 
on  a  post  in  front  of  the  house,  eating  a  slice  of  bread  and 


36  OLIVER  TWIST. 

butter;  which  he  cut  into  wedges,  the  size  of  his  mouth, 
with  a  clasp  knife,  and  then  consumed  with  great  dex- 
terity. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,"  said  Oliver,  at  length  :  see- 
ing that  no  other  visitor  made  his  appearance ;  "  did  you 
knock  ?  " 

"  I  kicked,"  replied  the  charity-boy. 

"Did  you  want  a  coffin,  Sir?"  inquired  Oliver,  in- 
nocently. 

At  this  the  charity-boy  looked  monstrous  fierce ;  and 
said  that  Oliver  would  want  one  before  long,  if  he  cut 
jokes  with  his  superiors  in  that  way. 

"Yer  don't  know  who  I  am,  I  suppose,  Work'us?" 
said  the  charity-boy,  in  continuation :  descending  from 
the  top  of  the  post,  meanwhile,  with  edifying  gravity. 

"No,  Sir,"  rejoined  Oliver. 

"  I'm  Mister  Noah  Claypole,"  said  the  charity-boy, 
"and  you're  under  me.  Take  down  the  shutters,  yer  idle 
young  ruffian  !  "  With  this,  Mr.  Claypole  administered 
a  kick  to  Oliver,  and  entered  the  shop  with  a  dignified 
air,  which  did  him  great  credit.  It  is  difficult  for  a 
large-headed,  small-eyed  youth,  of  lumbering  make  and 
heavy  countenance,  to  look  dignified  under  any  circum- 
stances ;  but  it  is  more  especially  so,  when  superadded 
to  these  personal  attractions  are  a  red  nose  and  yellow 
smalls. 

Oliver,  haAing  taken  down  the  shutters,  and  broken  a 
pane  of  glass  in  his  efforts  to  stagger  away  beneath  the 
weight  of  the  first  one  to  a  small  court  at  the  side  of  the 
house  in  which  they  were  kept  during  the  day,  was  gra- 
ciously assisted  by  Noah:  who,  having  consoled  him  with 
the  assurance  that  "he'd  catch  it,"  condescended  to  help 
him.  Mr.  Sowerberry  came  down  soon  after.  Shortly 
afterwards,  Mrs.  Sowerberry  appeared;  and  Oliver  hav- 
ing "caught  it,"  in  fulfilment  of  Noah's  prediction, 
followed  that  young  gentleman  downstairs  to  breakfast. 

"  Come  near  the  fire,  Noah,"  said  Charlotte.  "  I  saved 
a  nice  little  bit  of  bacon  for  you  from  master's  breakfast. 
Oliver,  shut  that  door  at  Mister  Noah's  back,  and  take 
them  bits  that  I've  put  out  on  the  cover  of  the  bread-pan. 
There's  your  tea;  take  it  away  to  that  box,  and  drink  it 
there,  and  make  haste,  for  they'll  want  you  to  mind  bhe 
shop.     D'ye  hear?" 
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"  D'ye  hear,  Work'us  ?  "  said  Noah  Claypole. 

"  Lor,  Noah  ! "  said  Charlotte,  "  what  a  rum  creature 
you  are !     Why  don't  you  let  the  boy  alone  ?  " 

"Let  him  alone!"  said  Noah.  "Why  everybody  lets 
him  alone  enough,  for  the  matter  of  that.  Neither  his 
father  nor  his  mother  will  ever  interfere  with  him.  All 
his  relations  let  him  have  his  own  way  pretty  well.  Eh, 
Charlotte?    He!  he!  he!" 

"  Oh,  you  queer  soul !  "  said  Charlotte,  bursting  into  a 
hearty  laugh,  in  which  she  was  joined  by  Noah ;  after 
which,  they  both  looked  scornfully  at  poor  Oliver  Twist, 
as  he  sat  shivering  on  the  box  in  the  coldest  corner  of 
the  room,  and  ate  the  stale  pieces  which  had  been  spe- 
cially reserved  for  him. 

Noah  was  a  charity-boy,  but  not  a  workhouse  orphan. 
No  chance-child  was  he,  for  he  could  trace  his  genealogy 
all  the  way  back  to  his  parents,  who  lived  hard  by  ;  his 
mother  being  a  washerwoman,  and  his  father  a  drunken 
soldier,  discharged  with  a  wooden  leg,  and  a  diurnal  pen- 
sion of  twopence-halfpenny  and  an  unstatable  fraction. 
The  shop-boys  in  the  neighborhood  had )  jng  been  in  the 
habit  of  branding  Noah,  in  the  public  streets,  with  the 
ignominious  epithets  of  "  leathers,"  "  charity,"  and  the 
like  ;  and  Noah  had  born  them  without  reply.  But,  now 
that  fortune  had  cast  in  his  way  a  nameless  orphan,  at 
whom  even  the  meanest  could  point  the  finger  of  scorn, 
he  retorted  on  him  with  interest.  This  affords  charming 
food  for  contemplation.  It  shows  us  what  a  beautiful 
thing  human  nature  sometimes  is  ;  and  how  impartially 
the  same  amiable  qualities  are  developed  in  the  finest 
lord  and  the  dirtiest  charity-boy. 

Oliver  had  been  sojourning  at  the  undertaker's  some 
three  weeks  or  a  month.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sowerberry  :  the 
shop  being  shut  up — were  taking  their  supper  in  the  little 
back- parlor,  when  Mr.  Sowerberry,  after  several  deferen- 
tial glances  at  his  wife,  said, 

"  My  dear — "  He  was  going  to  say  more ;  but,  Mrs. 
Sowerberry  looking  up,  with  a  peculiarly  unpropitious 
aspect,  he  stopped  short. 

"  Well,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  sharply. 

"Nothing,  my  dear,  nothing,"  said  Mr.  Sowerberry. 

"  Ugh,  you  brute  !  "  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry. 

"  Not  at  all,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Sowerberry  humbly. 
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"I    thought   you   didn't   want  to  hear,  my  dear.     I  was 
only  going  to  say " 

"Oh,  don't  tell  me  what  you  were  going  to  say,"  inters 
posed  Mrs.  Sowerberry.  "I  am  nobody;  don't  consult 
me,  pray,  /don't  want  to  intrude  upon  your  secrets." 
As  Mrs.  Sowerberry  said  this,  she  gave  an  hysterical 
laugh,  which  threatened  violent  consequences. 

"But,  my  dear,"  said  Sowerberry,  "  I  want  to  ask  your 
advice." 

"  No,  no,  don't  ask  mine,"  replied  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  in 
an  affecting  manner :  "  ask  somebody  else's."  Here,  there 
was  another  hysterical  laugh,  which  frightened  Mr. 
Sowerberry  very  much.  This  is  a  very  common  and 
much-approved  matrimonial  course  of  treatment,  which 
is  often  very  effective.  It  at  once  reduced  Mr.  Sower- 
berry to  begging,  as  a  special  favor,  to  be  allowed  to  say 
what  Mrs.  Sowerberry  was  most  curious  to  hear.  After 
a  short  altercation  of  less  than  three  quarters  of  an 
hour's  duration,  the  permission  was  most  graciously  con- 
ceded. 

"It's  only  about  young  Twist,  my  dear,"  said  Mr. 
Sowerberry.     "  A  very  good-looking  boy  that,  my  dear." 

"  He  need  be,  for  he  eats  enough,"  observed  the  lady. 

"  There's  an  expression  of  melancholy  in  his  face,  my 
dear,"  resumed  Mr.  Sowerberry,  "  which  is  very  interest- 
ing.    He  would  make  a  delightful  mute,  my  love." 

Mrs.  Sowerberry  looked  up  with  an  expression  of  con- 
siderable wonderment.  Mr.  Sowerberry  remarked  it ; 
and,  without  allowing  time  for  any  observation  on  the 
good  lady's  part,  proceeded. 

"I  don't  mean  a  regular  mute  to  attend  grown-up 
people,  my  dear,  but  only  for  children's  practice.  It 
would  be  very  new  to  have  a  mute  in  proportion,  my 
dear.  You  may  depend  upon  it,  it  would  have  a  most 
superb  effect." 

Mrs.  Sowerberry,  who  had  a  good  deal  of  taste  in  the 
undertaking  way,  was  much  struck  by  the  novelty  of  this 
idea;  but,  as  it  would  have  been  compromising  her  dig- 
nity to  have  said  so,  under  existing  circumstances,  she 
merely  inquired,  with  much  sharpness,  why  such  an 
obvious  suggestion  had  not  presented  itself  to  her  hus- 
band's mind  before  ?  Mr.  Sowerberry  rightly  construed 
this,   as   an    acquiescence    in   his    proposition ;    it   was 
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speedily  determined,  therefore,  that  Oliver  should  be  at 
once  initiated  into  the  mysteries  of  the  trade  ;  and,  with 
this  view,  that  he  should  accompany  his  master  on  the 
very  next  occasion  of  his  services  being  required. 

The  occasion  was  not  long  in  coming.  Half  an  hour 
after  breakfast  next  morning,  Mr.  Bumble  entered  the 
shop ;  and  supporting  his  cane  against  the  counter,  drew 
forth  his  large  leathern  pocket-book :  from  which  he 
selected  a  small  scrap  of  paper,  which  he  handed  over  to 
Sowerberry. 

"  Aha  !  "  said  the  undertaker,  glancing  over  it  with  a 
lively  countenance;  "an  order  for  a  coffin,  eh?" 

"  For  a  coffin  first,  and  a  porochial  funeral  afterwards." 
replied  Mr.  Bumble,  fastening  the  strap  of  the  leathern 
pocket-book :  which,  like  himself,  was  very  corpulent. 

"Bayton,"  said  the  undertaker,  looking  from  the  scrap 
of  paper  to  Mr.  Bumble.  "  I  never  heard  the  name 
before." 

Bumble  shook  his  head,  as  he  replied,  "  Obstinate 
people,  Mr.  Sowerberry  ;  very  obstinate.  Proud,  too,  I'm 
afraid,  Sir." 

"  Proud,  eh  ?  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Sowerberry  with  a  sneer. 
"  Come,  that's  too  much." 

"  Oh,  it's  sickening,"  replied  the  beadle.  "  Antimonial, 
Mr.  Sowerberry ! " 

"  So  it  is,"  acquiesced  the  undertaker. 

"  We  only  heard  of  the  family  the  night  before  last," 
said  the  beadle ;  "  and  we  shouldn't  have  known  anything 
about  them,  then,  only  a  woman  who  lodges  in  the  same 
house  made  an  application  to  the  porochial  committee 
for  them  to  send  the  porochial  surgeon  to  see  a  woman 
as  was  very  bad.  He  had  gone  out  to  dinner  ;  but  his 
'prentice  (which  is  a  very  clever  lad)  sent  'em  some  med- 
icine in  a  blacking-bottle,  off-hand." 

"Ah,  there's  promptness,"  said  the  undertaker. 

"  Promptness,  indeed  !  "  replied  the  beadle.  "  But 
what's  the  consequence ;  what's  the  ungrateful  behavior 
of  these  rebels,  Sir  ?  Why,  the  husband  sends  back  word 
that  the  medicine  won't  suit  his  wife's  complaint,  and  so 
she  shan't  take  it — says  she  shan't  take  it,  Sir  !  Good, 
strong,  wholesome  medicine,  as  was  given  with  great 
success  to  two  Irish  laborers  and  a  coalheaver,  only  a 
week  before — sent 'em  for  nothing,  with  a  blacking-bottle 
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in, — and  he  sends  back  word  that  she  shan't  take  it, 
Sir." 

As  the  atrocity  presented  itself  to  Mr.  Bumble's  mind 
in  full  force,  he  struck  the  counter  sharply  with  his  cane, 
and  became  flushed  with  indignation. 

"  Well,"  said  the  undertaker,  "  I  ne — ver — did " 

"Never  did,  Sir!"  ejaculated  the  beadle.  "No,  nor 
nobody  never  did;  but,  now  she's  dead,  we've  got  to  bury 
her  5  and  that's  the  direction ;  and  the  sooner  it's  done, 
the  better." 

Thus  saying,  Mr.  Bumble  put  on  his  cocked  hat  wrong 
side  first,  in  a  fever  of  parochial  excitement ;  and  flounced 
out  of  the  shop. 

"  Why,  he  was  so  angry,  Oliver,  that  he  forgot  even  to 
ask  after  you !  "  said  Mr.  Sowerberry,  looking  after  the 
beadle  as  he  strode  down  the  street. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver, who  had  carefully  kept  him- 
self out  of  sight,  during  the  interview ;  and  who  was 
shaking  from  head  to  foot  at  the  mere  recollection  of  the 
sound  of  Mr.  Bumble's  voice.  He  needn't  have  taken  the 
trouble  to  shrink  from  Mr.  Bumble's  glance,  however;  for 
that  functionary,  on  whom  the  prediction  of  the  gentle- 
man in  the  white  waistcoat  had  made  a  very  strong  im- 
pression, thought  that  now  the  undertaker  had  got  Oliver 
upon  trial,  the  subject  was  better  avoided,  until  such  time 
as  he  should  be  firmly  bound  for  seven  years,  and  all 
danger  of  his  being  returned  upon  the  hands  of  the  parish 
should  be  thus  effectually  and  legally  overcome. 

"  Well,"  said  Mr.  Sowerberry,  taking  up  his  hat,  "  the 
sooner  this  job  is  done,  the  better.  Noah,  look  after  the 
shop.  Oliver,  put  on  your  cap,  and  come  with  me." 
Oliver  obeyed,  and  followed  his  master  on  his  professional 
mission. 

They  walked  on,  for  some  time,  through  the  most 
crowded  and  densely  inhabited  part  of  the  town ;  and 
then,  striking  down  a  narrow  street  more  dirty  and 
miserable  than  any  they  had  yet  passed  through,  paused 
to  look  for  the  house  which  was  the  object  of  their  search. 
The  houses  on  either  side  were  high  and  large,  but  very 
old,  and  tenanted  by  people  of  the  poorest  class :  as  their 
neglected  appearance  would  have  sufficiently  denoted, 
without  the  concurrent  testimony  afforded  by  the  squalid 
looks  of  the  few  men  and  women  who,  with  folded  arms 
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and  bodies  half  doubled,  occasionally  skulked  along.  A 
great  many  of  the  tenements  had  shop-fronts ;  but  these 
were  fast  closed,  and  mouldering  away:  only  the  upper 
rooms  being  inhabited.  Some  houses  which  had  become 
insecure  from  age  and  decay,  were  prevented  from  falling 
into  the  street,  by  huge  beams  of  wood  reared  against 
the  walls,  and  firmly  planted  in  the  road ;  but  even  these 
crazy  dens  seemed  to  have  been  selected  as  the  nightly 
haunts  of  some  houseless  wretches,  for  many  of  the  rough 
boards,  which  supplied  the  place  of  door  and  window, 
were  wrenched  from  their  positions,  to  afford  an  aperture 
wide  enough  for  the  passage  of  a  human  body.  The 
kennel  was  stagnant  and  filthy.  The  very  rats,  which 
here  and  there  lay  putrefying  in  its  rottenness,  were 
hideous  with  famine. 

There  was  neither  knocker  nor  bell-handle  at  the  open 
door  where  Oliver  and  his  master  stopped;  so,  groping 
his  way  cautiously  through  the  dark  passage,  and  bidding 
Oliver  keep  close  to  him  and  not  be  afraid,  the  undertaker 
mounted  to  the  top  of  the  first  flight  of  stairs;  and  stum- 
bling against  a  door  on  the  landing,  rapped  at  it  with  his 
knuckles. 

It  was  opened  by  a  young  girl  of  thirteen  or  fourteen. 
The  undertaker  at  once  saw  enough  of  what  the  room 
contained,  to  know  it  was  the  apartment  to  which  he  had 
been  directed.     He  stepped  in ;  and  Oliver  followed  him. 

There  was  no  fire  in  the  room ;  but  a  man  was  crouch- 
ing, mechanically,  over  the  empty  stove.  An  old  woman, 
too,  had  drawn  a  low  stool  to  the  cold  hearth,  and  was 
sitting  beside  him.  There  were  some  ragged  children  in 
another  corner ;  and  in  a  small  recess,  opposite  the  door, 
there  lay  upon  the  ground,  something  covered  with  an 
old  blanket.  Oliver  shuddered  as  he  cast  his  eyes  to- 
wards the  place,  and  crept  involuntarily  closer  to  his 
master ;  for  though  it  was  covered  up,  the  boy  felt  that 
it  was  a  corpse. 

The  man's  face  was  thin  and  very  pale;  his  hair  and 
beard  were  grizzly ;  and  his  eyes  were  bloodshot.  The 
old  woman's  face  was  wrinkled;  her  two  remaining  teeth 
protruded  over  her  under  lip;  and  her  eyes  were  bright 
and  piercing.  Oliver  was  afraid  to  look  at  either  her  or 
the  man.  They  seemed  so  like  the  rats  he  had  seen  out- 
side. 
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"  Nobody  shall  go  near  her,"  s;iid  the  man,  starting 
fiercely  up,  as  the  undertaker  approached  the  recess. 
"  Keep  back !  D — n  you,  keep  back,  if  you've  a  life  to 
lose ! " 

"  Nonsense,  my  good  man,"  said  the  undertaker,  who 
was  pretty  well  used  to  misery  in  all  its  shapes.  "  Non- 
sense !  " 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  the  man :  clenching  his  hands,  and 
stamping  furiously  on  the  floor, — "I  tell  you  I  won't 
have  her  put  into  the  ground.  She  couldn't  rest  there. 
The  worms  would  worry  her — not  eat  her — she  is  so  worn 
away." 

The  undertaker  offered  no  reply  to  this  raving;  but, 
producing  a  tape  from  his  pocket,  knelt  down  for  a  mo- 
ment by  the  side  of  the  body. 

"Ah!"  said  the  man:  bursting  into  tears,  and  sinking 
on  his  knees  at  the  feet  of  the  dead  woman  ;  "  kneel 
down,  kneel  down — kneel  round  her,  every  one  of  you, 
and  mark  my  words !  I  say  she  was  starved  to  death. 
I  never  knew  how  bad  she  was,  till  the  fever  came  upon 
her;  and  then  her  bones  were  starting  through  the  skin. 
There  was  neither  fire  nor  candle ;  she  died  in  the  dark 
— in  the  dark.  She  couldn't  even  see  her  children's  faces, 
though  we  heard  her  gasping  out  their  names.  I  begged 
for  her  in  the  streets:  and  they  sent  me  to  prison. 
When  I  came  back,  she  was  dying;  and  all  the  blood  in 
my  heart  has  dried  up,  for  they  starved  her  to  death.  I 
swear  it  before  the  God  that  saw  it!  They  starved  her! " 
He  twined  his  hands  in  his  hair;  and,  with  a  loud  scream, 
rolled  grovelling  upon  the  floor:  his  eyes  fixed,  and  the 
foam  gushing  from  his  lips. 

The  terrified  children  cried  bitterly;  but  the  old 
woman,  who  had  hitherto  remained  as  quiet  as  if  she  had 
been  wholly  deaf  to  all  that  passed,  menaced  them  into 
silence ;  and  having  unloosed  the  man's  cravat :  who 
still  remained  extended  on  the  ground :  tottered  towards 
the  undertaker. 

"  She  was  my  daughter,"  said  the  old  woman,  nodding 
her  head  in  the  direction  of  the  corpse ;  and  speaking 
with  an  idiotic  leer,  more  ghastly  than  even  the  presence 
of  death  in  such  a  place.  "  Lord,  Lord !  Well,  it  is 
strange  that  I  who  gave  birth  to  her,  and  was  a  woman 
then,  should  be  alive  and   merry  now ;  and   she  lying 
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there  :  so  cold  and  stiff!  Lord,  Lord  ! — to  think  of  it; — 
it's  as  good  as  a  play — as  good  as  a  play  ! " 

As  the  wretched  creature  mumbled  and  chuckled  is 
her  hideous  merriment,  the  undertaker  turned  to  go  awaj 

"Stop,  stop!"  said  the  old  woman  in  a  loud  whisper. 
"Will  she  be  buried  to-morrow,  or  next  day,  or  to-night  r 
I  laid  her  out ;  and  I  must  walk,  you  know.  Send  me  a 
large  cloak  :  a  good  warm  one  :  for  it  is  bitter  cold.  We 
should  have  cake  and  wine,  too,  before  we  go !  Never 
mind,  send  some  bread — cnly  a  loaf  of  bread  and  a  cup 
of  water.  Shall  we  have  some  bread,  dear  ? "  she  said 
eagerly :  catching  at  the  undertaker's  coat,  as  he  once 
more  moved  towards  the  door. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  the  undertaker,  "  of  course.  Anything, 
everything!"  He  disengaged  himself  from  the  old 
woman's  grasp ;  and,  drawing  Oliver  after  him,  hurried 
away. 

The  next  day,  (the  family  having  been  meanwhile  re- 
lieved with  a  half-quartern  loaf  and  a  piece  of  cheese,  left 
with  them  by  Mr.  Bumble  himself,)  Oliver  and  his  master 
returned  to  the  miserable  abode ;  where  Mr.  Bumble  had 
already  arrived,  accompanied  by  four  men  from  the  work- 
house, who  were  to  act  as  bearers.  An  old  black  coat 
had  bee-n.  thrown  over  the  rags  of  the  old  woman  and  the 
man ;  and  the  bare  coffin  having  been  screwed  down, 
■was  hoisted  on  the  shoulders  of  the  bearers,  and  carried 
into  the  street. 

"  Now,  you  must  put  your  best  leg  foremost,  old  lady !  " 
whispered  Sowerberry  in  the  old  woman's  ear;  "we  are 
rather  late ;  and  it  won't  do,  to  keep  the  clergyman  wait- 
ing.    Move  on,  my  men, — as  quick  as  you  like !  " 

Thus  directed,  the  bearers  trotted  on  under  their  light 
burden ;  and  the  two  mourners  kept  as  near  them,  as 
they  could.  Mr.  Bumble  and  Sowerberry  walked  at  a 
good  smart  pace  in  front ;  and  Oliver,  whose  legs  were 
not  so  long  as  his  master's,  ran  by  his  side. 

There  was  not  so  great  a  necessity  for  hurrying  as  Mr. 
Sowerberry  had  anticipated,  however ;  for  when  they 
reached  the  obscure  corner  of  the  churchyard  in  which 
the  nettles  grew,  and  where  the  parish  graves  were 
made,  the  clergyman  had  not  arrived ;  and  the  clerk, 
who  was  sitting  by  the  vestry-room  fire,  seemed  to  think 
it  by  no  means  improbable  that  it  might  be  an  hour  or 


■±•4  OLIVER  TW1    .  . 

so,  before  he  came.  So,  they  put  the  bier  on  the  brink 
of  the  grave;  and  the  two  mourners  waited  patiently  in 
the  damp  clay,  with  a  cold  rain  drizzling  down:  while 
the  ragged  boys,  whom  the  spectacle  had  attracted  into 
the  churchyard,  playing  a  noisy  game  at  hide-and- 
seek  among  the  tombstones  :  or  varied  their  amusements 
by  jumping  backwards  and  forwards  over  the  coffin.  Mr. 
Sowerberry  and  1  Jumble,  being  personal  friends  of  the 
clerk,  sat  by  the  fire  with  him,  and  read  the  paper. 

At  length,  after  a  lapse  of.  something  more  than  an 
hour,  Mr.  Bumble,  and  Sowerberry,  and  the  clerk,  were 
seen  running  towards  the  grave.  Immediately  after- 
wards, the  clergyman  appeared :  putting  on  his  surplice 
as  he  came  along.  Mr.  Bumble  then  thrashed  a  boy  or 
two,  to  keep  up  appearances ;  and  the  reverend  gentle- 
man, having  read  as  much  of  the  burial  service  as  could 
be  compressed  into  four  minutes,  gave  his  surplice  to  the 
clerk,  and  walked  away  again. 

"  Now,  Bill ! "  said  Sowerberry  to  the  grave-digger, 
«  fill  up." 

It  was  no  very  difficult  task ;  for  the  grave  was  so  full, 
that  the  uppermost  coffin  was  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
surface.  The  grave-digger  shovelled  in  the  earth ; 
stamped  it  loosely  down  with  his  feet ;  shouldered  his 
spade ;  and  walked  off,  followed  by  the  boys,  who  mur- 
mured very  loud  complaints  at  the  fun  being  over  so 
soon. 

"Come,  my  good  fellow!"  said  Bumble,  tapping  thv. 
man  on  the  back.     "  They  want  to  shut  up  the  yard." 

The  man  who  had  never  once  moved,  since  he  had 
taken  his  station  by  the  grave  side,  started,  raised  his 
head,  stared  at  the  person  who  had  addressed  him,  walked 
forward  for  a  few  paces  ;  and  fell  down  in  a  swoon.  The 
crazy  old  woman  was  too  much  occupied  in  bewailing  the 
loss  of  her  cloak  (which  the  undertaker  had  taken  off),  to 
pay  him  any  attention  ;  so  they  threw  a  can  of  cold  water 
over  him  ;  and  when  he  came  to,  saw  him  safely  out  of 
the  churchyard,  locked  the  gate,  and  departed  on  their 
different  ways. 

"  Well,  Oliver,"  said  Sowerberry,  as  they  walked  home, 
"  how  do  you  like  it  ?  " 

"  Pretty  well,  thank  you,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver,  with 
considerable  hesitation.     "  Not  very  much,  Sir." 
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"  Ah,  you'll  get  used  to  it  in  time,  Oliver,"  said  Sower- 
berry.     "  Nothing  when  you  are  used  to  it,  my  boy." 

Oliver  wondered,  in  his  own  mind,  whether  it  had 
taken  a  very  long  time  to  get  Mr.  Sowerberry  used  to  it. 
But  he  thought  it  better  not  to  ask  the  question ;  and 
walked  back  to  the  shop :  thinking  over  all  he  had  seen 
and  heard. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

OLIVEE,    BEING    GOADED    BT    THE    TAUNTS    OF  NOAH,    ROUSES 
INTO  ACTION,  AND  RATHER    ASTONISHES  HIM. 

The  month's  trial  over,  Oliver  was  formally  apprenticed. 
It  was  a  nice  sickly  season  just  at  this  time.  In  com- 
mercial phrase,  coffins  were  looking  up ;  and,  in  tbe 
course  of  a  few  weeks,  Oliver  had  acquired  a  great  deal 
of  experience.  The  success  of  Mr.  Sowerberry's  ingenious 
speculation,  exceeded  even  his  most  sanguine  hopes. 
The  oldest  inhabitants  recollected  no  period  at  which 
measles  had  been  so  prevalent,  or  so  fatal  to  infant  exist- 
ence ;  and  many  were  the  mournful  processions  which 
little  Oliver  headed,  in  a  hat-band  reaching  down  to  his 
knees  :  to  the  indescribable  aainiration  and  emotion  of 
all  the  mothers  in  the  town.  As  Oliver  accompanied  his 
master  in  most  of  his  adult  expeditions,  too,  in  order 
that  he  might  acquire  that  equanimity  of  demeanor  and 
full  command  of  nerve,  which  are  so  essential  to  a  finished 
undertaker,  he  had  many  opportunities  of  observing  the 
beautiful  resignation  and  fortitude  with  which  some 
strong-minded  people  bear  their  trials  and  losses. 

For  instance ;  when  Sowerberry  had  an  order  for  the 
burial  of  some  rich  old  lady  or  gentleman,  who  was  sur- 
rounded by  a  great  number  of  nephews  and  nieces,  who 
had  been  perfectly  inconsolable  during  the  previous  ill- 
ness, and  whose  grief  had  been  wholly  irrepressible  even 
on  the  most  public  occasions ;  they  would  be  as  happy 
among  themselves  as  need  be — quite  cheerful  and  con- 
tented: conversing  together,  with  as  much  freedom  and 
gayety,  as  if  nothing  whatever  had  happened  to  disturb 
them.  Husbands,  too,  bore  the  loss  of  their  wives  with 
the  most  heroic  calmness.     Wives,  again,  put  on  weeds 
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for  their  husbands,  as  if,  so  far  from  grieving  in  the  garb 
of  sorrow,  they  had  made  up  their  minds  to  render  it  as 
becoming  and  attractive  as  possible.  It  was  observable, 
too,  that  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  were  in  passions  of 
anguish  during  the  ceremony  of  interment,  recovered  al- 
most as  soon  as  they  reached  home  ;  and  became  quite 
composed  before  the  tea-drinking  was  over.  All  this  was 
very  pleasant  and  improving  to  see  ;  and  Oliver  beheld  it 
with  great  admiration. 

That  Oliver  Twist  was  moved  to  resignation  by  the  ex- 
ample of  these  good  people,  I  cannot,  although  I  am  his 
biographer,  undertake  to  affirm  with  any  degree  of  con- 
fidence; but  I  can  most  distinctly  say,  that  for  many 
months  he  continued  meekly  to  submit  to  the  domination 
and  ill-treatment  of  Noah  Claypole :  who  used  him  far 
worse  than  before,  now  that  his  jealousy  was  roused  by 
seeing  the  new  boy  promoted  to  the  black  stick  and  hat- 
band, while  he,  the  old  one,  remained  stationary  in  the 
muffin-cap  and  leathers.  Charlotte  treated  him  badly, 
because  Noah  did ;  and  Mrs.  Sowerberry  was  his  decided 
enemy,  because  Mr.  Sowerberry  was  disposed  to  be  his 
friend ;  so,  between  these  three  on  one  side,  and  a  glut  of 
funerals  on  the  other,  Oliver  was  not  altogether  as  com- 
fortable as  a  hungry  pig  was,  when  he  was  shut  up,  by 
mistake,  in  the  grain  department  of  a  brewery. 

And  now  I  come  to  a  very  important  passage  in  Oliver's 
history ;  for  I  have  to  record  an  act,  slight  and  unimpor- 
tant perhaps  in  appearance,  but  which  indirectly  pro- 
duced a  most  material  change  in  all  his  future  prospects 
and  proceedings. 

One  day,  Oliver  and  Noah  had  descended  into  the 
kitchen  at  the  usual  dinner-hour,  to  banquet  upon  a 
small  joint  of  mutton — a  pound  and  a  half  of  the  worst 
end  of  the  neck— when,  Charlotte  being  called  out  of  the 
way,  there  ensued  a  brief  interval  of  time,  which  Noah 
Claypole,  being  hungry  and  vicious,  considered  he  could 
not  possibly  devote  to  a  worthier  purpose  than  aggravat- 
ing and  tantalizing  young  Oliver  Twist. 

Intent  upon  this  innocent  amusement,  Noah  put  his 
feet  on  the  table-cloth;  and  pulled  Oliver's  hair;  and 
twitched  his  ears;  and  expressed  his  opinion  that  he  was 
a  "sneak;  "  and  furthermore  announced  his  intention  of 
coming  to  see  him  hanged,  whenever  that  desirable  event 
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should  take  place ;  and  entered  upon  various  other  topics 
of  petty  annoyance,  like  a  malicious  and  ill-conditioned 
charity-boy  as  he  was.  But,  none  of  these  taunts  pro- 
ducing the  desired  effect  of  making  Oliver  cry,  Noah  at- 
tempted to  be  more  facetious  still;  and  in  this  attempt, 
did  what  many  small  wits,  with  far  greater  reputations 
than  Noah,  sometimes  do  to  this  day,  when  they  want  to 
be  funny.     He  got  rather  personal. 

"  Work'us,"    said   Noah,  "  how's  your  mother  ?  " 

"  She's  dead,"  replied  Oliver  ;  "  don't  you  say  anything 
about  her  to  me !  " 

Oliver's  color  rose  as  he  said  this ;  he  breathed  quickly  ; 
and  there  was  a  curious  working  of  the  mouth  and  nos- 
trils, which  Mr.  Claypole  thought  must  be  the  immediate 
precursor  of  a  violent  fit  of  crying.  Under  this  impression 
he  returned  to  the  oharge. 

"  What  did  she  die  of,  Work'us  ?  "  said  Noah. 

"  Of  a  broken  heart,  some  of  our  old  nurses  told  me," 
replied  Oliver  :  more  as  if  he  were  talking  to  himself, 
than  answering  Noah.  "  I  think  I  know  what  it  must  be 
to  die  of  that ! " 

"  Tol  de  rol  lol  lol,  right  fol  lairy,  Work'us,"  said  Noah, 
as  a  tear  rolled  down  Oliver's  cheek.  "  What's  set  you 
a  snivelling  now  ?  " 

"  Not  you,''''  replied  Oliver,  hastily  brushing  the  tear 
away.     "  Don't  think  it." 

"  Oh,  not  me,  eh  ?  "  sneered  Noah. 

"No,  not  you,"  replied  Oliver,  sharply.  "  There  ; 
that's  enough.  Don't  say  anything  more  to  me  about 
her  ;   you'd  better  not !  " 

"  Better  not !  "  exclaimed  Noah.  "  Well !  Better 
not!  Work'us,  don't  be  impudent.  Your  mother,  too  ! 
She  was  a  nice  'un,  she  was.  Oh,  Lor  !  "  And  here,  Noah 
nodded  his  head  expressively  ;  and  curled  up  as  much  of 
his  small  red  nose  as  muscular  action  could  collect  to- 
gether, for  the  occasion. 

"  Yer  know,  Work'us,"  continued  Noah,  emboldened  by 
Oliver's  silence,  and  speaking  in  a  jeering  tone  of  af- 
fected pity:  of  all  tones  the  most  annoying:  "Yer 
know,  Work'us,  it  carn't  be  helped  now  ;  and  of  course 
yer  couldn't  help  it  then  ;  and  I'm  very  sorry  for  it ;  and 
I'm  sure  we  all  are,  and  pity  yer  very  much.     But  yer 
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must  know,  Work'us,  yer  mother  was  a  regular  right- 
down  bad  im." 

"  What  did  you  say  ?  "  inquired  Oliver,  looking  up  very 
quickly. 

"  A  regular  right-down  bad  'nn,  Work'us,"  replied 
Noah,  coolly.  "  And  it's  a  great  deal  better,  Work'us, 
that  she  died  when  she  did,  or  else  she'd  have  been  hard 
laboring  in  Bridewell,  or  transported,  or  hung  :  which  is 
more  likely  than  either,  isn't  it?" 

Crimson  with  fury,  Oliver  started  up  ;  overthrew  the 
chair  and  table  ;  seized  Noah  by  the  throat ;  shook  him, 
in  the  violence  of  his  rage,  till  his  teeth  chattered  in  his 
head;  and,  collecting  his  whole  force  into  one  heavy  blow, 
felled  him  to  the  ground. 

A  minute  ago,  the  boy  had  looked  the  quiet,  mild,  de- 
jected creature  that  harsh  treatment  had  made  him.  But 
his  spirit  was  roused  at  last ;  the  cruel  insult  to  his  dead 
mother  had  set  his  blood  on  fire.  His  breast  heaved  ; 
his  attitude  was  erect ;  his  eye  bright  and  vivid  ;  his 
whole  person  changed,  as  he  stood  glaring  over  the 
cowardly  tormentor  who  now  lay  crouching  at  his  feet : 
and  defied  him  with  an  energy  he  had  never  known 
before. 

"He'll  murder  me!"  blubbered  Noah.  "Charlotte', 
missis  !  Here's  the  new  boy  a  murdering  of  me  !  Help  ! 
help !     Oliver's  gone  mad  !     Char — lotte  !  " 

Noah's  shouts  were  responded  to,  by  aloud  scream  from 
Charlotte,  and  a  louder  from  Mrs.  Sowerberry  ;  the 
former  of  whom  rushed  into  the  kitchen  by  a  side-door: 
while  the  latter  paused  on  the  staircase  till  she  was  quite 
certain  that  it  was  consistent  with  the  preservation  of 
human  life,  to  come  further  down. 

"Oh,  you  little  wretch !"  screamed  Charlotte;  seiz- 
ing Oliver  with  her  utmost  force,  which  was  about  equal 
to  that  of  a  moderately  strong  man  in  particularly  good 
training,  "  Oh,  you  little  un-grate-ful,  mur-de-rous,  hor-rid 
vil-lain  !  "  And  between  every  syllable,  Charlotte  gave 
Oliver  a  blow  with  all  her  might  :  accompanying  it  with 
a  scream,  for  the  benefit  of  society. 

Charlotte's  fist  was  by  no  means  a  light  one  ;  but,  lest 
it  should  not  be  effectual  in  calming  Oliver's  wrath,  Mrs. 
Sowerberry  plunged  into  the  kitchen,  and  assisted  to  hold 
him  with  one  hand,  while  she  scratched  his  face  with  the 
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other.  In  this  favorable  position  of  affairs,  Noah  rose 
from  the  ground  :  and  pommelled  him  behind. 

This  was  rather  too  violent  exercise  to  last  long.  When 
they  were  all  three  wearied  out,  and  could  tear  and  beat 
no  longer,  they  dragged  Oliver,  struggling  and  shouting, 
but  nothing  daunted,  into  the  dust-cellar,  and  there  locked 
him  up.  This  being  done,  Mrs.  Sowerberry  sank  into  ? 
chair,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"  Bless  her,  she's  going  off !  "  said  Charlotte.  "  A  glass 
of  water,  Noah,  dear.     Make  haste." 

"Oh!  Charlotte,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry:  speaking  as 
well  as  she  could,  through  a  deficiency  of  breath,  and  a 
sufficiency  of  cold  water,  which  Noah  had  poured  over 
her  head  and  shoulders.  "  Oh  !  Charlotte,  what  a  mercy 
we  have  not  all  been  murdered  in  our  beds !  " 

".Ah!  mercy  indeed,  ma'am,"  was  the  reply.  "  I  only 
hope~this  '11  teach  master  not  to  have  any  more  of  these 
dreadful  creatures,  that  are  born  to  be  murderers  and 
robbers  from  their  very  cradle.  Poor  Noah  !  He  was  all 
but  killed,  ma'am,  when  I  come  in." 

"  Poor  fellow  ! "  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry  :  looking  pit- 
eously  on  the  charity-boy. 

Noah,  whose  top  waistcoat-button  might  have  been 
somewhere  on  a  level  with  the  crown  of  Oliver's  head, 
rubbed  his  eyes  with  the  inside  of  his  wrirjts  while  this 
commiseration  was  bestowed  upon  him,  and  performed 
some  effecting  tears  and  sniffs. 

"  What's  to  be  done !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Sowerberry 
"Your  master's  not  at  home  ;  there's  not  a  man  in  the 
house  ;  and  he'll  kick  that  door  down,  in  ten  minutes.'' 
Oliver's  vigorous  plunges  against  the  bit  of  timber  in 
question,  rendered  this  occurrence  highly  probable. 

"Dear,  dear!  I  don't  know,  ma'am,"  said  Charlotte- 
"  unless  we  send  for  the  police-officers." 

"  Or  the  millingtary,"  suggested  Mr.  Claypole. 

"No,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry:  bethinking  her- 
self of  Oliver's  old  friend.  "  Run  to  Mr.  Bumble,  Noah. 
and  tell  him  to  come  here  directly,  and  not  to  lose  a 
minute  ;  never  mind  your  cap !  Make  haste  !  You  can 
hold  a  knife  to  that  black  eye,  as  you  run  along  ;  and  it'll 
keep  the  swelling  down." 

Noah  stopped  to  make  no  reply,  but  started  off  at  his 
fullest  speed  ;  and  very  much  astonished  the  people  who 
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were  out  walking,  to  see  a  charity-hoy  tearing  through 
the  streets  pell-mell :  with  no  cap  on  his  head,  and  a  clasp- 
knife  at  his  eye. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

OLIVER   CONTINUES   REFRACTORY. 

Noah  Clatpole  ran  along  the  streets  at  his  swiftest 
pace  ;  and  paused  not  once  for  breath,  until  he  reached 
the  workhouse-gate.  Having  rested  here,  for  a  minute 
or  so,  to  collect  a  good  burst  of  sods  and  an  imposing 
show  of  tears  and  terror,  he  knocked  loudly  at  the 
wicket ;  and  presented  such  a  rueful  face  to  the  aged 
pauper  who  opened  it,  that  even  he,  who  saw  nothing  but 
rueful  faces  about  him  at  the  best  of  times,  started  back 
in  astonishment. 

"  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  the  boy  !  "  said  the  old 
pauper. 

"  Mr.  Bumble !  Mr.  Bumble !  "  cried  Noah,  with  a  well- 
affected  dismay  :  and  in  tones  so  loud  and  agitated,  that 
they  not  only  caught  the  ear  of  Mr.  Bumble  himself,  who 
happened  to  be  hard  by,  but  alarmed  him  so  much  that 
he  rushed  into  the  yard  without  his  cocked  hat, — which 
is  a  very  curious  and  remarkable  circumstance  :  as 
showing  that  even  a  beadle,  acted  upon  by  a  sudden 
and  powerful  impulse,  may  be  afflicted  with  a  momentary 
visitation  of  loss  of  self-possession,  and  forgetfulness  of 
personal  dignity. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Bumble,  Sir  !  "  said  Noah  :  «  Oliver,  Sir,— 
Oliver  has " 

"What?  What?"  interposed  Mr.  Bumble:  with  a 
gleam  of  pleasure  in  his  metallic  eyes.  "Not  run  away; 
he  hasn't  run  away,  has  he,  Noah?  " 

"No,  Sir,  no.  Not  run  away,  Sir,  but  he's  turned 
wicious,"  replied  Noah.  "  He  tried  to  murder  me,  Sir  ; 
and  then  he  tried  to  murder  Charlotte ;  and  then  missis. 
Oh  !  what  dreadful  pain  it  is !  Such  agony,  please,  Sir ! " 
And  here,  Noah  writhed  and  twisted  his  body  into  an 
extensive  variety  of  eel-like  positions;  thereby  giving 
Mr.  Bumble  to  understand  that,  from  the  violent  and 
sanguinary  onset  of    Oliver  Twist,   he  had    sustained 
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severe  internal  injury  and  damage,  from  which  he  was  at 
that  moment  suffering  the  acutest  torture. 

When  Noah  saw  that  the  intelligence  he  communicated 
perfectly  paralyzed  Mr.  Bumble,  he  imparted  additional 
effect  thereunto,  by  bewailing  his  dreadful  wounds  ten 
times  louder  than  before ;  and,  when  he  observed  a 
gentleman  in  a  white  waistcoat  crossing  the  yard,  he  was 
more  tragic  in  his  lamentations  than  ever :  rightly  con- 
ceiving it  highly  expedient  to  attract  the  notice,  and 
rouse  the  indignation,  of  the  gentleman  aforesaid. 

The  gentleman's  notice  was  very  soon  attracted ;  for 
he  had  not  walked  three  paces,  when  he  turned  angrily 
round,  and  inquired  what  that  young  cur  was  howling 
for ;  and  why  Mr.  Bumble  did  not  favor  him  with  some- 
thing which  would  render  the  series  of  vocular  exclama- 
tions so  designated,  an  involuntary  process. 

"It's  a  poor  boy  from  the  free-school,  Sir,"  replied  Mr. 
Bumble,  "  who  has  been  nearly  murdered — all  but  mur- 
dered, Sir — by  young  Twist." 

"By  Jove!"  exclaimed  the  gentlemen  in  the  white 
waistcoat,  stopping  short  "  I  knew  it !  I  felt  a  strange 
presentiment  from  the  very  first,  that  that  audacious 
young  savage  would  come  to  be  hung !  " 

"  He  has  likewise  attempted,  Sir,  to  murder  the  female 
servant,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  with  a  face  of  ashy  paleness. 

"And  his  missis,"  interposed  Mr.  Claypole. 

"  And  his  master,  too,  I  think  you  said,  Noah  ?  "  added 
Mr.  Bumble. 

"  No ;  he's  out,  or  he  would  have  murdered  him,"  re- 
plied Noah. 

"  He  said  he  wanted  to." 

"Ah!  said  he  wanted  to :  did  he,  my  boy?"  inquired 
the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  replied  Noah.  "And  please,  Sir,  missis 
wants  to  know  whether  Mr.  Bumble  can  spare  time  to 
step  up  there,  directly,  and  flog  him  :  'cause  master's  out." 

"  Certainly,  my  boy  ;  certainly,"  said  the  gentleman  in 
the  white  waistcoat  :  smiling  benignly,  and  patting 
Noah's  head,  which  was  about  three  inches  higher  than 
his  own.  You're  a  good  boy — a  very  good  boy.  Here's 
a  penny  for  you.  Bumble,  just  step  up  to  Sowerberry's 
with  your  cane,  and  see  what's  best  to  be  done.  Don't 
spare  him,  Bumble." 


52  OLIVER  TWIST. 

"  No,  \  will  not,  Sir,"  replied  the  beadle:  adjusting  the 
wax-end  which  was  twisted  round  the  bottom  of  his  cane, 
for  purposes  of  parochial  flagellation. 

"Tell  Sowerberry  not  to  spare  him  either.  They'll 
never  do  anything  with  him,  without  stripes  and  bruises," 
said  the  gentleman  in  the  white  waistcoat. 

"  I'll  take  care,  Sir,"  replied  the  beadle.  And  the 
cocked  hat  and  cane  having  been,  by  this  time,  adjusted 
tn  their  owner's  satisfaction  :  Mr.  Bumble  and  Noah 
Claypole  betook  themselves  with  all  speed  to  the  under- 
taker's shop. 

Here,  the  position  of  affairs  had  not  at  all  improved : 
as  Sowerberry  had  not  yet  returned,  and  Oliver  continued 
to  kick,  with  undiminished  vigor,  at  the  cellar-door.  The 
accounts  of  his  ferocity,  as  related  by  Mrs.  Sowerberry 
and  Charlotte,  were  of  so  startling  a  nature,  that  Mr. 
Bumble  judged  it  prudent  to  parley,  before  opening  the 
door.  With  this  view,  he  gave  a  kick  at  the  outside,  by 
way  of  prelude ;  and  then,  applying  his  mouth  to  the 
keyhole,  said,  in  a  deep  and  impressive  tone  : 

"Oliver!" 

"  Come  ;  you  let  me  out!  "  replied  Oliver,  from  the  in- 
side. 

"  Do  you  know  this  here  voice,  Oliver  ? "  said  Mr. 
Bumble. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Oliver. 

"Ain't  you  afraid  of  it,  Sir?  Ain't  you  a- trembling 
while  I  speak,  Sir?"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  No  !  "  replied  Oliver,  boldly. 

An  answer  so  different  from  the  one  he  had  expected 
to  elicit,  and  was  in  the  habit  of  receiving,  staggered  Mr. 
Bumble  not  a  little.  He  stepped  back  from  the  keyhole  ; 
drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height;  and  looked  from  one 
to  another  of  the  three  bystanders,  in  mute  astonishment. 

"Oh,  you  know,  Mr.  Bumble,  he  must  be  mad,"  said 
Mrs.  Sowerberry.  ■ "  No  boy  in  half  his  senses  could  ven- 
ture to  speak  so  to  you." 

"  It's  not  Madness,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble,  after 
a  few  moments  of  deep  meditation.     "  It's  Meat." 

"What?"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Sowerberry. 

"Meat,  ma'am,  meat,"  replied  Bumble,  with  stern  em- 
phasis. "  You've  overfed  him,  ma'am.  You've  raised  a 
artificial  soul  and  spirit  in  him,  ma'am,  unbecoming  a  per- 
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son  of  his  condition  :  as  the  board,  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  who 
are  practical  philosophers,  will  tell  you.  What  have  pau- 
pers to  do  with  soul  or  spirit?  It's  quite  enough  that  we 
let  'em  have  live  bodies.  If  you  had  kept  the  boy  on  gruel, 
ma'am,  this  would  never  have  happened." 

"  Dear,  dear !  "  ejaculated  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  piously  rais- 
ing her  eyes  to  the  kitchen  ceiling :  "  this  comes  of  being 
liberal ! " 

The  liberality  of  Mrs.  Sowerberry  to  Oliver,  had  con- 
sisted in  a  profuse  bestowal  upon  him  of  all  the  dirty 
odds  and  ends  which  nobody  else  would  eat ;  so,  there 
was  a  great  deal  of  meekness  and  self-devotion  in  her 
voluntarily  remaining  under  Mr.  Bumble's  heavy  accusa- 
tion ;  of  which,  to  do  her  justice,  she  was  wholly  innocent, 
in  thought,  word,  or  deed. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Mr.  Bumble,  when  the  lady  brought  her 
eyes  down  to  earth  again ;  "  the  only  thing  that  can  be 
done  now,  that  I  know  of,  is  to  leave  him  in  the  cellar  for 
a  day  or  so,  till  he's  a  little  starved  down ;  and  then  to 
take  him  out,  and  keep  him  on  gruel  all  through  his 
apprenticeship.  He  comes  of  a  bad  family.  Excitable 
natures,  Mrs.  Sowerberry!  Both  the  nurse  and  doctor 
said,  that  that  mother  of  his  made  her  way  here,  against 
difficulties  and  pain  that  would  have  killed  any  well-dis- 
posed woman,  weeks  before." 

At  this  point  of  his  Mr.  Bumble's  discourse,  Oliver,  just 
hearing  enough  to  know  that  some  further  allusion  was 
being  made  to  his  mother,  recommenced  kicking,  with 
a  violence  that  rendered  every  other  sound  inaudible. 
Sowerberry  returned  at  this  juncture ;  Oliver's  offence 
having  been  explained  to  him,  with  such  exaggerations  as 
the  ladies  thought  best  calculated  to  rouse  his  ire :  he  un- 
locked the  cellar-door  in  a  twinkling,  and  dragged  his 
rebellious  apprentice  out,  by  the  collar. 

Oliver's  clothes  had  been  torn  in  the  beating  he  had 
received,  his  face  was  bruised  and  scratched  ;  and  his  hair 
scattered  over  his  forehead.  The  angry  flush  had  not 
disappeared,  however ;  and  when  he  was  pulled  out  of  his 
prison,  he  scowled  boldly  on  Noah,  and  looked  quite  un- 
dismayed. 

"  Now,  you  are  a  nice  young  fellow,  ain't  you  ?  "  said 
Sowerberry  :  giving  Oliver  a  shake,  and  a  box  on  the  ear. 

"  He  called  my  mother  names,"  replied  Oliver. 
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"Well,  and  what  if  he  did,  you  little  ungrateful 
wretch?"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry.  "She  deserved  what 
he  said,  and  worse." 

"  She  didn't,"  said  Oliver. 

"  She  did,"  said  Mrs.  Sowerberry. 

"It's  a  lie!"  said  Oliver. 

Mrs.  Sowerberry  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

This  flood  of  tears  left  Sowerberry  no  alternative.  If 
he  had  hesitated  for  one  instant  to  punish  Oliver  most 
severely,  it  must  be  quite  clear  to  every  experienced  reader, 
that  he  would  have  been,  according  to  all  precedents  in 
disputes  of  matrimony  established,  a  brute,  an  unnatural 
husband,  an  insulting  creature,  a  base  imitation  of  a  man  ; 
and  various  other  agreeable  characters  too  numerous  for 
recital  within  the  limits  of  this  chapter.  To  do  him  jus- 
tice, he  was,  as  far  as  his  power  went — it  was  not  very 
extensive — kindly  disposed  towards  the  boy;  perhaps 
because  it  was  his  interest  to  be  so ;  perhaps  because  his 
wite  disliked  him.  The  flood  of  tears,  however,  left  him 
no  resource ;  so  he  at  once  gave  him  a  drubbing,  which 
satisfied  even  Mrs.  Sowerberry  herself ;  and  rendered  Mr. 
Bumble's  subsequent  application  of  the  parochial  cane, 
rather  unnecessary.  For  the  rest  of  the  day,  he  was  shut 
up  in  the  back  kitchen,  in  company  with  a  pump  and  a  slice 
of  bread ;  and,  at  night,  Mrs.  Sowerberry,  after  making 
various  remarks  outside  the  door,  by  no  means  compli- 
mentary to  the  memory  of  his  mother,  looked  into  the 
room:  and,  amidst  the  jeers  and  pointings  of  Noah  and 
Charlotte,  ordered  him  upstairs  to  his  dismal  bed. 

It  was  not  until  he  was  left  alone  in  the  silence  and 
stillness  of  the  gloomy  workshop  of  the  undertaker,  that 
Oliver  gave  way  to  the  feelings  which  the  day's  treatment 
may  be  supposed  likely  to  have  awakened  in  a  mere  child, 
lie  had  listened  to  their  taunts  with  a  look  of  contempt; 
he  had  borne  the  lash  without  a  cry :  for  he  felt  that  pride 
swelling  in  his  heart  which  would  have  kept  down  a  shriek 
to  the  last,  though  they  had  roasted  him  alive.  But  now, 
when  there  were  none  to  see  or  hear  him,  he  fell  upon  his 
knees  on  the  floor ;  and,  hiding  his  face  in  his  hands,  wept 
such  tears  as,  God  send  for  the  credit  of  our  nature, 
few  so  young  may  ever  have  cause  to  pour  out  before 
Him ! 

For  a  long:  time,  Oliver  remained  motionless  in  this  at- 
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titude.  The  candle  was  burning  low  in  the  socket  when 
he  rose  to  his  feet.  Having  gazed  cautiously  round  him, 
and  listened  intently,  he  gently  undid  the  fastenings  of  the 
door,  and  looked  abroad. 

It  was  a  cold,  dark  night.  The  stars  seemed,  to  the 
boy's  eyes,  farther  from  the  earth  than  he  had  ever  seen 
them  before;  there  was  no  wind;  and  the  sombre  shad- 
ows thrown  by  the  trees  upon  the  ground,  looked  sepul- 
chral and  death-like,  from  being  so  still.  He  softly  re- 
closed  the  door ;  and,  having  availed  himself  of  the  expir- 
ing light  of  the  candle  to  tie  up  in  a  handkerchief  the  few 
articles  of  wearing  apparel  he  had,  sat  himself  down  upon 
a  bench,  to  wait  for  morning. 

With  the  first  ray  of  light  that  struggled  through  the 
crevices  in  the  shutters,  Oliver  arose,  and  again  unbarred 
the  door.  One  timid  look  around — one  moment's  pause 
of  hesitation — he  had  closed  it  behind  him,  and  was  in  the 
^pen  street. 

He  looked  to  the  right  and  to  the  left,  uncertain 
whither  to  fly.  He  remembered  to  have  seen  the  wagons, 
as  they  went  out,  toiling  up  the  hill.  He  took  the  same 
route  ;  and  arriving  at  a  footpath  across  the  fields  :  which 
he  knew,  after  some  distance,  led  out  again  into  the  road  : 
struck  into  it,  and  walked  quickly  on. 

Along  this  same  footpath,  Oliver  well  remembered  he 
had  trotted  beside  Mr.  Bumble,  when  he  first  carried  him 
to  the  workhouse  from  the  farm.  His  way  lay  directly 
in  front  of  the  cottage.  His  heart  beat  quickly  when  he 
bethought  himself  of  this ;  and  he  half  resolved  to  turn 
back.  He  had  come  a  long  way  though,  and  should  lose 
a  great  deal  of  time  by  doing  so.  Besides,  it  was  so  early 
that  there  was  very  little  fear  of  his  being  seen ;  so  he 
walked  on. 

He  reached  the  house.  There  was  no  appearance  of  its 
inmates  stirring  at  that  early  hour.  Oliver  stopped,  and 
peeped  into  the  garden.  A  child  was  weeding  one  of  the 
little  beds ;  and  as  he  stopped,  he  raised  his  pale  face, 
and  disclosed  the  features  of  one  of  his  former  companions. 
Oliver  felt  glad  to  see  him,  before  he  went;  for,  though 
younger  than  himself,  he  had  been  his  little  friend  and 
playmate.  They  had  been  beaten,  and  starved,  and  shut 
up  together,  many  and  many  a  time. 

"Hush,  Dick !  "  said  Oliver,  as  the  boy  ran  to  the  gate. 
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and  thrust  his  thin  arm  between  the  rails  to  greet  him. 

l-  Is  any  one  up?  " 

"  Nobody  but  me,"  replied  the  child. 

"You  mustn't  say  you  saw  me,  Dick," said  Oliver.  "I 
am  running  away.  They  beat  and  ill-use  me,  Dick;  and 
I  am  going  to  seek  my  fortune,  some  long  way  off.  I 
don't  know  where,     flow  oak'  you  are!" 

"I  heard  the  doctor  tell  them  I  was  dying,"  replied  the 
child  with  a  faint  smile.  "I  am  very  glad  to  see  you, 
dear;  but  don't  stop,  don't  stop!  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  will,  to  say  good-bye  to  you,"  replied 
Oliver.  "  I  shall  see  you  again,  Dick  ;  I  know  I  shall. 
You  will  be  well  and  happy  !  " 

"  I  hope  so,"  replied  the  child.  "  After  I  am  dead,  but 
not  before.  I  know  the  doctor  must  be  right,  Oliver,  be- 
cause I  dream  so  much  of  Heaven  and  Angels ;  and  kind 
faces  that  I  never  see  when  I  am  awake.  Kiss  me,"  said 
the  child,  climbing  up  the  low  gate,  and  flinging  his  little 
arms  round  Oliver's  neck  :  "  Good-bye,  dear  !  God  bless 
you ! " 

The  blessing  was  from  a  young  child's  lips,  but  it  was 
the  first  that  Oliver  had  ever  heard  invoked  upon  his 
head ;  and  through  all  the  struggles  and  sufferings,  and 
troubles  and  changes,  of  his  after  life,  he  never  once  for- 
got it. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

OLIVER  WALKS  TO  LONDON.   nE  ENCOUNTERS  ON  THE  ROAD 
A  STRANGE  SORT  OF  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN. 

Oliver  reached  the  stile  at  which  the  bypath  ter- 
minated ;  and  once  more  gained  the  high-road.  It  was 
eight  o'clock  now.  Though  he  was  nearly  five  miles  away 
from  the  town,  he  ran,  and  hid  behind  the  hedges,  by 
turns,  till  noon:  fearing  that  he  might  be  pursued  and 
overtaken.  Then  he  sat  down  to  rest  by  the  side  of  the 
milestone ;  and  began  to  think,  for  the  first  time,  where 
he  had  better  go  and  try  to  live. 

The  stone  by  which  he  was  seated,  bore,  in  large 
characters,  an  intimation  that  it  was  just  seventy  miles 
from  that  spot  to  London.     The  name  awakened  a  new 
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train  of  ideas  in  the  boy's  mind.  London ! — that  great 
large  place ! — nobody — not  even  Mr.  Bumble — could  ever 
find  him  there !  He  had  often  heard  the  old  men  in  the 
workhouse,  too,  say  that  no  lad  of  spirit  need  want  in 
London ;  and  that  there  were  ways  of  living  in  that  vast 
city,  which  those  who  had  been  bred  up  in  country  parts 
had  no  idea  of.  It  was  the  very  place  for  a  homeless  boy, 
who  must  die  in  the  streets  unless  some  one  helped  him. 
As  these  things  passed  through  his  thoughts,  he  jumped 
upon  his  feet,  and  again  walked  forward. 

He  had  diminished  the  distance  between  himself  and 
London  by  full  four  miles  more,  before  he  recollected  how 
much  he  must  undergo  ere  he  could  hope  to  reach  his 
place  of  destination.*  As  this  consideration  forced  itself 
upon  him,  he  slackened  his  pace  a  little,  and  meditated 
upon  his  means  of  getting  there.  He  had  a  crust  of  bread, 
a  coarse  shirt,  and  two  pairs  of  stockings,  in  his  bundle. 
He  had  a  penny  too — a  gift  of  Sowerberry's  after  some 
funeral  in  which  he  had  acquitted  himself  more  than  or- 
dinarily well — in  his  pocket.  "  A  clean  shirt,"  thought 
Oliver,  "  is  a  very  comfortable  thing,  very ;  and  so  are 
two  pairs  of  darned  stockings  ;  and  so  is  a  penny ;  but  they 
are  small  helps  to  a  sixty-five  miles'  walk  in  winter  time." 
But  Oliver's  thoughts,  like  those  of  most  other  people, 
although  they  were  extremely  ready  and  active  to  point 
out  his  difficulties,  were  wholly  at  a  loss  to  suggest  any 
feasible  mode  of  surmounting  them ;  so,  after  a  good 
deal  of  thinking  to  no  particular  purpose,  he  changed 
his  little  bundle  over  to  the  other  shoulder,  and  trudged 
on. 

Oliver  walked  twenty  miles  that  day ;  and  all  that  time 
tasted  nothing  but  the  crust  of  dry  bread,  and  a  few 
draughts  of  water,  which  he  begged  at  the  cottage-doors  by 
the  road-side.  When  the  night  came,  he  turned  into  a 
meadow ;  and,  creeping  close  under  a  hay-rick,  determined 
to  lie  there,  till  morning.  He  felt  frightened  at  first,  for 
the  wind  moaned  dismally  over  the  empty  fields :  and  he 
was  cold  and  hungry,  and  more  alone  than  he  had  ever 
felt  before.  Being  very  tired  with  his  walk,  however,  he 
soon  fell  asleep  and  forgot  his  troubles. 

He  felt  cold  and  stiff,  when  he  got  up  next  morning, 
and  so  hungry  that  he  was  obliged  to  exchange  the  penny 
for  a  small  loaf,  in  the  very  first  village  through  which 
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be  passed.  ITe  had  walked  no  more  than  twelve  miles, 
when  night  closed  in  again ;  for  his  feet  were  sore,  and 
his  legs  so  weak  that  they  trembled  beneath  him. 
Another  night  passed  in  the  bleak  damp  air,  made  him 
worse  ;  and  when  he  set  forward  on  his  journey  next 
morning,  he  could  hardly  crawl  along. 

lie  waited  at  the  bottom  of  a  steep  hill  till  a  stage-coach 
came  up,  and  then  begged  of  the  outside  passengers;  but 
there  were  very  few  who  took  any  notice  of  him  :  and 
even  (hose  told  him  to  wait  till  they  got  to  the  top  of  the 
hill,  and  then  let  them  see  how  far  he  could  run  for  a 
halfpenny.  Poor  Oliver  tried  to  keep  up  with  the  coach 
a  little  way,  but  was  unable  to  do  it,  by  reason  of  his 
fatigue  and  sore  feet.  When  the  outsiders  saw  this,  they 
put  their  halfpence  back  into  their  pockets  again,  declar- 
ing that  he  was  an  idle  young  dog,  and  didn't  deserve 
anything  ;  and  the  coach  rattled  away  and  left  only  a 
cloud  of  dust  behind. 

In  some  villages,  large  painted  boards  were  fixed  up ; 
warning  all  persons  who  begged  within  the  district,  that 
they  would  be  sent  to  jail.  This  frightened  Oliver  very 
much,  and  made  him  glad  to  get  out  of  them  with  all 
possible  expedition.  In  others,  he  would  stand  about  the 
inn-yards,  and  look  mournfully  at  every  one  who  passed  : 
a  proceeding  which  generally  terminated  in  the  land- 
lady's ordering  one  of  the  post-boys  who  were  lounging 
about,  to  drive  that  strange  boy  out  of  the  place,  for  she 
was  sure  he  had  come  to  steal  something.  If  he  begged 
at  a  farmer's  house,  ten  to  one  but  they  threatened  to  set 
the  dog  on  him ;  and  when  he  showed  his  nose  in  a 
shop,  they  talked  about  the  beadle  :  which  brought 
Oliver's  heart  into  his  mouth, — very  often  the  only  thing 
he  had  there,  for  many  hours  together. 

In  fact,  if  it  had  not  been  for  a  good-hearted  turnpike- 
man,  and  a  benevolent  old  lady,  Oliver's  troubles  would 
have  been  shortened  by  the  very  same  process  which  put 
an  end  to  his  mother's ;  in  other  words,  he  would  most 
assuredly  have  fallen  dead  upon  the  king's  highway.  But 
the  turnpike-man  gave  him  a  meal  of  bread  and  cheese ; 
and  the  old  lady,  who  had  a  shipwrecked  grandson  wan- 
dering barefooted  in  some  distant  part  of  the  earth,  took 
pity  upon  the  poor  orphan,  and  gave  him  what  little  she 
could  afford — and  more — with  such  kind  and  gentle  words, 
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and  such  tears  of  sympathy  and  compassion,  that  they 
sank  deeper  into  Oliver's  soul,  than  all  the  sufferings  he 
had  ever  undergone. 

Early  on  the  seventh  morning  after  he  had  left  his 
native  place,  Oliver  limped  slowly  into  the  little  town  of 
Barnet.  The  window-shutters  were  closed;  the  street 
was  empty ;  not  a  soul  had  awakened  to  the  business  of 
the  day.  The  sun  was  rising  in  all  his  splendid  beauty ; 
but  the  light  only  served  to  show  the  boy  his  own  lone- 
someness  and  desolation,  as  he  sat,  Avith  bleeding  feet  and 
covered  with  dust,  upon  a  cold  door-step. 

By  degrees,  the  shutters  were  opened ;  the  window- 
blinds  were  drawn  up ;  and  people  began  passing  to  and 
fro.  Some  few  stopped  to  gaze  at  Oliver  for  a  moment 
or  two,  or  turned  round  to  stare  at  him  as  they  hurried 
by  ;  but  none  relieved  him,  or  troubled  themselves  to 
inquire  how  he  came  there.  He  had  no  heart  to  beg. 
And  there  he  sat. 

He  had  been  crouching  on  the  step  for  some  time: 
wondering  at  the  great  number  of  public-houses  (every 
other  house  in  Barnet  was  a  tavern,  large  or  small) :  gaz- 
ing listlessly  at  the  coaches  as  they  passed  through :  and 
thinking  how  strange  it  seemed  that  they  could  do,  with 
ease,  in  a  few  hours,  what  it  had  taken  him  a  whole  week 
of  courage  and  determination  beyond  his  years  to  accom- 
plish :  when  he  was  roused  by  observing  that  a  boy,  who 
had  passed  him  carelessly  some  minutes  before,  had 
returned,  and  was  now  surveying  him  most  earnestly 
from  the  opposite  side  of  the  way.  He  took  little  heed 
of  this  at  first ;  but  the  boy  remained  in  the  same  attitude 
of  close  observation  so  long,  that  Oliver  raised  his  head, 
and  returned  his  steady  look.  Upon  this,  the  boy  crossed 
over ;  and,  walking  close  up  to  Oliver,  said, 

"  Hullo,  my  covey,  what's  the  row?" 

The  boy  who  addressed  this  inquiry  to  the  young  way- 
farer, was  about  his  own  age :  but  one  of  the  queerest 
looking  boys  that  Oliver  had  ever  seen.  He  was  a  snub- 
nosed,  flat-browed,  common-faced  boy  enough  ;  and  as 
dirty  a  juvenile  as  one  would  wish  to  see;  but  he  had 
about  him  all  the  airs  and  manners  of  a  man.  He  was 
short  of  his  age:  with  rather  bow-legs,  and  little,  sharp, 
ugly  eyes.  His  hat  was  stuck  on  the  top  of  his  head  so 
lightly,  that  it  threatened  to  fall  off  every  moment ;  and 
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would  have  done  so,  very  often,  if  the  wearer  had  not  had 
a  knack  of  every  now  and  then  giving  his  head  a  sudden 
twitch,  which  1) i'o light  il  hack  to  its  old  place  again,  lie 
wore  a  man's  coat,  which  reached  nearly  to  his  heels. 
Be  had  turned  the  cuffs  back,  half  way  up  his  arm,  to  get 
his  hands  out  of  the  sleeves:  apparently  with  the  ulti- 
mate view  of  thrusting  them  into  the  pockets  of  his 
corduroy  trousers;  for  there  he  kept  them.  lie  was, 
altogether,  as  roystering  and  swaggering  a  young  gentle- 
man as  ever  stood  four  feet  six,  or  something  less,  in  his 
bluchers. 

"  Hullo,  my  covey,  what's  the  row?"  said  this  strange 
young  gentleman  to  Oliver. 

"  I  am  very  hungry  and  tired,"  replied  Oliver :  the 
tears  standing  in  his  eyes  as  he  spoke.  "I  have  walked 
a  long  way.     I  have  been  walking  these  seven  days." 

"  Walking  for  sivin  days  !  "  said  the  young  gentleman. 
"Oh,  I  see.  Beak's  order,  eh?  But,"  he  added,  noticing 
Oliver's  look  of  surprise,  "I  suppose  you  don't  know 
wdiat  a  beak  is,  my  flash  com-pan-i-on." 

Oliver  mildly  replied,  that  he  had  always  heard  a  bird's 
mouth  described  by  the  term  in  question. 

"  My  eyes,  how  green ! "  exclaimed  the  young  gentle- 
man. "Why,  a  beak's  a  madgst'rate;  and  when  you 
walk  by  a  beak's  order,  it's  not  straight  forerd,  but  al- 
ways agoing  up,  and  nivir  a  coming  down  agin.  Was 
you  never  on  the  mill  ?  " 

"  What  mill  ?  "  inquired  Oliver. 

"  What,  mill  !  Why,  the  mill — the  mill  as  takes  up  so 
little  room  that  it'll  work  inside  a  Stone  Jug ;  and  always 
goes  better  when  the  wind's  low  with  people,  than  when 
it's  high :  acos  then  thej7  can't  get  workmen.  But  come," 
said  the  young  gentleman ;  "  you  want  grub,  and  you 
shall  have  it.  I'm  at  low-water-mark  myself — only 
one  bob  and  a  magpie;  but,  as  far  as  it  goes,  I'll  fork  out 
and  stump.  Up  with  you  on  your  pins.  There!  Now 
then  !     Morrice !  " 

Assisting  Oliver  to  rise,  the  young  gentleman  took 
him  to  an  adjacent  chandler's  shop,  where  he  purchased  a 
sufficiency  of  ready-dressed  ham  and  a  half-quartern  loaf, 
or,  as  he  himself  expressed  it,  "a  fourpenny  bran;"  the 
ham  being  kept  clean  and  preserved  from  dust,  by  the 
ingenious  expedient  of  making  a  hole  in  the  loaf  by  pull- 
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ing  out  a  portion  of  the  crumb,  and  stuffing  it  therein. 
Taking  the  bread  under  his  arm,  the  young  gentleman 
turned  into  a  small  public-house,  and  led  the  way  to  a 
tap-room  in  the  rear  of  the  premises.  Here,  a  pot  of  beer 
was  brought  in,  by  direction  of  the  mysterious  youth ; 
and  Oliver,  falling  to,  at  his  new  friend's  bidding,  made  a 
long  and  hearty  meal ;  during  the  progress  of  which, 
the  strange  boy  eyed  him  from  time  to  time  with  great 
attention. 

"  Going  to  London  ?"  said  the  strange  boy,  when  Oliver 
had  at  length  concluded. 

«  Yes." 

"  Got  any  lodgings  ?  " 

"No." 

"  Money  ?  " 

«  No." 

The  strange  boy  whistled ;  and  put  his  arms  into  his 
pockets,  as  far  as  the  big  coat  sleeves  would  let  them  go. 

"Do  you  live  in  London?"  inquired  Oliver. 

" Yes,  I  do,  when  I'm  at  home,"  replied  the  boy.  "I 
suppose  you  want  some  place  to  sleep  in  to-night,  don't 
you '? " 

"I  do  indeed,"  answered  Oliver.  "I  have  not  slept 
under  a  roof  since  I  left  the  country." 

"  Don't  fret  your  eyelids  on  that  score,  said  the  young 
gentleman.  "I've  got  to  be  in  London  to-night;  and  I 
know  a  'spectable  old  genelman  as  lives  there,  wot'll 
give  you  lodgings  for  nothink,  and  never  ask  for  the 
change ;  that  is,  if  any  genelman  he  knows  interduces 
you.  And  don't  he  know  me  ?  Oh,  no !  Not  in  the 
least !     By  no  means.     Certainly  not !  " 

The  young  gentleman  smiled,  as  if  to  intimate  that  the 
latter  fragments  of  discourse  were  playfully  ironical ;  and 
finished  the  beer  as  he  did  so. 

This  unexpected  offer  of  shelter  was  too  tempting  to  be 
resisted ;  especially  as  it  was  immediately  followed  up,  by 
the  assurance  that  the  old  gentleman  already  referred  to, 
would  doubtless  provide  Oliver  with  a  comfortable  place, 
without  loss  of  time.  This  led  to  a  more  friendly  and 
confidential  dialogue ;  from  which  Oliver  discovered  that 
his  friend's  name  was  Jack  Dawkins,  and  that  he  was  a 
peculiar  pet  and  protege  of  the  elderly  gentleman  before 
mentioned. 
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Mr.  Dawkins's  appearance  did  not  say  a  vast  deal  in 
favor  of  the  comforts  which  his  patron's  interest  ob- 
tained  for  those  whom  he  took  under  his  protection;  but, 
as  he  had  a  rather  flighty  and  dissolute  mode  of  convers- 
ing, and  furthermore  avowed  that  among  his  intimate 
friends  he  was  better  known  by  the  sobriquet  of  "  The  art- 
ful Dodger,"  Oliver  concluded  that,  being  of  a  dissipated 
and  careless  turn,  the  moral  precepts  of  his  benefactor 
had  hitherto  been  thrown  away  upon  him.  Under  this 
impression,  he  secretly  resolved  to  cultivate  the  good 
opinion  of  the  old  gentleman  as  quickly  as  possible;  and, 
if  he  found  the  Dodger  incorrigible,  as  he  more  than  half 
expected  he  should,  to  decline  the  honor  of  his  farther 
acquaintance. 

As  John  Dawkins  objected  to  their  entering  London 
before  nightfall,  it  was  nearly  eleven  o'clock  when  they 
reached  the  turnpike  at  Islington.  They  crossed  from 
the  Angel  into  St.  John's  Road  ;  struck  down  the  small 
street  which  terminates  at  Sadler's  Wells  Theatre; 
through  Exmouth  Street  and  Coppice  Row;  down  the 
little  court  by  the  side  of  the  workhouse;  across  the 
classic  ground  which  once  bore  the  name  of  Hockley-in- 
the-Hole;  thence  into  Little  Saffron  Hill;  and  so  into 
Saffron  Hill  the  Great ;  along  which  the  Dodger  scudded 
at  a  rapid  pace,  directing  Oliver  to  follow  close  at  his 
heels. 

Although  Oliver  had  enough  to  occupy  his  attention 
in  keeping  sight  of  his  leader,  he  could  not  help  bestow- 
ing a  few  hasty  glances  on  either  side  of  the  way,  as  he 
passed  along.  A  dirtier  or  more  wretched  place  he  had 
never  seen.  The  street  was  very  narrow  and  muddy, 
and  the  air  was  impregnated  with  filthy  odors.  There 
were  a  good  many  small  shops ;  but  the  only  stock  in 
trade  appeared  to  be  heaps  of  children,  who,  even  at  that 
time  of  night,  were  crawling  in  and  out  at  the  doors,  or 
screaming  from  the  inside.  The  sole  places  that  seemed 
to  prosper,  amid  the  general  blight  of  the  place,  were  the 
public-houses ;  and  in  them,  the  lowest  orders  of  Irish 
were  wrangling  with  might  and  main.  Covered  ways 
and  yards,  which  here  and  there  diverged  from  the  main 
street,  disclosed  little  knots  of  houses,  where  drunken 
men  and  women  were  positively  wallowing  in  the  filth  ; 
and  from  several  of  the  door-ways,  great  ill-looking  fel- 
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lows  were  cautiously  emerging,  bound,  to  all  appearance, 
on  no  very  well-disposed  or  harmless  errands. 

Oliver  was  just  considering  whether  he  hadn't  better 
run  away,  when  they  reached  the  bottom  of  the  hill.  His 
conductor,  catching  him  by  the  arm,  pushed  open  the 
door  of  a  house  near  Field  Lane  ;  and,  drawing  him  into 
the  passage,  closed  it  behind  them. 

"  Now,  then  !  "  cried  a  voice  from  below,  in  reply  to  a 
whistle  from  the  Dodger. 

"Plummy  and  slam  ! "  was  the  reply. 

This  seemed  to  be  some  watchword  or  signal  that  all 
was  right ;  for  the  light  of  a  feeble  candle  gleamed  on 
the  wall  at  the  remote  end  of  the  passage  ;  and  a  man's 
face  peeped  out,  from  where  a  balustrade  of  the  old 
kitchen  staircase  had  been  broken  away. 

"  There's  two  on  you,"  said  the  man,  thrusting  the 
candle  farther  out,  and  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand. 
"  Who's  the  t'other  one  ?  " 

"  A  new  pal,"  replied  Jack  Dawkins,  pulling  Oliver  for- 
ward. 

"  Where  did  he  come  from?" 

"  Greenland.     Is  Fagin  upstairs  ?  " 

"  Yes,  he's  a  sortin'  the  wipes.  Up  with  you !  "  The 
candle  was  drawn  back,  and  the  face  disappeared. 

Oliver,  groping  his  way  with  one  hand,  and  having  the 
other  firmly  grasped  by  his  companion,  ascended  with 
much  difficulty  the  dark  and  broken  stairs :  which  his 
conductor  mounted  with  an  ease  and  expedition  that 
showed  he  was  well  acquainted  with  them.  He  threw 
open  the  door  of  a  back-room,  and  drew  Oliver  in  after 
him. 

The  walls  and  ceiling  of  the  room  were  perfectly  black 
with  age  and  dirt.  There  was  a  deal  table  before  the 
fire :  upon  which  were  a  candle,  stuck  in  a  ginger-beer 
bottle,  two  or  three  pewter  pots,  a  loaf  and  butter,  and  a 
plate.  In  a  frying-pan  which  was  on  the  fire,  and  which 
was  secured  to  the  mantelshelf  by  a  string,  some  sau- 
sages were  cooking;  and  standing  over  them,  with  a 
toasting-fork  in  his  hand,  was  a  very  old  shrivelled  Jew, 
whose  villainous-looking  and  repulsive  face  was  obscured 
by  a  quantity  of  matted  red  hair.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
greasy  flannel  gown,  with  his  throat  bare ;  and  seemed 
to  be  dividing  his  attention  between  the  frying-pan  and  a 
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clothes-horse,  ove  which  a  great  nuniher  of  silk  hand- 
kerchiefs were  hanging.  Several  rough  beds  made  of 
old  sacks,  were  huddled  side  by  side  on  the  floor;  and 
seated  round  the  table  were  four  or  five  boys,  none  older 
than  the  Dodger,  smoking  long  clay  pipes,  and  drinking 
spirits  with  the  air  of  middle  aged  men.  These  all 
crowded  about  their  associate  as  he  whispered  a  few 
words  to  the  .lew;  and  then  turned  round  and  grinned 
at  Oliver;  as  did  the  .lew  himself,  toasting-fork  in  hand. 

'•This  is  him,  Fagin,"  said  Jack  Dawkhis;  :c  my  friend 
Oliver  Twist." 

The  Jew  grinned ;  and  making  a  low  obeisance  to 
Oliver,  took  him  by  the  hand,  and  hoped  he  should  have 
the  honor  of  his  intimate  acquaintance.  Upon  this,  the 
young  gentlemen  with  the  pipes  came  round  him,  and 
shook  both  his  hands  very  hard — especially  the  one  in 
which  he  held  his  little  bundle.  One  young  gentleman 
was  very  anxious  to  hang  up  his  cap  for  him  ;  and  another 
was  so  obliging  as  to  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  in 
order  that,  as  he  was  very  tired,  he  might  not  have  the 
trouble  of  emptying  them,  himself,  when  he  went  to  bed. 
These  civilities  would  probably  have  been  extended  much 
farther,  but  for  a  liberal  exercise  of  the  Jew's  toasting- 
fork  on  the  heads  and  shoulders  of  the  affectionate  youths 
who  offered  them. 

"  We  are  very  glad  to  see  you,  Oliver — very,"  said  the 
Jew.  "  Dodger,  take  off  the  sausages ;  and  draw  a  tub 
near  the  fire  for  Oliver.  Ah,  you're  a-staring  at  the 
pocket-handkerchiefs!  eh,  my  dear?  There  are  a  good 
many  of  'em,  ain't  there  ?  We've  just  looked  'em  out, 
ready  for  the  wash  ;  that's  all,  Oliver  ;  that's  all.  Ha ! 
ha!  ha!" 

The  latter  part  of  this  speech,  was  hailed  by  a  boister- 
ous shout  from  all  the  hopeful  pupils  of  the  merry  old 
gentleman.  In  the  midst  of  which,  they  went  to  sup- 
per. 

Oliver  ate  his  share,  and  the  Jew  then  mixed  him  a 
glass  of  hot  gin  and  water :  telling  him  he  must  drink  it 
off  directly,  because  another  gentleman  wanted  the  tum- 
bler. Oliver  did  as  he  was  desired.  Immediately  after- 
wards, he  felt  himself  gently  lifted  on  to  one  of  the  sacks  ; 
and  then  he  sank  into  a  deep  sleep. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

CONTAINING    FURTHER  PARTICULARS,  CONCERNING  THE  PLEA- 
SANT   OLD    GENTLEMAN,    AND    HIS    HOPEFUL    PUPILS, 

It  was  late  next  morning  when  Oliver  awoke,  from  a 
sound,  long  sleep.  There  was  no  other  person  in  the 
room  but  the  old  Jew,  who  was  boiling  some  coffee  in  a 
saucepan  for  breakfast,  and  whistling  softly  to  himself 
as  he  stirred  it  round  and  round,  with  an  iron  spoon. 
He  would  stop  every  now  and  then  to  listen  when  there 
was  the  least  noise  below :  and  when  he  had  satisfied 
himself,  he  would  go  on,  whistling  and  stirring  again,  as 
before. 

Although  Oliver  had  roused  himself  from  sleep,  he  was 
not  thoroughly  awake.  There  is  a  drowsy  state,  between 
sleeping  and  waking,  when  you  dream  more  in  five  min- 
utes with  your  eyes  half  open,  and  yourself  half  con- 
scious of  everything  that  is  passing  around  you,  than  you 
would  in  five  nights  with  your  eyes  fast  closed,  and  your 
senses  wrapt  in  perfect  unconsciousness.  At  such  times, 
a  mortal  ktaows  just  enough  of  what  his  mind  is  doing, 
to  form  some  glimmering  conception  of  its  mighty  powers, 
its  bounding  from  earth  and  spurning  time  and  space, 
when  freed  from  the  restraint  of  its  corporeal  associate. 

Oliver  was  precisely  in  this  condition.  He  saw  the 
Jew  with  his  half-closed  eyes  ;  heard  his  low  whistling ; 
and  recognized  the  sound  of  the  spoon  grating  against 
the  saucepan's  sides ;  and  yet  the  self-same  senses  were 
mentally  engaged,  at  the  same  time,  in  busy  action  with 
almost  everybody  he  had  ever  known. 

When  the  coffee  was  done,  the  Jew  drew  the  saucepan 
to  the  hob ;  and,  standing  in  an  irresolute  attitude  for  a 
few  minutes,  as  if  he  did  not  well  know  how  to  employ 
himself,  turned  round  and  looked  at  Oliver,  and  called 
him  by  his  name.  He  did  not  answer,  and  was  to  all 
appearance  asleep. 

After  satisfying  himself  upon  this  head,  the  Jew  step- 
ped gently  to  the  door  .  which  he  fastened.  He  then  drew 
forth  :  as  it  seemed  to  Oliver,  from  some  trap  in  the  floor ; 
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a  small  box,  which  he  placed  carefully  on  the  table.  His 
eyes  glistened  as  he  raised  the  lid,  and  looked  in.  Drag- 
ging an  old  chair  to  the  table,  he  sat  down  ;  and  took 
from  it  a  magnificent  gold  watch,  sparkling  with  jewels. 

"Aha!"  said  the  Jew, shrugging  up  his  shoulders,  and 
distorting  every  feature  with  a  hideous  grin.  "  Clever 
dogs  !  Clever  dogs  !  Staunch  to  the  last !  Never  told 
the  old  parson  where  they  were.  Never  peached  upon  old 
Fagin!  And  why  should  they?  It  wouldn't  have  loos- 
ened the  knot,  or  kept  the  drop  up,  a  minute  longer.  No, 
no,  no!     Fine  fellows!     Fine  fellows  !  " 

With  these,  and  other  muttered  reflections  of  the  like 
nature,  the  Jew  once  more  deposited  the  watch  in  its  place 
of  safety.  At  least  half  a  dozen  more  were  severally 
drawn  forth  from  the  same  box,  and  surveyed  with  equal 
pleasure;  besides  rings,  brooches,  bracelets,  and  other 
articles  of  jewelry,  of  such  magnificent  materials,  and 
costly  workmanship,  that  Oliver  had  no  idea,  even  of 
their  names. 

Having  replaced  these  trinkets,  the  Jew  took  out  an- 
other: so  small  that  it  lay  in  the  palm  of  his  hand. 
There  seemed  to  be  some  very  minute  inscription  on  it,- 
for  the  Jew  laid  it  flat  upon  the  table,  and  shading  it  with 
his  hand,  pored  over  it,  long  and  earnestly.  At  length 
he  put  it  down,  as  if  despairing  of  success  ;  and,  leaning 
back  in  his  chair,  muttered : 

"What  a  fine  thing  capital  punishment  is!  Dead  men 
never  repent ;  dead  men  never  bring  awkward  stories  to 
light.  Ah,  it's  a  fine  thing  for  the  trade  !  Five  of  'em 
strung  up  in  a  row  ;  and  none  left  to  play  booty,  or  turn 
white-livered!" 

As  the  Jew  uttered  these  words,  his  bright  dark  eyes, 
which  had  been  staring  vacantly  before  him,  fell  on 
Oliver's  face ;  the  boy's  eyes  were  fixed  on  his  in  mute 
curiosity ;  and,  although  the  recognition  was  only  for  an 
instant — for  the  briefest  space  of  time  that  can  possibly 
be  conceived — it  was  enough  to  show  the  old  man  that 
he  had  been  observed.  He  closed  the  lid  of  the  box  with  a 
loud  crash  ;  and,  laying  his  hand  on  a  bread  knife  which 
was  on  the  table,  started  furiously  up.  He  trembled  very 
much  though  ;  for,  even  in  his  terror,  Oliver  could  see  that 
the  knife  quivered  in  the  air. 

"  What's  that?  "  said  the  Jew.    «  What  do  you  watcti 
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me  for?    Why  are  you  awake?    What  have  you  seen? 
Speak  out,  boy  !     Quick — quick  !  for  your  life  ! " 

"  I  wasn't  able  to  sleep  any  longer,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver, 
meekly.  "  I  am  very  sorry  if  I  have  disturbed  you, 
Sir." 

"  You  were  not  awake  an  hour  ago  ?  "  said  the  Jew, 
scowling  fiercely  on  the  boy. 

"  No,  no,  indeed,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  Are  you  sure  ? "  cried  the  Jew :  with  a  still  fiercer 
look  than  before:  and  a  threatening  attitude. 

Upon  my  word  I  was  not,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver,  earnestly. 
"I  was  not,  indeed,  Sir." 

"  Tush,  tush,  my  dear !  "  said  the  Jew,  abruptly  resum- 
ing his  old  manner,  and  playing  with  the  knife  a  little, 
before  he  laid  it  down ;  as  if  to  induce  the  belief  that  he 
had  caught  it  up,  in  mere  sport.  "  Of  course  I  know 
that,  my  dear.  I  only  tried  to  frighten  you.  You're  a 
brave  boy.  Ha  !  ha  !  'you're  a  brave  boy,  Oliver  !  "  The 
Jew  rubbed  his  hands  with  a  chuckle,  but  glanced  un- 
easily at  the  box,  notwithstanding. 

"  Did  you  see  any  of  these  pretty  things,  my  dear  ? " 
said  the  Jew,  laying  his  hand  upon  it  after  a  short 
pause. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  Ah!"  said  the  Jew,  turning  rather  pale.  "They — 
they're  mine,  Oliver;  my  little  property.  All  I  have  to 
live  upon,  in  my  old  age.  The  folks  call  me  a  miser,  my 
clear_only  a  miser ;  that's  all." 

Oliver  thought  the  old  gentleman  must  be  a  decided 
miser  to  live  in  such  a  dirty  place,  with  so  many  watches ; 
but,  thinking  that  perhaps  his  fondness  for  the  Dodger  and 
the  other  boys,  cost  him  a  good  deal  of  money,  he  only 
cast  a  deferential  look  at  the  Jew,  and  asked  if  he  might 
get  up. 

"  Certainly,  my  dear— certainly,"  replied  the  old  gen 
tleman.  "Stay.  There's  a  pitcher  of  water  in  the  cor- 
ner by  the  door.  Bring  it  here ;  and  I'll  give  you  a  basin 
to  wash  in,  my  dear." 

Oliver  got  up ;  walked  across  the  room ;  and  stooped 
for  one  instant  to  raise  the  pitcher.  When  he  turned  his 
head,  the  box  was  gone. 

He  had  scarcely  washed  himself,  and  made  everything 
tidy,  by  emptying  the  basin  out  of  the  window,  agreeably 
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to  the  Jew's  directions,  when  the  Dodger  returned  :  accom- 
panied by  a  very  sprightly  young  friend,  whom  Oliver  had 
seen  smoking  on  the  previous  night,  and  who  was  now  for- 
mally introduced  to  him  as  Charley  Bates.  The  four  sat 
down,  to  breakfast  on  the  coffee,  and  some  hot  rolls  and 
ham,  which  the  Dodger  had  brought  home  in  the  crown  of 
his  hat. 

"  Well,"  said  the  Jew,  glancing  slyly  at  Oliver,  and  ad- 
dressing himself  to  the  Dodger,  "  I  hope  you've  been  at 
work  this  morning,  my  dears'?" 

"  Hard,"  replied  the  Dodger. 

"  As  Nails,"  added  Charley  Bates. 

"Good  boys,  good  boys!"  said  the  Jew.  "What  have 
you  got,  Dodger  ?  " 

"  A  couple  of  pocket-books,"  replied  that  young  gentle- 
man. 

"Lined?"  inquired  the  Jew,  with  eagerness. 

"Pretty  well,"  replied  the  Dodger,  producing  two 
pocket-books  :  one  green,  and  the  other  red. 

"  Not  so  heavy  as  they  might  be,"  said  the  Jew,  after 
looking  at  the  inside  carefully ;  "  but  very  neat  and 
nicely  made.     Ingenious  workman,  ain't  he,  Oliver  ?  " 

"  Very,  indeed,  Sir,"  said  Oliver.  At  which  Mr. 
Charles  Bates  laughed  uproariously ;  very  much  to  the 
amazement  of  Oliver,  who  saw  nothing  to  laugh  at,  in 
anything  that  had  passed. 

"And  what  have  you  got,  my  dear?"  said  Fagin  to 
Charley  Bates. 

"  Wipes,"  replied  Master  Bates  ;  at  the  same  time  pro- 
ducing four  pocket-handkerchiefs. 

"Well,"  said  the  Jew,  inspecting  them  closely; 
"they're  very  good  ones — very.  You  haven't  marked 
them  well,  though,  Charley  ;  so  the  marks  shall  be  picked 
out  with  a  needle,  and  we'll  teach  Oliver  how  to  do  it. 
Shall  us,  Oliver,  eh  ?    Ha  !  ha  !  ha !  " 

"If you  please,  Sir,"  said  Oliver. 

"  You'd  like  to  be  able  to  make  pocket-handkerchiefs 
as  easy  as  Charley  Bates,  wouldn't  you,  my  dear  ?"  said 
the  Jew. 

"Very  much  indeed,  if  you'll  teach  me,  Sir,"  replied 
Oliver. 

Master  Bates  saw  something  so  exquisitely  ludicrous  in 
this  reply,  that  he  burst  into  another  laugh ;  which  laugh, 


OLIVER  TWIST.  69 

meeting  the  coffee  he  was  drinking,  and  carrying  it  down 
some  wrong  channel,  very  nearly  terminated  in  his  pre- 
mature sutt'ocation. 

"  He  is  so  jolly  green ! "  said  Charley  when  he  re- 
covered, as  an  apology  to  the  company  for  his  unpolite 
behavior. 

The  Dodger  said  nothing,  but  he  smoothed  Oliver's 
hair  down  over  his  eyes,  and  said  he'd  know  better  by- 
and-bye ;  upon  which  the  old  gentleman,  observing 
Oliver's  color  mounting,  changed  the  subject  by  asking 
whether  there  had  been  much  of  a  crowd  at  the  execution 
that  morning.  This  made  him  wonder  more  and  more  ; 
for  it  was  plain  from  the  replies  of  the  two  boys  that 
they  had  both  been  there ;  and  Oliver  naturally  wondered 
how  they  could  possibly  have  found  time  to  be  so  very 
industrious. 

When  the  breakfast  was  cleared  away,  the  merry  old 
gentleman  and  the  two  boys  played  at  a  very  curious  and 
uncommon  game,  which  was  performed  in  this  way.  The 
merry  old  gentleman,  placing  a  snuff-box  in  one  pocket 
of  his  trousers,  a  note-case  in  the  other,  and  a  watch  in 
his  waistcoat  pocket,  with  a  guard-chain  round  his  neck, 
and  sticking  a  mock  diamond  pin  in  his  shirt :  buttoned 
his  coat  tight  round  him,  and  putting  his  spectacle-case 
and  handkerchief  in  his  pockets,  trotted  up  and  down  the 
room  with  a  stick,  in  imitation  of  the  manner  in  which 
old  gentlemen  walk  about  the  streets  any  hour  in  the  day. 
Sometimes  he  stopped  at  the  fire-place,  and  sometimes  at 
the  door,  making  believe  that  he  was  staring  with  all  his 
might  into  shop- windows.  At  such  times,  he  would  look 
constantly  round  him,  for  fear  of  thieves,  and  keep  slap- 
ping all  his  pockets  in  turn,  to  see  that  he  hadn't  lost 
anything,  in  such  a  very  funny  and  natural  manner, 
that  Oliver  laughed  till  the  tears  ran  down  his  face.  All 
this  time,  the  two  boys  followed  him  closely  about : 
getting  out  of  his  sight,  so  nimbly,  every  time  he  turned 
round,  that  it  was  impossible  to  follow  their  motions. 
At  last,  the  Dodger  trod  upon  his  toes,  or  ran  upon  his 
boot  accidentally,  while  Charley  Bates  stumbled  up 
against  him  behind  ;  and  in  that  one  moment  they  took 
from  him,  with  the  most  extraordinary  rapidity,  snuff-box, 
note-cage,  watch-guard,  chain,  shirt-pin,  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, even  the  spectacle-case.    If  the  old  gentleman 
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fell  a  hand  in  any  one  of  bis  pockets,  lie  cried  out  where 
it  \v;is ;  and  then  the  game  began  all  over  again. 

When  this  game  had  been  playeda  great  many  times,  a 

couple  of  young  ladies  called  to  see  the  young  gentlemen  ; 
one  of  whom  was  named  Bet,  and  the  other  Nancy.  They 
won'  a  good  deal  of  hair,  not  very  neatly  turned  up 
behind,  and  were  rather  untidy  about  the  shoes  and  stock- 
ings. They  were  not  exactly  pretty,  perhaps;  but  they 
bad  a  great  deal  of  color  in  their  faces,  and  looked  quite 
stout  and  hearty.  Being  remarkably  free  and  agreeable 
in  their  manners,  Oliver  thought  them  very  nice  girls 
indeed.     As  there  is  no  doubt  they  were. 

These  visitors  stopped  a  long  time.  Spirits  were  pro- 
duced, in  consequence  of  one  of  the  young  ladies  com- 
plaining of  a  coldness  in  her  inside ;  and  the  conversation 
took  a  very  convivial  and  improving  turn.  At  length, 
Charley  Bates  expressed  his  opinion  that  it  was  time  to 
pad  the  hoof.  This,  it  occurred  to  Oliver  must  be  French 
for  going  out;  for,  directly  afterwards,  the  Dodger,  and 
Charley,  and  the  two  young  ladies,  went  away  together, 
having  been  kindly  furnished  by  the  amiable  old  Jew 
with  money  to  spend. 

"  There,  my  dear,"  said  Fagin.  "  That's  a  pleasant  life, 
isn't  it?    They  have  gone  out  for  the  day." 

"Have  they  done  work,  Sir?"  inquired  Oliver. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Jew  ;  "  that  is,  unless  they  should  un- 
expectedly come  across  any,  when  they  are  out ;  and  they 
won't  neglect  it,  if  they  do,  my  dear,  depend  upon  it. 
Make  'em  your  models,  my  dear.  Make  'em  your 
models,"  said  the  Jew,  tapping  the  fire-shovel  on  the 
hearth  to  add  force  to  his  words;  "do  everything  they 
bid  you,  and  take  their  advice  in  all  matters — especially 
the  Dodger's,  my  dear.  He'll  be  a  great  man  himself,  and 
will  make  you  one  too,  if  you  take  pattern  by  him.  Is 
my  handkerchief  hanging  out  of  my  pocket,  my  dear  ? " 
said  the  Jew,  stopping  short. 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  said  Oliver. 

"  See  if  you  can  take  it  out,  without  my  feeling  it :  as 
you  saw  them  do,  when  we  were  at  play  this  morning." 

Oliver  held  up  the  bottom  of  the  pocket  with  one  hand, 
as  he  had  seen  the  Dodger  hold  it,  and  drew  the  handker. 
chief  lightly  out  of  it  with  the  other. 

"  Is  it  gone?"  cried  the  Jew. 
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"  Here  it  is,  Sir,"  said  Oliver,  showing  it  in  his  hand. 

"  You're  a  clever  boy,  my  dear,"  said  the  playful  old 
gentleman,  patting  Oliver  on  the  head  approvingly.  "  I 
never  saw  a  sharper  lad.  Here's  a  shilling  for  you.  If 
you  go  on,  in  this  way,  you'll  be  the  greatest  man  of  the 
time.  And  now  come  here,  and  I'll  show  you  how  to  take 
the  marks  out  of  the  handkerchiefs." 

Oliver  wondered  what  picking  the  old  gentleman's 
pocket  in  play,  had  to  do  with  his  chances  of  being  a 
great  man.  But,  thinking  that  the  Jew,  being  so  much 
his  senior,  must  know  best,  he  followed  him  quietly  to 
the  table,  and  was  soon  deeply  involved  in  his  new 
study. 


CHAPTER  X. 

OLIVER    BECOMES     BETTER     ACQUAINTED     "WITH     THE     CHAR 
ACTERS     OF    HIS     NEW     ASSOCIATES  ;     AND    PURCHASES    EX- 
PERIENCE   AT    A    HIGH    PRICE.       BEING  A  SHORT,  BUT    VERY 
IMPORTANT    CHAPTER,    IN    THIS    HISTORY. 

For  many  days,  Oliver  remained  in  the  Jew's  room, 
picking  the  marks  out  of  the  pocket-handkerchiefs,  (of 
which  a  great  number  were  brought  home,)  and  some- 
times taking  part  in  the  game  already  described :  which 
the  two  boys  and  the  Jew  played,  regularly,  every  morn- 
ing. At  length,  he  began  to  languish  for  the  fresh  air, 
and  took  many  occasions  of  earnestly  entreating  the  old 
gentleman  to  allow  him  to  go  out  to  work,  with  his  two 
companions. 

Oliver  was  rendered  the  more  anxious  to  be  actively 
employed,  by  what  he  had  seen  of  the  stern  morality  of 
the  old  gentleman's  character.  Whenever  the  Dodger  or 
Charley  Bates  came  home  at  night,  empty-handed,  he 
would  expatiate  with  great  vehemence  on  the  misery  of 
idle  and  lazy  habits;  and  would  enforce  upon  them  the 
necessity  of  an  active  life,  by  sending  them  supperless 
to  bed.  On  one  occasion,  indeed,  he  even  went  so  far  as 
to  knock  them  both  down  a  flight  of  stairs;  but  this  was 
carrying  out  his  virtuous  precepts  to  an  unusual  extent. 

At  length,  one  morning,  Oliver  obtained  the  permission 
he  had  so  eagerly  sought.     There  had  been  no  handker- 
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chiefs  to  work  upon,  for  two  or  three  days  ;  and  the  din- 
nets  had  been  rather  meagre.  Perhaps  these  were  rea- 
sons for  the  old  gentleman's  giving-  his  assent;  but, 
whether  they  were  or  no,  he  told  Oliver  he  might  go; 
and  placed  him  under  the  joint  guardianship  of  Charley 
Bates,  and  his  friend  the  Dodger. 

The  three  boys  sallied  out;  the  Dodger  with  his  coat- 
sleeves  tucked  up,  and  his  hat  cocked,  as  usual ;  Master 
Bates  sauntering  along  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets; 
and  Oliver  between  them  :  wondering  where  they  were 
going:  and  what  branch  of  manufacture  he  would  be 
instructed  in,  first. 

The  pace  at  which  they  went,  was  such  a  very  lazy,  ill- 
looking  saunter,  that  Oliver  soon  began  to  think  his  com- 
panions were  going  to  deceive  the  old  gentleman,  by  not 
going  to  work  at  all.  The  Dodger  had  a  vicious  propen- 
sity, too,  of  pulling  the  caps  from  the  heads  of  small  boys 
and  tossing  them  down  areas ;  while  Charley  Bates  ex- 
hibited some  very  loose  notions  concerning  the  rights  of 
property,  by  pilfering  divers  apples  and  onions  from  the 
stalls  at  the  kennel  sides,  and  thrusting  them  into 
pockets  which  were  so  surprisingly  capacious,  that  they 
seemed  to  undermine  his  whole  suit  of  clothes  in  every 
direction.  These  things  looked  so  bad,  that  Oliver  was 
on  the  point  of  declaring  his  intention  of  seeking  his  way 
back,  in  the  best  way  he  could ;  when  his  thoughts  were 
suddenly  directed  into  another  channel,  by  a  very  mys- 
terious change  of  behavior  on  the  part  of  the  Dodger. 

They  were  just  emerging  from  a  narrow  court  not  far 
/rom  the  open  square  in  Clerkenwell,  which  is  yet  called, 
by  some  strange  perversion  of  terms,  "The  Green;" 
when  the  Dodger  made  a  sudden  stop;  and,  laying  his 
finger  on  his  lip,  drew  his  companions  back  again,  with 
the  greatest  caution  and  circumspection. 

"  What's  the  matter?"  demanded  Oliver. 

"  Hush !  "  replied  the  Dodger.  "  Do  you  see  that  old 
cove  at  the  book-stall  ?  " 

"The  old  gentleman  over  the  way?"  said  Oliver. 
"  Yes,  I  see  him." 

"  He'll  do,"  said  the  Dodger. 

"  A  prime  plant,"  observed  Master  Charley  Bates. 

Oliver  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  with  the  greatest 
surprise;    but  he  was  not  permitted  to  make  any   in- 
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quiriesj  for  the  two  boys  walked  stealthily  across  the 
road,  and  slunk  close  behind  the  old  gentleman  towards 
whom  his  attention  had  been  directed.  Oliver  walked  a 
few  paces  after  them  ;  and,  not  knowing-  whether  to  ad- 
vance or  retire,  stood  looking  on  in  silent  amazement. 

The  old  gentleman  was  a  very  respectable-looking  per- 
sonage, with  a  powdered  head  and  gold  spectacles.  He 
was  dressed  in  a  bottle-green  coat  with  a  black  velvet 
collar;  wore  white  trousers  ;  and  carried  a  smart  bamboo 
cane  under  his  arm.  He  had  taken  up  a  book  from  the 
stall,  and  there  he  stood,  reading  away,  as  hard  as  if  he 
were  in  his  elbow-chair,  in  his  own  study.  It  is  very 
possible  that  he  fancied  himself  there,  indeed ;  for  it  was 
plain,  from  his  utter  abstraction,  that  he  saw  not  the 
book-stall,  nor'  the  street,  nor  the  boys,  nor,  in  short, 
anything  but  the  book  itself ;  which  he  was  reading 
straight  through ;  turning  over  the  leaf  when  he  got 
to  the  bottom  of  a  page,  beginning  at  the  top  line  of 
the  next  one,  and  going  regularly  on,  with  the  greatest 
interest  and  eagerness. 

What  was  Oliver's  horror  and  alarm  as  he  stood  a  few 
paces  off,  looking  on  with  his  eyelids  as  wide  open  as 
they  would  possibly  go,  to  see  the  Dodger  plunge  his 
hand  into  the  old  gentleman's  pocket ;  and  draw  from 
thence  a  handkerchief !  To  see  him  hand  the  same  to 
Charley  Bates  ;  and  finally  to  behold  them,  both,  running 
away  round  the  corner  at  full  speed ! 

In  an  instant  the  whole  mystery  of  the  handkerchiefs, 
and  the  watches,  and  the  jewels,  and  the  Jew,  rushed 
upon  the  boy's  mind.  He  stood,  for  a  moment,  with  the 
blood  so  tingling  through  all  his  veins  from  terror,  that 
he  felt  as  if  he  were  in  a  burning  fire ;  then,  confused 
and  frightened,  he  took  to  his  heels ;  and,  not  knowing 
what  he  did,  made  off  as  fast  as  he  could  lay  his  feet  to 
the  ground. 

This  was  all  done  in  a  minute's  space.  In  the  very 
instant  when  Oliver  began  to  run,  the  old  gentleman, 
putting  his  hand  to  his  pocket,  and  missing  his  handker- 
chief, turned  sharp  round.  Seeing  the  boy  scudding 
away  at  such  a  rapid  pace,  he  very  naturally  concluded 
him  to  be  the  depredator;  and,  shouting  "Stop  thief!" 
with  all  his  might,  made  off  after  him,  book  in  hand. 

But  the  old  gentleman  was  not  the  only  person  who 
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raised  the  hue-and-cry.  The  Dodger  and  Master  Bates, 
unwilling  to  attract  public  attention  by  running  down 
the  open  street,  hud  merely  retired  into  the  very  first 
doorway  round  the  corner.  They  no  sooner  heard  the 
cry,  and  saw  Oliver  running,  than,  guessing  exactly  how 
the  matter  stood,  they  issued  forth  with  great  prompti- 
tude ;  and,  shouting  "Stop  thief!"  too,  joined  in  the 
pursuit  like  good  eitizens. 

Although  Oliver  had  been  brought  up  by  philosophers, 
he  was  not  theoretically  acquainted  with  the  beautiful 
axiom  that  self-preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature.  If 
he  had  been,  perhaps  he  would  have  been  prepared  for 
this.  Not  being  prepared,  however,  it  alarmed  him  the 
more;  so  away  he  went  like  the  wind,  with  the  old  gentle- 
man and  the  two  boys  roaring  and  shouting  behind  him. 

"Stop  thief!  Stop  thief!"  There  is  a  magic  in  the 
sound.  The  tradesman  leaves  his  counter,  and  the  car- 
man his  wagon ;  the  butcher  throws  down  his  tray ;  the 
baker  his  basket ;  the  milkman  his  pail ;  the  errand-boy 
his  parcels ;  the  school-boy  his  marbles ;  the  paviour  his 
pickaxe;  the  child  his  battledore.  Away  they  run,  pell- 
mell,  helter-skelter,  slap-dash :  tearing,  yelling,  and 
screaming:  knocking  down  the  passengers  as  they  turn  the 
corners,  rousing  up  the  dogs,  and  astonishing  the  fowls : 
and  streets,  squares,  and  courts,  re-echo  with  the  sound. 

"  Stop  thief !  Stop  thief  !  "  The  cry  is  taken  up  by  a 
hundred  voices,  and  the  crowd  accumulate  at  every  turn- 
ing. _  Away  they  fly,  splashing  through  the  mud,  and 
rattling  along  the  pavements :  up  go  the  windows,  out 
run  the  people,  onward  bear  the  mob,  a  whole  audience 
desert  Punch  in  the  very  thickest  of  the  plot,  and,  join- 
ing the  rushing  throng,  swell  the  shout,  and  lend  fresh 
vigor  to  the  cry,  "  Stop  thief!  Stop  thief  !  " 

"Stop  thief!  Stop  thief!"  There  is  a  passion  for 
hunting  something  deeply  implanted  in  the  human  breast. 
One  wretched  breathless  child,  panting  with  exhaustion  ; 
terror  in  his  looks ;  agony  in  his  eyes  ;  large  drops  of  per- 
spiration streaming  down  his  face;  strains  every  nerve 
to  make  head  upon  his  pursuers ;  and  as  they  follow  on 
his  track,  and  gain  upon  him  every  instant,  they  hail  his 
decreasing  strength  with  still  louder  shouts,  and  whoop 
and  scream  with  joy.  "  Stop  thief !  "  Ay,  stop  him  for 
God's  sake,  were  it  only  in  mercy ! 
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Stopped  at  last.  A  clever  blow.  He  is  down  upon 
the  pavement ;  and  the  crowd  eagerly  gather  round  him  : 
each  new  comer,  jostling  and  struggling  with  the  others 
to  catch  a  glimpse.  "  Stand  aside !  "  "Give  him  a  little 
air !  "  "  Nonsense !  he  don't  deserve  it."  "  Where's  the 
gentleman?"  "Here  he  is,  coming  down  the  street." 
"Make  room  there  for  the  gentleman!"  "Is  this  the 
boy,  Sir !  "     "  Yes." 

Oliver  lay,  covered  with  mud  and  dust,  and  bleeding 
from  the  mouth,  looking  wildly  round  upon  the  heap  of 
faces  that  surrounded  him,  when  the  old  gentleman  was 
officiously  dragged  and  pushed  into  the  circle  by  the  fore- 
most of  the  pursuers. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  gentleman,  "I  am  afraid  it  is." 

"  Afraid !  "  murmured  the  crowd.     "  That's  a  good  'un." 

"Poor  fellow!  "  said  the  gentleman,  "he  has  hurt  him- 
self." 

"i"did  that,  Sir,"  said  a  great  lubberly  fellow,  stepping 
forward;  "and  preciously  I  cut  my  knuckle  agin'  his 
mouth,     /stopped  him,  Sir." 

The  fellow  touched  his  hat  with  a  grin,  expecting  some- 
thing for  his  pains  ;  but  the  old  gentleman,  eyeing  him 
with  an  expression  of  dislike,  looked  anxiously  round,  as 
if  he  contemplated  running  away  himself :  which  it  is  very 
possible  he  might  have  attempted  to  do,  and  thus  afforded 
another  chase,  had  not  a  police  officer  (who  is  generally 
the  last  person  to  arrive  in  such  cases)  at  that  moment 
made  his  way  through  the  crowd,  and  seized  Oliver  by 
the  collar, 

"  Come,  get  up,"  said  the  man,  roughly. 

"  It  wasn't  me  indeed,  Sir.  Indeed,  indeed,  it  was  two 
other  boys,"  said  Oliver,  clasping  his  hands  passionately, 
and  looking  round.     "  They  are  here  somewhere." 

"  Oh,  no,  they  ain't,"  said  the  officer.  He  meant  this  to 
be  ironical,  but  it  was  true  besides ;  for  the  Dodger  and 
Charley  Bates  had  filed  off  down  the  first  convenient 
court  they  came  to.     "  Come,  get  up  !  " 

"  Don't  hurt  him,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  compassion- 
ately 

"Oh  no,  I  won't  hurt  him,"  replied  the  officer,  tearing 
his  jacket  half  off  his  back,  in  proof  thereof.  "  Come,  I 
know  you ;  it  won't  do.  Will  you  stand  upon  your  legs, 
you  young  devil  ?  " 
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Oliver,  who  could  hardly  stand,  made  a  shift  to  raise 
himself  on  his  feet,  and  was  at  once  lugged  along  the 
streets  by  the  jacket-collar,  at  a  rapid  pace.  The  gentle- 
man walked  on  with  them  by  the  officer's  side;  and  as 
many  of  the  crowd  as  could  achieve  the  feat,  got  a  little 
a-head,  and  stared  back  at  Oliver  from  time  to  time. 
The  boys  shouted  in  triumph ;  and  on  they  went. 


CHAPTER  XL 

TREATS  OF  MR.  FANG  THE  POLICE  MAGISTRATE  J  AND  FTJR« 
NISHES  A  SLIGHT  SPECIMEN  OF  HIS  MODE  OF  ADMINISTER- 
ING JUSTICE. 

The  offence  had  been  committed  within  the  district, 
and  indeed  in  the  immediate  neighborhood  of,  a  very 
notorious  metropolitan  police  office.  The  crowd  had  only 
the  satisfaction  of  accompanying  Oliver  through  two  or 
three  streets,  and  down  a  place  called  Mutton  Hill,  when 
he  was  led  beneath  a  low  archway,  and  up  a  dirty  court, 
into  this  dispensary  of  summary  justice,  by  the  backway. 
It  was  a  small  paved  yard  into  which  they  turned ;  and 
here  they  encountered  a  stout  man  with  a  bunch  of  whis- 
kers on  his  face,  and  a  bunch  of  keys  in  his  hand. 

"  What's  the  matter  now  ?  "  said  the  man  carelessly. 

"  A  young  fogle-hunter,"  replied  the  man  who  had 
Oliver  in  charge. 

"  Are  you  the  party  that's  been  robbed,  Sir  ?  "  inquired 
the  man  with  the  keys. 

"Yes,  I  am,"  replied  the  old  gentleman;  "but  I  am 
not  sure  that  this  boy  actually  took  the  handkerchief.  I 
— I  would  rather  not  press  the  case." 

"  Must  go  before  the  magistrate  now,  Sir,"  replied  the 
man.  "  His  worship  will  be  disengaged  in  half  a  minute. 
Now,  young  gallows." 

This  was  an  invitation  for  Oliver  to  enter  through  a 
door  which  he  unlocked  as  he  spoke,  and  which  led  into 
a  stone  cell.  Here  he  was  searched;  and,  nothing  being 
found  upon  him,  locked  up. 

This  cell  was  in  shape  and  size  something  like  an  area 
cellar,  only  not  so  light.     It  was  most  intolerably  dirty  ; 
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for  it  was  Monday  morning;  and  it  had  been  tenanted  by 
six  drunken  people,  who  had  been  locked  up  elsewhere 
since  Saturday  night.  But  this  is  little.  In  our  station- 
houses,  men  and  women  are  every  night  confined  on  the 
most  trivial  charges — the  word  is  worth  noting — in  dun- 
geons, compared  with  which,  those  in  Newgate,  occupied 
by  the  most  atrocious  felons,  tried,  found  guilty,  and  under 
sentence  of  death,  are  palaces.  Let  any  man  who  doubts 
this,  compare  the  two. 

The  old  gentleman  looked  almost  as  rueful  as  Oliver 
when  the  key  grated  in  the  lock,  lie  turned  with  a  sigh 
to  the  book,  which  had  been  the  innocent  cause  of  all  this 
disturbance. 

"  There  is  something  in  that  boy's  face,"  said  the  old 
gentleman  to  himself  as  he  walked  slowly  away,  tapping 
his  chin  with  the  cover  of  the  book,  in  a  thoughtful 
manner  ;  "  something  that  touches  and  interests  me.  Can 
he  be  innocent  ?  He  looked  like. — By  the  bye,"  exclaimed 
the  old  gentleman,  halting  very  abruptly,  and  staring  up 
into  the  sky,  "  Bless  my  soul ! — Where  have  I  seen  some- 
thing like  that  look  before  ?  " 

After  musing  for  some  minutes,  the  old  gentleman 
walked,  with  the  same  meditative  face,  into  a  black  ante- 
room opening  from  the  yard;  and  there,  retiring  into  a 
corner,  called  up  before  his  mind's  eye  a  vast  amphitheatre 
of  faces  over  which  a  dusky  curtain  had  hung  for  many 
years.  "  No,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  shaking  his  head ; 
"  it  must  be  imagination." 

He  wandered  over  them  again.  He  had  called  them 
into  view,  and  it  was  not  easy  to  replace  the  shroud  that 
had  so  long  concealed  them.  There  were  the  faces  of 
friends,  and  foes,  and  of  many  that  had  been  almost 
strangers  peering  intrusively  from  the  crowd ;  there  were 
the  faces  of  young  and  blooming  girls  that  were  now  old 
women  ;  there  were  faces  that  the  grave  had  changed  and 
closed  upon,  but  which  the  mind,  superior  to  its  power, 
still  dressed  in  their  old  freshness  and  beauty,  calling 
back  the  lustre  of  the  eyes,  the  brightness  of  the  smile, 
the  beaming  of  the  soul  through  its  mask  of  clay,  and 
whispering  of  beaut)^  beyond  the  tomb,  changed  but  to  be 
heightened,  and  taken  from  earth  only  to  be  set  up  as  a 
light,  to  shed  a  soft  and  gentle  glow  upon  the  path  to 
Heaven. 
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But  the  old  gentleman  could  recall  no  one  countenance 
of  which  Oliver's  features  bore  a  trace.  So  he  heaved  a 
sigh  over  the  recollections  he  had  awakened ;  and  being, 
happily  for  himself,  an  absent  old  gentleman,  buried  them 
again  in  the  pages  of  the  musty  book. 

lie  was  roused  by  a  touch  on  the  shoulder,  and  a  request 
from  the  man  with  the  keys  to  follow  him  into  the  office. 
lie  closed  his  book  hastily;  and  was  at  once  ushered  into 
the  imposing  presence  of  the  renowned  Mr.  Fang. 

The  office  was  a  front  parlor,  with  a  panelled  wall. 
Mr.  Fang  sat  behind  a  bar  at  the  upper  end;  and  on  one 
side  of  the  door  was  a  sort  of  wooden  pen  in  which  poor 
little  Oliver  was  already  deposited  :  trembling  very  much 
at  the  awfulness  of  the  scene. 

Mr.  Fang  was  a  lean,  long-backed,  stiff-necked,  middle- 
sized  man,  with  no  great  quantity  of  hair,  and  what  he 
had,  growing  on  the  back  and  sides  of  his  head.  His  face 
was  stern,  and  much  flushed.  If  he  were  really  not  in 
the  habit  of  drinking  rather  more  than  was  exactly  good 
for  him,  he  might  have  brought  an  action  against  his 
countenance  for  libel,  and  have  recovered  heavy  damages. 
The  old  gentleman  bowed  respectfully  ;  and,  advancing 
to  the  magistrate's  desk,  said,  suiting  the  action  to 
the  word,  "That  is  my  name  and  address,  Sir."  He 
then  withdrew  a  pace  or  two ;  and,  with  another  polite 
and  gentlemanly  inclination  of  the  head,  waited  to  be 
questioned. 

Now,  it  so  happened  that  Mr.  Fang  was  at  that  moment 
perusing  a  leading  article  in  a  newspaper  of  the  morning, 
adverting  to  some  recent  decision  of  his,  and  commending 
him,  for  the  three  hundred  and  fiftieth  time,  to  the  special 
and  particular  notice  of  the  Secretary  of  State  for  the 
Home  Department.  He  was  out  of  temper ;  and  he  looked 
up  with  an  angry  scowl. 

"  Who  are  you  ?  "  said  Mr.  Fang. 

The  old  gentleman  pointed,  with  some  surprise,  to  his 
card. 

"  Officer  !  "  said  Mr.  Fang,  tossing  the  card  contemptu- 
ously away  with  the  newspaper,  "who  is  this  fellow?  " 

"My  name,  Sir,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  speaking  like 
a  gentleman,  "  my  name,  Sir,  is  Brownlow.  Permit  me 
to  inquire  the  name  of  the  magistrate  who  offers  a  gra- 
tuitous and  unprovoked  insult  to  a  respectable  person, 
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under  the  protection  of  the  bench."  Saying  this,  Mr. 
Brownlow  looked  round  the  office  as  if  in  search  of  some 
person  who  would  afford  him  the  required  information. 

"  Officer  !  "  said  Mr.  Fang,  throwing  the  paper  on  one 
side,  "what's  this  fellow  charged  with?" 

"  He's  not  charged  at  all,  your  worship,"  replied  the 
officer.     "  lie  appears  against  the  boy,  your  worship." 

His  worship  knew  this  perfectly  well ;  but  it  was  a 
good  annoyance,  and  a  safe  one. 

"  Appears  against  the  boy,  does  he  ?  "  said  Fang,  sur- 
veying Mr.  Brownlow  contemptuously  from  head  to  foot. 
M  Swear  him  !  " 

"  Before  I  am  sworn,  I  must  beg  to  say  one  word," 
said  Mr.  Brownlow :  "  and  that  is,  that  I  really  never, 
without  actual  experience,  could  have  believed — " 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Sir !  "  said  Mr.  Fang,  peremptorily. 

"I  will  not,  Sir!"  replied  the  old  gentleman. 

"  Hold  your  tongue  this  instant,  or  I'll  have  you  turned 
out  of  the  office  !  "  said  Mr.  Fang.  "  You're  an  insolent, 
impertinent  fellow.     How  dare  you  bully  a  magistrate!" 

"  What!  "  exclaimed  the  old  gentleman,  reddening. 

"  Swear  this  person  ! "  said  Fang  to  the  clerk.  "  I'll 
not  hear  another  word.     Swear  him." 

Mr.  Brownlow's  indignation  was  greatly  roused ;  but, 
reflecting  perhaps,  that  he  might  only  injure  the  boy  by 
giving  vent  to  it,  he  suppressed  his  feelings,  and  sub- 
mitted to  be  sworn  at  once. 

"  Now,"  said  Fang,  "  What's  the  charge  against  this 
boy?     What  have  you  got  to  say,  Sir?" 

"  I  was  standing  at  a  book-stall — "  Mr.  Brownlow  began. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Sir !  "  said  Mr.  Fang.  "  Policeman  ! 
Where's  the  policeman  ?  Here,  swear  this  policeman. 
Now,  policeman,  what  is  this  ?  " 

The  policeman  with  becoming  humility  related  how 
he  had  taken  the  charge ;  how  he  had  searched  Oliver, 
and  found  nothing  on  his  person  ;  and  how  that  was  all 
he  knew  about  it. 

"  Are  there  any  witnesses  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Fang. 

"  None,  your  worship,"  replied  the  policeman. 

Mr.  Fang  sat  silent  for  some  minutes,  and  then,  turn- 
ing round  to  the  prosecutor,  said  in  a  towering  passion, 

"Do  you  mean  to  state  what  your  complaint  against 
this  boy  is,  fellow,  or  do  you  not  ?    You  have  been  sworn. 
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Now,  if  you  stand  there,  refusing  to  give  evidence,  I'll 
punish  you  for  disrespect  to  the  bench  ;  I  will,  hy — " 

l>y  what  or  hy  whom,  nobody  knows,  for  the  clerk  and 
jailer  coughed  very  loud,  just  at  the  right  moment;  and 
the  former  dropped  a  heavy  hook  upon  the  floor,  thus 
preventing  the  word  from  being  heard— accidentally,  of 
course. 

With  many  interruptions,  and  repeated  insults,  Mr. 
Brownlow  contrived  to  state  his  case;  observing  that,  in 
the  surprise  of  the  moment,  he  had  run  after  the  boy 
because  he  saw  him  running  away;  and  expressing  his 
hope  that,  if  the  magistrate  should  believe  him,  although 
not  actually  the  thief,  to  be  connected  with  thieves, 
he  would  deal  as  leniently  with  him  as  justice  would 
allow. 

"  He  has  been  hurt  already,"  said  the  old  gentleman  in 
conclusion.  "  And  I  fear,"  he  added,  with  great  energy, 
looking  towards  the  bar,  "  I  really  fear  that  he  is  very 
ill." 

"Oh!  yes,  I  dare  say!"  said  Mr  Fang,  with  a  sneer. 
"  Come,  none  of  your  tricks  here,  you  young  vagabond  ; 
they  won't  do.     What's  your  name  ?  " 

Oliver  tried  to  reply,  but  his  tongue  failed  him.  He 
was  deadly  pale ;  and  the  whole  place  seemed  turning 
round  and  round. 

"  What's  your  name,  you  hardened  scoundrel  ? "  de- 
manded Mr.  Fang.     "Officer,  what's  his  name?  " 

This  was  addressed  to  a  bluff  old  fellow,  in  a  striped 
waistcoat,  who  was  standing  by  the  bar.  He  bent  over 
Oliver,  and  repeated  the  inquiry  ;  but  finding  him  really 
incapable  of  understanding  the  question;  and  knowing 
that  his  not  replying  would,  only  infuriate  the  magistrate 
the  more,  and  add  to  the  severity  of  his  sentence;  he 
hazarded  a  guess. 

"  He  says  his  name's  Tom  White,  your  worship,"  said 
this  kind-hearted  thief -taker. 

"  Oh,  he  won't  speak  out,  won't  he  ?  "  said  Fang.  "  Very 
well,  very  well.     Where  does  he  live?" 

"Where  he  can,  your  worship,"  replied  the  officer: 
again  pretending  to  receive  Oliver's  answer. 

"  Has  he  any  parents  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Fang. 

"  He  says  they  died  in  his  infancy,  your  worship,  "  re- 
plied the  officer :  hazarding  the  usual  reply. 
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At  this  point  of  the  inquiry,  Oliver  raised  his  head  ;  and, 
looking  round  with  imploring  eyes,  murmured  a  feeble 
prayer  for  a  draught  of  water. 

"Stuff  and  nonsense!"  said  Mr.  Fang:  "don't  try  to 
make  a  fool  of  me." 

"  I  think  he  really  is  ill,  your  worship,  "  remonstrated 
the  officer. 

"  I  know  better,"  said  Mr.  Fang. 

"Take  care  of  him,  officer,"  said  the  old  gentleman^ 
raising  his  hands  instinctively;  "  he'll  fall  down." 

"  Stand  away,  officer,"  cried  Fang ;  "  let  him,  if  he  likes." 

Oliver  availed  himself  of  the  kind  permission,  and  fell 
heavily  to  the  floor  in  a  fainting  fit.  The  men  in  the  office 
looked  at  each  other,  but  no  one  dared  to  stir. 

"  I  knew  he  was  shamming,"  said  Fang,  as  if  this  were 
incontestable  proof  of  the  fact.  "  Let  him  lie  there ;  he'll 
soon  be  tired  of  that." 

"  How  do  you  propose  to  deal  with  the  case,  Sir  ?  "  in-, 
quired  the  clerk  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Summarily,"  replied  Mr  Fang.  "  He  stands  com- 
mitted for  three  months — hard  labor  of  course.  Clear 
the  office." 

The  door  was  opened  for  this  purpose,  and  a  couple  of 
men  were  preparing  to  carry  the  insensible  boy  to  his 
cell;  when  an  elderly  man  of  decent  but  poor  appearance, 
clad  in  an  old  suit  of  black,  rushed  hastily  into  the  office, 
and  advanced  towards  the  bench. 

"  Stop,  stop !  Don't  take  him  away !  For  Heaven's 
sake  stop  a  moment!"  cried  the  new-comer,  breathless 
with  haste. 

Although  the  presiding  Genii  in  such  an  office  as  this, 
exercise  a  summary  and  arbitrary  power  over  the  liberties, 
the  good  name,  the  character,  almost  the  lives,  of  Her 
Majesty's  subjects,  especially  of  the  poorer  class ;  and  al- 
though, within  such  walls,  enough  fantastic  tricks  are 
daily  played  to  make  the  angels  blind  with  weeping ; 
they  are  closed  to  the  public,  save  through  the  medium  of 
the  daily  press.  Mr  Fang  was  consequently  not  a  little 
indignant  to  see  an  unbidden  guest  enter  in  such  irrev- 
erent disorder. 

"What  is  this?  Who  is  this?  Turn  this  man  out. 
Clear  the  office !  "  cried  Mr.  Fang. 

"I  will  speak,"  cried  the  man;  "I  will  not  be   turned 
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out,     1  saw  it  all.     T  keep  the  book-stall.     I  demand  to  be 

sworn.     I  will  not    be  put  down.     Mr  Fang,  you    must 
hear  me.     Von  must  not  refuse,  Sir." 

The  man  was  right.  His  mannei  was  bold  and  deter- 
mined ;  and  the  matter  was  growing  rather  too  serious  to 
in'  hushed  up. 

-  Swear  the  fellow,"  growled  Fang,  with  a  very  ill 
grace.     "Now,  man,  what  have  you   gol    to  say?" 

"  This,"  said  the  man  :  "  I  saw  three  boys  :  two  others 
and  the  prisoner  here:  loitering  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  way,  when  this  gentleman  was  reading.  The  robbery 
was  committed  by  another  boy.  1  saw  it  done;  and  1 
saw  that  this  boy  was  perfectly  amazed  and  stupefied  by 
it."  Having  by  this  time  recovered  a  little  breath,  the 
worthy  book-stall  keeper  proceeded  to  relate,  in  a  more 
coherent  manner,  the  exact  circumstances  of  the  robbery. 

"  Why  didn't  you  come  here  before  ?  "  said  Fang,  after 
a  pause. 

"  I  hadn't  a  soul  to  mind  the  shop,"  replied  the  man. 

"  Everybody  who  couid  have  helped  me,  had  joined  in 
pursuit.  I  could  get  nobody  till  five  minutes  ago;  and 
I've  run  here  all  the  way." 

"  The  prosecutor  was  reading,  was  he  ?  "  inquired  Fang, 
after  another  pause. 

"  Yes,  "  replied  the  man.  "  The  very  book  he  has  in 
his  hand. " 

«  Oh,  that  book,  eh  ?  "  said  Fang.     "  Is  it  paid  for  ?  " 

"No,  it  is  not,"  replied  the  man,  with  a  smile. 

"  Dear  me,  I  forgot  all  about  it !  "  exclaimed  the  absent 
old  gentleman,  innocently. 

"  A  nice  person  to  prefer  a  cbarge  against  a  poor  boy ! " 
said  Fang,  with  a  comical  effort  to  look  humane.  "  I 
consider,  "Sir,  that  you  have  obtained  possession  of  that 
book,  under  very  suspicious  and  disreputable  circum- 
stances ;  and  you  may  think  yourself  very  fortunate  that 
the  owner  of  the  property  declines  to  prosecute.  Let  this 
be  a  lesson  to  you,  my  man,  or  the  law  will  overtake  you 
yet.     The  boy  is  discharged.     Clear  the  office." 

"D — n  me !  "  cried  the  old  gentleman  bursting  out  with 
the  rage  he  had  kept  down  so  long,  "  d — n  me !     I'll — ." 

"  Clear  the  office  ! "  said  the  magistrate.  "  Officers,  do 
you  hear  ?    Clear  the  office !  " 

The   mandate   was   obeyed;   and   the  indignant    Mr. 
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Brownlow  was  conveyed  out,  with  the  book  in  one  hand, 
and  the  bamboo  cane  in  the  other :  in  a  perfect  phrenzy 
of  rage  and  defiance.  He  reached  the  yard  ;  and  it  van- 
ished in  a  moment.  Little  Oliver  Twist  lay  on  his  back 
on  the  pavement,  with  his  shirt  unbuttoned,  and  his  tem- 
ples bathed  with  water ;  his  face  a  deadly  white  ;  and  a 
cold  tremble  convulsing  his  whole  frame. 

"  Poor  boy,  poor  boy  !  "  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  bending 
over  him.     "Call  a  coach,  somebody,  pray.     Directly!  " 

A  coach  was  obtained,  and  Oliver,  having  been  care- 
fully laid  on  one  seat,  the  old  gentleman  got  in  and  sat 
himself  on  the  other. 

"  May  I  accompany  you  ?  "  said  the  book-stall  keeper, 
looking  in. 

"  Bless  me,  yes,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow 
quickly.  "  I  forgot  you.  Dear,  dear !  I  have  this  un- 
happy book  still.  Jump  in.  Poor  fellow!  There's  no 
time  to  lose." 

The  book-stall  keeper  got  into  the  coach ;  and  away 
they  drove. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

IN  WHICH  OLIVER  IS  TAKEN  BETTER  CARE  OP  THAN  HE  EVER 
WAS  BEFORE.  AND  IN  WHICH  THE  NARRATIVE  REVERTS 
TO  THE  MERRY  OLD  GENTLEMAN  AND  HIS  YOUTHFUL 
FRIENDS. 

The  coach  rattled  away,  down  Mount  Pleasant  and  up 
Exmouth  Street :  over  nearly  the  same  ground  as  that 
which  Oliver  had  traversed  when  he  first  entered  London 
in  company  with  the  Dodger ;  and,  turning  a  different 
way  when  it  reached  the  Angel  at  Islington,  stopped  at 
length  before  a  neat  house,  in  a  quiet  shady  street  near 
Pen  ton  vi  lie.  Here,  a  bed  was  prepared,  without  loss  of 
time,  in  which  Mr.  Brownlow  saw  his  young  charge  care- 
fully and  comfortably  deposited ;  and  here,  he  was 
tended  with  a  kindness  and  solicitude  that  knew  no 
bounds. 

But,  for  many  days,  Oliver  remained  insensible  to  all 
the  goodness  of  his  new  friends.  The  sun  rose  and  sank, 
and  rose  and  sank  again,  and  many  times  after  that ;  and 
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still  the  boy  lay  stretched  on  his  uneasy  bed,  dwindling 
away  beneath  the  dry  and  wasting  heat  of  fever.  The 
worm  does  not  his  work  more  surely  on  the  dead  body, 
than  does  this  slow  creeping  fire  upon  the  living  frame. 

Weak,  and  thin,  and  pallid,  he  awoke  at  last  from  what 
seemed  to  have  been  a  long  and  troubled  dream.  Feebly 
raising  himself  in  the  bed,  with  his  head  resting  on  his 
trembling  arm,  he  looked  anxiously  round. 

"What  room  is  this?  Where  have  I  been  brought 
to?  "  said  Oliver.  "  This  is  not  the  place  I  went  to  sleep 
hi." 

lie  uttered  these  words  in  a  feeble  voice,  being  very 
faint  and  weak ;  but  they  were  overheard  at  once ;  for 
the  curtain  at  the  bed's  head  was  hastily  drawn  back ; 
and  a  motherly  old  lady,  very  neatly  and  precisely 
dressed,  rose  as  she  undrew  it,  from  an  arm-chair  close 
by,  in  which  she  had  been  sitting  at  needle-work. 

"  Hush,  my  dear,"  said  the  old  lady  softly.  "  You 
must  be  very  quiet,  or  you  will  he  ill  again  ;  and  you 
have  been  very  bad, — as  bad  as  bad  could  be,  pretty  nigh. 
Lie  down  again  ;  there's  a  dear !  "  With  these  words,  the 
old  lady  very  gently  placed  Oliver's  head  upon  the 
pillow;  and,  smoothing  back  his  hair  from  his  forehead, 
looked  so  kindly  and  lovingly  in  his  face,  that  he  could 
not  help  placing  his  little  withered  hand  on  hers,  and 
drawing  it  round  his  neck. 

"  Save  us !  "  said  the  old  lady,  with  tears  in  her  eyes, 
"What  a  grateful  little  dear  it  is.  Pretty  creetur! 
What  would  his  mother  feel  if  she  had  sat  by  him  as  I 
have,  and  could  see  him  now  !  " 

"Perhaps  she  does  see  me,"  whispered  Oliver,  folding 
his  hands  together;  "perhaps  she  has  sat  by  me.  I 
almost  feel  as  if  she  had." 

"  That  was  the  fever,  my  dear,"  said  the  old  lady  mildly. 

"I  suppose  it  was,"  replied  Oliver,  "because  Heaven  is 
a  long  way  off ;  and  they  are  too  happy  there,  to  come 
down  to  the  bedside  of  a  poor  boy.  But  if  she  knew  I 
was  ill,  she  must  have  pitied  me,  even  there;  for  she  was 
very  ill  herself  before  she  died.  She  can't  know  any- 
thing about  me  though,"  added  Oliver  after  a  moment's 
silence.  "  If  she  had  seen  me  hurt,  it  would  have  made 
her  sorrowful ;  and  her  face  has  always  looked  sweet  and 
happy,  when  I  have  dreamed  of  her." 
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The  old  lady  made  no  reply  to  this ;  but  wiping  her 
eyes  first,  and  her  spectacles,  which  lay  on  the  counter- 
pane, afterwards,  as  if  they  were  part  and  parcel  of  those 
features,  brought  some  cool  stuff  for  Oliver  to  drink  ;  and 
then,  patting  him  on  the  cheek,  told  him  he  must  lie  very 
quiet,  or  he  would  be  ill  again. 

So,  Oliver  kept  very  still ;  partly  because  he  was  anx- 
ious to  obey  the  kind  old  lady  in  all  things ;  and  partly, 
to  tell  the  truth,  because  he  was  completely  exhausted 
with  what  he  had  already  said.  He  soon  fell  into  a 
gentle  doze,  from  which  he  was  awakened  by  the  light 
of  a  candle :  which,  being  brought  near  the  bed,  showed 
him  a  gentleman  with  a  very  large  and  loud-ticking  gold 
watch  in  his  hand,  who  felt  his  pulse,  and  said  he  was  a 
great  deal  better. 

"  You  are  a  great  deal  better,  are  you  not,  my  dear  ?  " 
said  the  gentleman. 

"  Yes,  thank  you,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  Yes,  I  know  you  are,"  said  the  gentleman :  "  You're 
hungry  too,  an't  you?" 

"No,  Sir,"  answered  Oliver. 

"  Hem  !  "  said  the  gentleman.  "  No,  I  know  you're  not. 
He  is  not  hungry,  Mrs.  Bedwin,"  said  the  gentleman : 
looking  very  wise. 

The  old  lady  made  a  respectful  inclination  of  the  head, 
which  seemed  to  say  that  she  thought  she  doctor  was  a 
very  clever  man.  The  doctor  appeared  very  much  of  the 
same  opinion  himself. 

"  You  feel  sleepy,  don't  you,  my  dear  ?  "  said  the  doctor. 

"  No,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  No,"  said  the  doctor,  with  a  very  shrewd  and  satis- 
fied look.     "  You're  not  sleepy.     Nor  thirsty.     Are  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sir,  rather  thirsty,"  answered  Oliver. 

"Just  as  I  expected,  Mrs.  Bedwin,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  It's  very  natural  that  he  should  be  thirsty.  You  may 
give  him  a  little  tea,  ma'am,  and  some  dry  toast  without 
any  butter.  Don't  keep  him  too  warm,  ma'am ;  but  be 
careful  that  you  don't  let  him  be  too  cold — will  you  have 
the  goodness  ?" 

The  old  lady  dropped  a  curtsey.  The  doctor,  after 
tasting  the  cool  stuff,  and  expressing  a  qualified  approval 
thereof,  hurried  away :  his  boots  creaking  in  a  very  im- 
portant and  wealthy  manner  as  he  went  downstairs. 
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Oliver  dozed  off  again,  soon  alter  this;  and  when  he 
awoke,  it  was  nearly  twelve  o'clock.  The  old  lady  ten- 
derly bade  him  good-night  shortly  afterwards  ;  and  left 
him  in  charge  of  a  fat  old  woman  who  had  just  come: 
bringing  with  her,  in  a  little  bundle,  a  small  Prayer  Book 
and  a  large  nightcap.  Putting  the  latter  on  her  head  and 
the  former  on  the  table,  the  old  woman,  after  telling 
Oliver  that  she  had  come  to  sit  up  with  him,  drew  her 
chair  close  to  the  fire  and  went  off  into  a  series  of  short 
naps,  chequered  at  frequent  intervals  with  sundry  tum- 
blings forward,  and  divers  moans  and  chokings,  which, 
however,  had  no  worse  effect  than  causing  her  to  rub  her 
nose  very  hard,  and  then  fall  asleep  again. 

And  thus  the  night  crept  slowly  on.  Oliver  lay  awake 
for  some  time,  counting  the  little  circles  of  light  which 
the  reflection  of  the  rushlight-shade  threw  upon  the  ceil- 
ing ;  or  tracing  with  his  languid  eyes  the  intricate  pattern 
of  °the  paper  on  the  wall.  The  darkness  and  deep  stillness 
of  the  room  were  very  solemn;  and  as  they  brought  into 
the  boy's  mind  the  thought  that  Death  had  been  hovering 
there,  for  many  days  and  nights,  and  might  yet  fill  it 
with  the  gloom  and  dread  of  his  awful  presence,  he 
turned  his  "face  upon  the  pillow,  and  fervently  prayed  to 
Heaven. 

Gradually,  he  fell  into  that  deep  tranquil  sleep  which 
ease  from  recent  suffering  alone  imparts ;  that  calm  and 
peaceful  rest  which  it  is  pain  to  wake  from.  Who,  if 
this  were  death,  would  be  roused  again  to  all  the  struggles 
and  turmoils  of  life ;  to  all  its  cares  for  the  present ;  its 
anxieties  for  the  future ;  more  than  all,  its  weary  recol- 
lections of  the  past ! 

It  had  been  bright  day,  for  hours,  when  Oliver  opened 
his  eyes;  when  he  did  so,  he  felt  cheerful  and  happy. 
The  crisis  of  the  disease  was  safely  past.  He  belonged 
to  the  world  again. 

In  three  days'  time,  he  was  able  to  sit  in  an  easy-chair, 
well  propped  up  with  pillows ;  and,  as  he  was  still  too 
weak  to  walk,  Mrs.  Bedwin  had  him  carried  downstairs 
into  the  little  housekeeper's  room,  which  belonged  to  her : 
where,  having  sat  him  up  by  the  fireside,  the  good  old 
lady  sat  herself  down  too ;  and,  being  in  a  state  of  con- 
siderable delight  at  seeing  him  so  much  better,  forthwith 
began  to  cry  most  violently. 
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"  Never  mind  me,  my  dear,"  said  the  old  lady.  "  I'm 
only  having  a  regular  good  cry.  There;  it's  all  over 
now  ;  and  I'm  quite  comfortable." 

"  You're  very,  very  kind  to  me,  ma'am,"  said  Oliver. 

"  Well,  never  you  mind  that,  my  dear,"  said  the  old 
lady;  "that's  got  nothing  to  do  with  your  broth;  and 
it's  full  time  you  had  it ;  for  the  doctor  says  Mr.  Brown- 
low  may  come  in  to  see  you  this  morning:  and  we  must 
get  up  our  best  looks,  because  the  better  we  look,  the 
more  he'll  be  pleased."  And  with  tins,  the  old  lady  ap- 
plied herself  to  warming  up  in  a  little  saucepan  a  basin 
full  of  broth:  strong  enough  to  furnish  an  ample  dinner, 
when  reduced  to  the  regulation  strength  :  for  three  hun- 
dred and  fifty  paupers,  at  the  very  lowest  computation. 

"Are  you  fond  of  pictures,  dear?"  inquired  the  old 
lady,  seeing  that  Oliver  had  fixed  his  eyes,  most  intently, 
on  a  portrait  which  hung  against  the  wall :  just  opposite 
his  chair. 

"I  don't  quite  know,  ma'am,"  said  Oliver,  without  tak- 
ing his  eyes  from  the  canvas ;  "  I  have  seen  so  few  that  I 
hardly  know.  What  a  beautiful,  mild  face  that  lady's 
is!" 

"  Ah !  "  said  the  old  lady,  "  painters  always  make  ladies 
out  prettier  than  they  are,  or  they  Avouldn't  get  any  cus- 
tom, child.  The  man  that  invented  the  machine  for  taking 
likenesses  might  have  known  that  would  never  succeed ; 
it's  a  deal  too  honest.  A  deal !  "  said  the  old  lady,  laugh- 
ing very  heartily  at  her  own  acuteness. 

"  Is — is  that  a  likeness,  ma'am  ?  "  said  Oliver. 

"Yes,"  said  the  old  lady,  looking  up  for  a  moment 
from  the  broth  ;  "  that's  a  portrait." 

"Whose,  ma'am?"  asked  Oliver  eagerly. 

"  Why,  really,  my  dear,  I  don't  know,"  answered  the 
old  lady  in  a  good-humored  manner.  "It's  not  a  like- 
ness of  anybody  that  you  or  I  know,  I  expect.  It  seems 
to  strike  your  fancy,  dear." 

"  It  is  so  very  pretty,"  replied  Oliver. 

"Why,  sure  you're  not  afraid  of  it?"  said  the  old 
lady :  observing,  in  great  surprise,  the  look  of  awe  with 
which  the  child  regarded  the  painting. 

"Oh  no,  no,"  returned  Oliver  quickly;  "but  the  eyes 
look  so  sorrowful;  and  where  I  sit,  they  seem  fixed  upon 
me.     It  makes  my  heart  beat,"  added  Oliver  in  a  low 
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voice,  "  as  if  it  "was  alive,  and  wanted  to  speak  to  me, 
but  couldn't." 

"Lord  save  us!"  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  stalling; 
"don't  talk  in  that  way,  child.  You're  weak  and  ner- 
vous after  your  illness.  Let  me  wheel  your  chair  round 
to  the  other  side  ;  and  then  you  won't  see  it.  There!" 
said  the  old  lady,  suiting'  the  action  to  the  word;  "you 
don't  see  it  now,  at  all  events." 

Oliver  did  see  it  in  his  mind's  eye  as  distinctly  as  if 
he  had  not  altered  his  position  ;  but  he  thought  it  better 
not  to  worry  the  kind  old  lady  ;  so  he  smiled  gently 
when  she  looked  at  him  ;  and  Mrs.  Bedwin,  satisfied  that 
he  felt  more  comfortable,  salted  and  broke  bits  of  toasted 
bread  into  the  broth,  with  all  the  bustle  befitting  so 
solemn  a  preparation.  Oliver  got  through  it  with  extraor- 
dinary expedition;  and  had  scarcely  swallowed  the  last 
spoonful,  when  there  came  a  soft  tap  at  the  door.  "  Come 
in,"  said  the  old  lady;  and  in  walked  Mr.  Brownlow. 

Now  the  old  gentleman  came  in  as  brisk  as  need  be; 
but  he  had  no  sooner  raised  his  spectacles  on  his  fore- 
head, and  thrust  his  hands  behind  the  skirts  of  his  dress- 
ing gown  to  take  a  good  long"  look  at  Oliver,  than  his 
countenance  underwent  a  very  great  variety  of  odd  con- 
tortions. Oliver  looked  very  wrorn  and  shadowy  from 
sickness :  and  made  an  ineffectual  attempt  to  stand  up, 
out  of  respect  to  his  benefactor  :  which  terminated  in  his 
sinking  back  into  the  chair  again ;  and  the  fact  is,  if  the 
truth  must  be  told,  that  Mr.  Brownlow's  heart,  being 
large  enough  for  any  six  ordinary  old  gentlemen  of 
humane  disposition,  forced  a  supply  of  tears  into  his  eyes 
by  some  hydraulic  process  which  we  are  not  sufficiently 
philosophical  to  be  in  a  condition  to  explain. 

"  Poor  boy,  poor  boy ! "  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  clearing 
his  throat.  "I'm  rather  hoarse  this  morning,  Mrs.  Bed- 
win.     I'm  afraid  I  have  caught  cold." 

"  I  hope  not,  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Bedwin.  "  Everything 
you  have  had,  has  been  well  aired,  Sir." 

"I  don't  know,  Bedwin.  I  don't  know,"  said  Mr. 
Brownlow ;  "I  rather  think  I  had  a  damp  napkin  at  din- 
ner-time yesterday  ;  but  never  mind  that.  How  do  you 
feel,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Very  happy,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver.  "And  very  grate- 
ful indeed,  Sir,  for  your  goodness  to  me." 
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"  Good  boy,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  stoutly.  "  Have  you 
given  him  any  nourishment,  Bedwin  ?    Any  slops,  eh?" 

"He  has  just  had  a  basin  of  beautiful  strong  broth, 
Sir,"  replied  Mrs.  Bedwin  :  drawing  herself  up  slightly, 
and  laying  a  strong  emphasis  on  the  last  word ;  to  inti- 
mate that  between  slops,  and  broth  well  compounded, 
there  existed  no  affinity  or  connection  whatsoever. 

"Ugh!"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  with  a  slight  shudder: 
"  a  couple  of  glasses  of  port  wine  would  have  done  him 
a  great  deal  more  good.  Wouldn't  they,  Tom  White, 
eh?" 

"  My  name  is  Oliver,  Sir,"  replied  the  little  invalid : 
with  a  look  of  great  astonishment. 

"  Oliver,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow ;  "  Oliver  what  ?  Oliver 
White,  eh?" 

"No,  Sir,  Twist,  Oliver  Twist." 

"  Queer  name !  "  said  the  old  gentleman.  "  What  made 
you  tell  the  magistrate  your  name  was  White?" 

"  I  never  told  him  so,  Sir,"  returned  Oliver  in  amaze- 
ment. 

This  sounded  so  like  a  falsehood,  that  the  old  gentle- 
man looked  somewhat  sternly  in  Oliver's  face.  It  was 
impossible  to  doubt  him ;  there  was  truth  in  every  one 
of  its  thin  and  sharpened  lineaments. 

"Some  mistake,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow.  But,  although 
his  motive  for  looking  steadily  at  Oliver  no  longer  existed, 
the  old  idea  of  the  resemblance  between  his  features  and 
some  familiar  face  came  upon  him  so  strongly,  that  he 
could  not  withdraw  his  gaze. 

"  I  hope  you  are  not  angry  with  me,  Sir  ?  "  said  Oliver, 
raising  his  eyes  beseechingly. 

" No,  no,"  replied  the  old  gentleman.  "Why!  what's 
this  ?    Bedwin,  look  there!  " 

As  he  spoke,  he  pointed  hastily  to  the  picture  above 
Oliver's  head ;  and  then  to  the  boy's  face.  There  was 
its  living  copy.  The  eyes,  the  head,  the  mouth ;  every 
feature  was  the  same.  The  expression  was,  for  the  in- 
stant, so  precisely  alike,  that  the  minutest  line  seemed 
copied  with  startling  accuracy ! 

Oliver  knew  not  the  cause  of  this  sudden  exclamation  ; 
for,  not  being  strong  enough  to  bear  the  start  it  gave  him 
he  fainted  away.  A  weakness  on  his  part,  which  affords 
the  narrative  an  opportunity  of  relieving  the  reader  from 
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suspense,  in  behalf  of  the  two  young  pupils  of  the  Merry 
Old  Gentleman  ;  and  of  recording — 

That  when  the  Dodger,  and  his  accomplished  friend 
Master  Bates,  joined  in  the  hue-and-cry  which  was  raised 
at  Oliver's  heels,  in  consequence  of  their  executing  an 
illegal  conveyance  of  Mr.  Brownlow's  personal  property, 
as  has  been  already  described,  they  were  actuated  by  a 
very  Laudable  and  becoming  regard*  for  themselves;  and 
forasmuch  as  the  freedom  of  the  subject  and  the  liberty 
of  the  individual  are  among  the  first  and  proudest  boasts 
of  a  true-hearted  Englishman;  so  I  need  hardly  beg  the 
reader  to  observe,  that  this  action  should  tend  to  exalt 
theni  in  the  opinion  of  all  public  and  patriotic  men,  in 
almost  as  great  a  degree  as  this  strong  proof  of  their  anx- 
iety for  their  own  preservation  and  safety  goes  to  cor- 
roborate and  confirm  the  little  code  of  laws  which  contain 
certain  profound  and  sound  judging  philosophers  have  laid 
down  as  the  mainsprings  of  all  Nature's  deeds  and  actions  : 
the  said  philosophers  very  wisely  reducing  the  good  lady's 
proceedings  to  matters  of  maxim  and  theory :  and,  by  a 
very  neat  and  pretty  compliment  to  her  exalted  wisdom 
and'  understanding,  putting  entirely  out  of  sight  any  con- 
siderations of  heart,  or  generous  impulse  and  feeling. 
For  these  are  matters  totally  beneath  a  female  who  is 
acknowledged  by  universal  admission  to  be  far  above  the 
numerous  little  foibles  and  weaknesses  of  her  sex. 

If  I  wanted  any  further  proof  of  the  strictly  philosoph- 
ical nature  of  the  conduct  of  these  young  gentlemen  in 
their  very  delicate  predicament,  I  should  at  once  find  it 
in  the  fact  (also  recorded  in  a  foregoing  part  of  this 
narrative),  of  their  quitting  the  pursuit,  when  the  general 
attention  was  fixed  upon  Oliver  ;  and  making  immediately 
for  their  home  by  the  shortest  possible  cut.  For  although 
I  do  not  mean  to  assert  that  it  is  usually  the  practice  of 
renowned  and  learned  sages,  to  shorten  the  road  to  any 
great  conclusion  (their  course  indeed  being  rather  to 
lengthen  the  distance,  by  various  circumlocutions  and 
discursive  staggerings,  like  unto  those  in  which  drunken 
men  under  the  pressure  of  a  too  mighty  flow  of  ideas,  are 
prone  to  indulge) ;  still  I  do  mean  to  say,  and  do  say 
distinctly,  that  it  is  the  invariable  practice  of  many 
mighty  philosophers,  in  carrying  out  their  theories,  to 
evince  great  wisdom  and  foresight  in  providing  against 
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every  possible  contingency  which  can  be  supposed  at  all 
likely  to  affect  themselves.  Thus,  to  do  a  great  right, 
you  may  do  a  little  wrong ;  and  you  may  take  any  means 
which  the  end  to  be  attained  will  justify ;  the  amount 
of  the  right,  or  the  amount  of  the  wrong,  or  indeed  the 
distinction  between  the  two,  being  left  entirely  to  the 
philosopher  concerned,  to  be  settled  and  determined  by 
his  clear,  comprehensive,  and  impartial  view  of  his  own 
particular  case 

It  was  not  until  the  two  boys  had  scoured,  with  great 
rapidity,  through  a  most  intricate  maze  of  narrow  streets 
and  courts,  that  they  ventured  to  halt,  by  one  consent, 
beneath  a  low  and  dark  archway.  Having  remained 
silent  here,  just  long  enough  to  recover  breath  to  speak, 
Master  Bates  uttered  an  exclamation  of  amusement  and 
delight ;  and,  bursting  into  an  uncontrollable  fit  of  laugh- 
ter, flung  himself  upon  a  door-step,  and  rolled  thereon  in 
a  transport  of  mirth. 

"What's  the  matter?"  inquired  the  Dodger. 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  "  roared  Charley  Bates. 

"  Hold  your  noise,"  remonstrated  the  Dodger,  looking 
cautiously  round.     "  Do  you  want  to  be  grabbed,  stupid  ?  " 

"  I  can't  help  it,"  said  Charley,  "  I  can't  help  it.  To 
see  him  splitting  away  at  that  pace,  and  cutting  round 
the  corners,  and  knocking  up  against  the  posts,  and  start- 
ing on  again  as  if  he  was  made  of  iron  as  well  as  them, 
and  me  with  the  wipe  in  my  pocket,  singing  out  arter  him — 
oh,  my  eye!"  The  vivid  imagination  of  Master  Bates, 
presented  the  scene  before  him  in  too  strong  colors.  As 
he  arrived  at  this  apostrophe,  he  again  rolled  upon  the 
door-step  and  laughed  louder  than  before. 

"  What'll  Fagin  say?"  inquired  the  Dodger;  taking 
advantage  of  the  next  interval  of  breathlessness  on  the 
part  of  his  friend  to  propound  the  question. 

"  What !  "  repeated  Charley  Bates. 

"  Ah,  what  ?  "  said  the  Dodger. 

"Why,  what  should  he  say?"  inquired  Chariey:  stop- 
ping rather  suddenly  in  his  merriment ;  for  the  Dodger's 
manner  was  impressive.     "  What  should  he  say?" 

Mr.  Dawkins  whistled  for  a  couple  of  minutes  ;  then, 
taking  off  his  hat,  scratched  his  head,  and  nodded  thrice. 

"  What  do  you  mean?  "  said  Charley. 

"  Toor  rul  lol  loo,  gammon  and  spinnage,  the  frog  he 
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wouldn't,  and  high  cockolorum,"  said  the  Dodger:  with 
a  slight  sneer  on  Ins  intellectual  countenance. 

This  was  explanatory,  but  not  satisfactory.  Master 
Bates  felt  it  so  ;  and  again  said,  "What  do  you  mean?" 

The  Dodger  made  no  reply  ;  but  putting  his  hat  on 
again,  and  gathering  the  skirts  of  his  long-tailed  coat 
under  Ins  arm,  thrust  his  tongue  into  his  cheek,  slapped 
the  bridge  of  his  nose  souk;  half-dozen  times  in  a  familiar 
but  expressive  manner,  and  turning  on  his  heel,  slunk 
down  the  court.  Master  Bates  followed,  with  a  thought- 
ful countenance. 

The  noise  of  footsteps  on  the  creaking  stairs,  a  few 
minutes  after  the  occurrence  of  this  conversation,  roused 
the  merry  old  gentleman  as  he  sat  over  the  fire  with  a 
saveloy  and  a  small  loaf  in  his  left  hand  ;  a  pocket-knife 
in  his  right  ;  and  a  pewter  pot  on  the  trivet.  There  was 
a  rascally  smile  on  his  white  face  as  he  turned  round ;  and, 
looking  sharply  out  from  under  his  thick  red  eyebrows, 
bent  his  ear  towards  the  door,  and  listened  intently. 

"Why,  how's  this?"  muttered  the  Jew  :  changing 
countenance;  "only  two  of 'em  ?  Where's  the  third? 
They  can't  have  got  into  trouble.     Hark  !  " 

The  footsteps  approached  nearer  ;  they  reached  the 
landing.  The  door  was  slowly  opened  ;  and  the  Dodger 
and  Charley  Bates  entered,  closing  it  behind  them. 


CHAPTER   XIII. 

SOME  NEW  ACQUAINTANCES  ARE  INTRODUCED  TO  THE  IN- 
TELLIGENT READER  ;  CONNECTED  WITH  WHOM,  VARIOUS 
PLEASANT  MATTERS  ARE  RELATED,  APPERTAINING  TO  THIS 
HISTORY. 

"  Where's  Oliver  ?  "  said  the  furious  Jew,  rising  with 
a  menacing  look.     "  Where's  the  boy  ?  " 

The  young  thieves  eyed  their  preceptor  as  if  they  were 
alarmed  at  his  violence  ;  and  looked  uneasily  at  each 
other.     But  they  made  no  reply. 

"  What's  become  of  the  boy  ?  "  said  the  Jew,  seizing  the 
Dodger  tightly  by  the  collar,  and  threatening  him  with 
horrid  imprecations.     "  Speak  out,  or  I'll  throttle  you !  " 
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Mr.  Fagin  looked  so  very  much  in  earnest,  that  Charley- 
Bates,  who  deemed  it  prudent  in  all  cases  to  be  on  the 
safe  side  ;  and  who  conceived  it  by  no  means  improbable 
that  it  might  be  his  turn  to  be  throttled  second  ;  dropped 
upon  his  knees  ;  and  raised  a  loud  well-sustained,  and 
continuous  roar — something  between  a  mad  bull  and  a 
speaking  trumpet. 

"  Will  you  speak?"  thundered  the  Jew:  shaking  the 
Dodger  so  much  that  his  keeping  in  the  big  coat  at  all, 
seemed  perfectly  miraculous. 

"  Why,  the  traps  have  got  him,  and  that's  all  about  it," 
said  the  Dodger  sullenly.  "  Come,  let  go  o'  me,  will  you !  " 
And,  swinging  himself,  at  one  jerk,  clean  out  of  the  big 
coat,  which  he  left  in  the  Jew's  hands,  the  Dodger 
snatched  up  the  toasting  fork,  and  made  a  pass  at  the 
merry  old  gentleman's  waistcoat;  which,  if  it  had  taken 
effect,  would  have  let  a  little  more  merriment  out,  than 
could  have  been  easily  replaced  in  a  month  or  two. 

The  Jew  stepped  back  in  this  emergency,  with  more 
agility  than  could  have  been  anticipated  in  a  man  of  his 
apparent  decrepitude;  and,  seizing  up  the  pot,  prepared 
to  hurl  it  at  his  assailant's  head.  Bat  Charley  Bates,  at 
this  moment,  calling  his  attention  by  a  perfectly  terrific 
howl,  he  suddenly  altered  its  destination,  and  flung  it  full 
at  that  young  gentleman. 

"  Why,  what  the  blazes  is  in  the  wind  now!  "  growled 
a  deep  voice.  "Who  pitched  that  'ere  at  me?  It's  well 
it's  the  beer,  and  not  the  pot,  as  hit  me,  or  I'd  have  settled 
somebody.  I  might  have  know'd  as  nobody  but  an  in- 
fernal, rich,  plundering,  thundering,  old  Jew  could  afford 
to  throw  away  any  drink  but  water;  and  not  that,  unless 
he  done  the  River  Company  every  quarter.  Wot's  it  all 
about,  Fagin  ?  D —  me,  if  my  neck-handkercher  an't  lined 
with  beer !  Come  in,  you  sneaking  warmint ;  wot  are 
you  stopping  outside  for,  as  if  you  was  ashamed  of  your 
master !     Come  in  !  " 

The  man  who  growled  out  these  words,  was  a  stoutly- 
built  fellow  of  about  five-and-thirty,  in  a  black  velveteen 
coat,  very  soiled  drab  breeches,  lace-up  half  boots,  and 
gray  cotton  stockings,  which  inclosed  a  very  bulky  pair 
of  legs,  with  large  swelling  calves; — the  kind  of  legs, 
that  in  such  costume,  always  look  in  an  unfinished  and 
incomplete  state  without  a  set  of  fetters  to  garnish  them. 
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He  had  a  brown  hat  on  his  head,  and  a  dirty  Belchei 
handkerchief  round  his  neck  :  with  the  long  frayed  ends 
of  which  he  smeared  the  beer  from  his  face  as  he  spoke; 
disclosing,  when  he  had  done  so,  a  broad  heavy  counte- 
nance with  a  beard  of  three  days'  growth,  and  two  scowl- 
ing  eyes;  one  of  which  displayed  various  parti-colored 
symptoms  of  having  been  recently  damaged  by  a  blow. 

"Come  in,  d'ye  hear?  "  growled  this  engaging  ruffian. 

A  white  shaggy  dog,  with  his  face  scratched  and  torn 
in  twenty  different  places,  skulked  into  the  room. 

"Why  didn't  you  come  in  afore?"  said  the  man. 
"You're  getting  too  proud  to  own  me  afore  company,  are 
you  ?    Lie  down  !  " 

This  command  was  accompanied  with  a  kick,  which 
sent  the  animal  to  the  other  end  of  the  room.  He  appeared 
well  used  to  it,  however ;  for  he  coiled  himself  up  in  a 
corner  very  quietly,  without  uttering  a  sound  ;  and  wink- 
ing his  very  ill-looking  eyes  about  twenty  times  in  a 
minute,  appeared  to  occupy  himself  in  taking  a  survey  of 
the  apartment. 

"What  are  you  up  to?  Ill-treating  the  boys,  you 
covetous,  avaricious,  in-sa-ti-a-hle  old  fence?"  said  the 
man,  seating  himself  deliberately.  "  I  wonder  they  don't 
murder  you ;  /  would  if  I  was  them.  If  I'd  been  your 
'prentice  I'd  have  done  it  long  ago ;  and — no,  I  couldn't 
have  sold  you  arterwards,  though  ;  for  you're  fit  for  noth- 
ing but  keeping  as  a  curiosity  of  ugliness  in  a  glass 
bottle,  and  I  suppose  they  don't  blow  glass  bottles  large 
enough." 

"Hush!  hush!  Mr.  Sikes,"  said  the  Jew,  trembling; 
"  don't  speak  so  loud." 

"  None  of  your  mistering,"  replied  the  ruffian  ;  "  you 
always  mean  mischief  when  you  come  that.  You  know 
my  name:  out  with  it!  I  shan't  disgrace  it  when  the 
time  comes." 

"Well,  well,  then— Bill  Sikes,"  said  the  Jew  with 
abject  humility.     "  You  seem  out  of  humor,  Bill." 

"  Perhaps  I  am,"  replied  Sikes ;  "  I  should  think  you 
was  rather  out  of  sorts  too,  unless  you  mean  as  little 
harm  when  you  throw  pewter  pots  about,  as  you  do  when 
you  blab  and " 

"  Are  you  mad  ?  "  said  the  Jew,  catching  the  man  by 
the  sleeve,  and  pointing  towards  the  boys. 
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Mr.  Sikes  contented  himself  with  tying  an  imaginary- 
knot  under  his  left  ear,  and  jerking  his  head  over  on  the 
right  shoulder;  a  piece  of  dumb  show  which  the  Jew 
appeared  to  understand  perfectly.  He  then  in  cant 
terms,  with  which  his  whole  conversation  was  plentifully 
besprinkled,  but  which  would  be  quite  unintelligible  if 
they  were  recorded  here,  demanded  a  glass  of  liquor. 

"  And  mind  you  don't  poison  it,"  said  Mr.  Sikes,  laying 
his  hat  upon  the  table. 

This  was  said  in  jest ;  but  if  the  speaker  could  have 
seen  the  evil  leer  with  which  the  Jew  bit  his  pale  lip  as 
he  turned  round  to  the  cupboard,  he  might  have  thought 
the  caution  not  wholly  unnecessary,  or  the  wish  (at  all 
events)  to  improve  upon  the  distiller's  ingenuity  not  very 
far  from  the  old  gentleman's  merry  heart. 

After  swallowing  two  or  three  glassfuls  of  spirits,  Mr. 
Sikes  condescended  to  take  some  notice  of  the  young 
gentlemen  ;  which  gracious  act  led  to  a  conversation,  in 
which  the  cause  and  manner  of  Oliver's  capture  were  cir- 
cumstantially detailed;  with  such  alterations  and  im- 
provements on  the  truth,  as  to  the  Dodger  appeared  most 
advisable  under  the  circumstances. 

"I'm  afraid,"  said  the  Jew,  "that  he  may  say  some- 
thing which  will  get  us  into  trouble." 

"That's  very  likely,"  returned  Sikes  with  a  malicious 
grin.     "  You're  blowed  upon,  Fagin." 

"And  I'm  afraid,  you  see,"  added  the  Jew,  speaking  as 
if  he  had  not  noticed  the  interruption ;  and  regarding  the 
other  closely  as  he  did  so, — •"  I'm  afraid  that,  if  the  game 
was  up  with  us,  it  might  be  up  with  a  good  many  more  ; 
and  that  it  would  come  out  rather  worse  for  you  than  it 
would  for  me,  my  dear." 

The  man  started,  and  turned  fiercely  round  upon  the 
Jew.  But  the  old  gentleman's  shoulders  were  shrugged 
up  to  his  ears ;  and  his  eyes  were  vacantly  staring  on  the 
opposite  wall. 

There  was  a  long  pause.  Every  member  of  the  respect- 
able coterie  appeared  plunged  in  his  own  reflections  ;  not 
excepting  the  dog,  who  by  a  certain  malicious  licking  of 
his  lips  seemed  to  be  meditating  an  attack  upon  the  legs 
of  the  first  gentleman  or  lady  he  might  encounter  in  the 
streets  when  he  went  out. 

"  Somebody  must  find  out  wot's  been  done  at  the  office," 
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said  Mr.  Sik'cs  in  a  much  lower  tone  than  he  had  taken 
since  he  came  in. 

The  Jew  nodded  assent. 

"If  he  hasn't  peached,  and  is  committed,  there's  no 
fear  till  he  comes  out  again,"  said  Mr.  Sikes,  "and  then  lie 
must  bo  taken  care  on.  You  must  get  hold  of  him,  some- 
how." 

Again  the  Jew  nodded. 

The  prudence  of  this  line  of  action,  indeed,  was  obvious; 
but  unfortunately  there  was  one  very  strong  objection  to 
its  being  adopted ;  and  this  was,  that  the  Dodger,  and 
Charley  Bates,  and  Fagin,  and  Mr.  William  Sikes,  hap- 
pened, one  and  all,  to  entertain  a  most  violent  and  deeply- 
rooted  antipathy  to  going  near  a  police  office,  on  any 
g  ound  or  pretext  whatever. 

How  long  they  might  have  sat  and  looked  at  each  other, 
in  a  state  of  uncertainty  not  the  most  pleasant  of  its  kind, 
it  is  difficult  to  say.  It  is  not  necessary  to  make  any 
guesses  on  the  subject,  however  ;  for  the  sudden  entrance 
of  the  two  young  ladies  whom  Oliver  had  seen  on  a  former 
occasion,  caused  the  conversation  to  flow  afresh. 

"The  very  thing!"  said  the  Jew.  "Bet  will  go; 
won't  you,  my  dear?" 

"  Wheres  ?  "  inquired  the  young  lady. 

"  Only  just  up  to  the  office,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew 
coaxingly. 

It  is  due  to  the  young  lady  to  say  that  she  did  not 
positively  affirm  that  she  would  not,  but  that  she  merely 
expressed  an  emphatic  and  earnest  desire  to  be  "  blessed" 
if  she  Mould  ;  a  polite  and  delicate  evasion  of  the  request, 
which  shows  the  young  lady  to  have  been  possessed  of  that 
natural  good  breeding  which  cannot  bear  to  inflict  upon 
a  fellow-creature,  the  pain  of  a  direct  and  pointed  refusal. 

The  Jew's  countenance  fell ;  and  he  turned  from  this 
young  lady :  who  was  gaily,  not  to  say  gorgeously  attired, 
in  a  red  gown,  green  boots,  and  yellow  curl-papers,  to  the 
other  female. 

"Nancy,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew  in  a  soothing  manner, 
"  what  do  you  say  ?  " 

"That  it  won't  do;  so  it's  no  use  a-trying  it  on,  Fagin," 
replied  Nancy. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?"  said  Mr.  Sikes,  looking 
up  in  a  surly  manner. 
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"  What  I  say,  Bill,"  replied  the  lady  collectedly. 

"  Why,  you're  just  the  very  person  for  it,"  reasoned 
Mr.  Sikes  :  "nobody  about  here  knows  anything  of  you." 

"And  as  I  don't  want  'em  to,  neither,"  replied  Nancy 
In  the  same  composed  manner,  "it's  rather  more  no  than 
yes  with  me,  Bill." 

"  She'll  go,  Fagin,"  said  Sikes. 

"  No,  she  won't,  Fagin,"  said  Nancy. 

"Yes,  she  will,  Fagin,"  said  Sikes. 

And  Mr.  Sikes  was  right.  By  dint  of  alternate  threats, 
promises,  and  bribes,  the  lady  in  question  was  ultimately 
prevailed  upon  to  undertake  the  commission.  She  was 
not,  indeed,  withheld  by  the  same  considerations  as  her 
agreeable  friend;  for.  having  very  recently  removed  into 
the  neighborhood  of  Field  Lane  from  the  remote  but 
genteel  suburb  of  Ratcliffe,  she  was  not  under  the  same 
apprehension  of  being  recognized  by  any  of  her  numerous 
acquaintance.       | 

Accordingly,  with  a  clean  white  apron  tied  over  her 
gown,  and  her  curl-papers  tucked  up  under  a  straw  bonnet, 
—both  articles  of  dress  being  provided  from  the  Jew's 
inexhaustible  stock, — Miss  Nancy  prepared  to  issue  forth 
on  her  errand. 

"  Stop  a  minute,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  producing  a 
little  covered  basket.  "  Carry  that  in  one  hand.  It  looks 
more  respectable,  my  dear." 

"  Give  her  a  door-key  to  carry  in  her  t'other  one,  Fagin," 
said  Sikes ;  "  it  looks  real  and  genivine  like." 

"Yes,  yes,  my  dear,  so  it  does,"  said  the  Jew,  hanging 
a  large  street-door  key  on  the  forefinger  of  the  young 
lady's  right  hand.  "There;  very  good!  Very  good 
indeed,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  rubbing  his  hands. 

"  Oh,  my  brother !  My  poor,  dear,  sweet,  innocent  little 
biother!"  exclaimed  Nancy,  bursting  into  tears,  and 
wringing  the  little  basket  and  the  street-door  key  in  an 
agony  of  distress.  "What  has  become  of  him!  Where 
have  they  taken  him  to!  Oh,  do  have  pity,  and  tell  me 
what's  been  done  with  the  dear  boy,  gentlemen;  do, 
gentlemen,  if  you  please,  gentlemen  ! " 

Having  uttered  these  wordc  in  a  most  lamentable  and 
heartbroken  tone  :  to  the  immeasurable  delight  of  her 
hearers :  Miss  Nancy  paused,  winked  to  the  company, 
nodded  smilingly  round,  and  disappeared. 
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"  Ah  !  she's  a  clever  girl,  my  dears,"  said  the  .Tew,  turn- 
ing  round  to  his  young  friends,  and  shaking  his  head 
gravely,  as  it'  in  mute  admonition  to  them  to  follow  the 
bright  example  they  had  just  beheld. 

"  She's  a  honor  to  her  sex,"  said  Mr.  Sikes  filling  his 
glass,  and  smiting  the  table  with  his  enormous  fist. 
"  Here's  her  health, and  wishing  they  was  all  like  her!" 

While  these,  and  many  other  encomiums,  were  being 
passed  on  the  accomplished  Nancy,  that  young  lady  made 
the  best  of  her  way  to  the  police-office  ;  whither,  notw  ith- 
standing  a  little  natural  timidity  consequent  upon  walk- 
ing through  the  streets  alone  and  unprotected,  she  arrived 
in  perfect  safety  shortly  afterwards. 

Entering  by  the  back  way,  she  tapped  softly  with  the 
key  at  one  of  the  cell-doors ;  and  listened.  There  was 
no  sound  within :  so  she  coughed  and  listened  again. 
Still  there  was  no  reply  :  so  she  spoke. 

"  Nolly,  dear  ? "  murmured  Nancy  in  a  gentle  voice ; 
"  Nolly  ?  " 

There  was  nobody  inside  but  a  miserable  shoeless  crimi- 
nal, who  had  been  taken  up  for  playing  the  flute,  and 
who,  the  offence  against  society  having  been  clearly 
proved,  had  been  very  properly  committed  by  Mr.  Fang 
to  the  House  of  Correction  for  one  month;  with  the  ap- 
propriate and  amusing  remark  that  since  he  had  so  much 
breath  to  spare,  it  would  be  much  more  wholesomely  ex- 
pended on  the  treadmill  than  in  a  musical  instrument. 
He  made  no  answer :  being  occupied  in  mentally  bewail- 
ing the  loss  of  the  flute,  which  bad  been  confiscated  for  the 
use  of  the  county ;  so  Nancy  passed  on  to  the  next  cell, 
and  knocked  there. 

"  Well !  "  cried  a  faint  and  feeble  voice. 

"  Is  there  a  little  boy  here?"  inquired  Nancy,  with  a 
preliminary  sob. 

"  No,"  replied  the  voice ;  "  God  forbid  !  " 

This  was  a  vagrant  of  sixty-five,  who  was  going  to 
prison  for  not  playing  the  flute;  or,  in  other  words,  for 
begging  in  the  streets,  and  doing  nothing  for  his  liveli- 
hood. In  the  next  cell,  was  another  man,  who  was  going 
to  the  same  prison  for  hawking  tin  saucepans  without  a 
license;  thereby  doing  something  for  his  living,  in  de- 
fiance of  the  Stamp-office. 

But,  as  neither  of  these  criminals  answered  to  the  name 
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of  Oliver,  or  knew  anything  about  him,  Nancy  made 
straight  up  to  the  bluff  officer  in  the  striped  waistcoat ; 
and  with  the  most  piteous  wailings  and  lamentations : 
rendered  more  piteous  by  a  prompt  and  efficient  use  oi 
the  street-door  key  and  the  little  basket :  demanded  her 
own  dear  brother. 

"  I  haven't  got  him,  my  dear,"  said  the  old  man. 

"  Where  is  he?"  screamed  Nancy,  in  a  distracted  man- 
ner. 

"  Why,  the  gentleman's  got  him,"  replied  the  officer. 

"  What  gentleman  ?  Oh,  gracious  Heavens !  What 
gentleman  ?  "  exclaimed  Nancy. 

In  reply  to  this  incoherent  questioning,  the  old  man 
informed  the  deeply  affected  sister  that  Oliver  had  been 
taken  ill  in  the  office,  and  discharged  in  consequence  of  a 
witness  having  proved  the  robbery  to  have  been  com- 
mitted by  another  boy,  not  in  custody  ;  and  that  the  pros- 
ecutor had  carried  him  away,  in  an  insensible  condition, 
to  his  own  residence :  of  and  concerning  which,  all  the 
informant  knew  was,thatit  was  somewhere  atPentonville : 
he  having  heard  that  word  mentioned  in  the  directions  to 
the  coachman. 

In  a  dreadful  state  of  doubt  and  uncertainty,  the 
Agonized  young  woman  staggered  to  the  gate,  and  then, 
exchanging  her  faltering  walk  for  a  good,  swift,  steady 
run,  returned  by  the  most  devious  and  complicated  route 
she  could  think  of,  to  the  domicile  of  the  Jew. 

Mr.  Bill  Sikes  no  sooner  heard  the  account  of  the  ex- 
pedition delivered,  than  he  very  hastily  called  up  the 
white  dog ;  and,  putting  on  his  hat,  expeditiously  departed  : 
without  devoting  any  time  to  the  formality  of  wishing  the 
company  good-morning. 

"  We  must  know  where  he  is,  my  dears ;  he  must  be 
found,"  said  the  Jew,  greatly  excited.  "  Charley,  do  noth- 
ing but  skulk  about,  till  you  bring  home  some  news  of 
him  !  Nancy,  my  dear,  I  must  have  him  found.  I  trust 
to  you,  my  dear, — to  you  and  the  Artful  for  everything  ! 
Stay,  stay,"  added  the  Jew,  unlocking  a  drawer  with  a 
shaking  hand;  "there's  money,  my  dears.  I  shall  shut 
up  this  shop  to-night.  You'll  know  where  to  find  me! 
Don't  stop  here  a  minute.     Not  an  instant,  my  dears !  " 

With  these  words,  he  pushed  them  from  the  room ; 
and  carefully  double-locking  and  barring  the  door  be- 
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hind  them,  drew  from  its  place  of  concealment  the  box 
which  he  had  unintentionally  disclosed  to  Oliver.  Then, 
he  hastily  proceeded  to  dispose  the  watches  and  jewelry 
beneath  his  clothing. 

A  rap  at  the  door  startled  him  in  this  occupation. 
"  Who's  there?"  he  cried  in  a  shrill  tone. 

"  Me ! "  replied  the  voice  of  the  Dodger,  through  the 
key-hole. 

"  What  now?"  cried  the  Jew  impatiently. 

"  Is  he  to  be  kidnapped  to  the  other  ken,  Nancy  says  ?  " 
inquired  the  Dodger. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Jew,  "  wherever  she  lays  hands  on 
him.  Find  him,  find  him  out,  that's  all !  I  shall  know 
what  to  do  next ;  never  fear." 

The  boy  murmured  a  reply  of  intelligence ;  and  hurried 
downstairs  after  his  companions. 

"  He  has  not  peached  so  far,"  said  the  Jew  as  he  pur- 
sued his  occupation.  "If  he  means  to  blab  us  among  his 
new  friends,  we  may  stop  his  mouth  yet." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

COMPRISING  FURTHER  PARTICULARS  OP  OLIVER'S  STAY  AT  MR. 
BROWNLOw's,  WITH  THE  REMARKABLE  PREDICTION 
WHICH  ONE  MR.  GRIMWIG  UTTERED  CONCERNING  HIM, 
WHEN  HE  WENT    OUT  ON  AN  ERRAND. 

Oliver  soon  recovered  from  the  fainting-fit  into  which 
Mr.  Brownlow's  abrupt  exclamation  had  thrown  him ; 
and  the  subject  of  the  picture  was  carefully  avoided,  both 
by  the  old  gentleman  and  Mrs.  Bedwin,  in  the  conver- 
sation that  ensued:  which  indeed  bore  no  reference 
to  Oliver's  history  or  prospects,  but  was  confined  to  such 
topics  as  might  amuse  without  exciting  him.  He  wras  still 
too  weak  to  get  up  to  breakfast  ;  but,  when  he  came 
down  into  the  housekeeper's  room  next  day,  his  first  act 
was  to  cast  an  eager  glance  at  the  wall,  in  the  hope  of 
again  looking  on  the  face  of  the  beautiful  lady.  His  ex- 
pectations were  disappointed,  however,  for  the  picture 
had  been  removed. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  housekeeper,  watching  the  direction  of 
Oliver's  eyes.     "  It  is  gone,  you  see." 
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"  I  see  it  is,  ma'am,"  replied  Oliver,  with  a  sigh. 
"  Why  have  they  taken  it  away  ?  " 

"  It  has  been  taken  down,  child,  because  Mr.  Brownlow 
said,  that,  as  it  seemed  to  worry  you,  perhaps  it  might 
prevent  your  getting  well,  you  know,"  rejoined  the  old 
lady. 

"Oh,  no,  indeed.  It  didn't  worry  me,  ma'am,"  said 
Oliver.     "  I  liked  to  see  it;  I  quite  loved  it." 

"  Well,  well !  "  said  the  old  lady,  good-humoredly  ; 
"you  get  well  as  fast  as  ever  you  can,  dear,  and  it  shall 
be  hung  up  again.  There !  I  promise  you  that  !  Now 
let  us  talk  about  something  else." 

This  was  all  the  information  Oliver  could  obtain  about 
the  picture  at  that  time.  As  the  old  lady  had  been  so  kind 
to  him  in  his  illness,  he  endeavored  to  think  no  more  of 
the  subject  just  then  ;  so  he  listened  attentively  to  a  great 
many  stories  she  told  him,  about  an  amiable  and  hand- 
some daughter  of  hers,  who  was  married  to  an  amiable 
and  handsome  man,  and  lived  in  the  country  ;  and  about 
a  son,  who  was  clerk  to  a  merchant  in  the  West  Indies; 
and  who  was,  also,  such  a  good  young  man,  and  wrote 
such  dutiful  letters  home  four  times  a-year,  that  it 
brought  the  tears  into  her  eyes  to  talk  about  them. 
When  the  old  lady  had  expatiated,  a  long  time,  on  the  ex- 
cellences of  her  children,  and  the  merits  of  her  kind  good 
husband  besides,  who  had  been  dead  and  gone,  poor  dear 
soul!  just  six-and-twenty  years,  it  was  time  to  have  tea; 
and  after  tea  she  began  to  teach  Oliver  cribbage  :  which 
he  learnt  as  quickly  as  she  could  teach :  and  at  which 
game  they  played,  with  great  interest  and  gravity,  until 
it  was  time  for  the  invalid  to  have  some  warm  wine  and 
water,  with  a  slice  of  dry  toast ;  and  then  to  go  cosily  to 
bed. 

They  were  happy  days,  those  of  Oliver's  recovery. 
Everything  was  so  quiet,  and  neat,  and  orderly ;  every- 
body so  kind  and  gentle;  that  after  the  noise  and  tur- 
bulence in  the  midst  of  which  he  had  always  lived,  it 
seemed  like  Heaven  itself.  He  was  no  sooner  strong 
enough  to  put  his  clothes  on,  properly,  than  Mr.  Brown - 
low  caused  a  complete  new  suit,  and  a  new  cap,  and  a 
new  pair  of  shoes,  to  be  provided  for  him.  As  Oliver  was 
told  that  he  might  do  what  he  liked  with  the  old  clothes, 
he  gave  them  to  a  servant  who  had  been  very  kind  to 
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fiini,  and  asked  her  to  sell  them  to  a  Jew,  and  keep  the 
money  for  herself.  This  she  very  readily  did;  and,  as 
Oliver  looked  out  of  the  parlor  window,  and  saw  the  Jew 
roll  them  up  in  his  bag  and  walk  away,  lie  felt  quite  de- 
lighted to  think  that  they  were  safely  gone,  and  that 
there  was  now  no  possible  danger  of  his  ever  being  able 
to  wear  them  again.  They  were  sad  rags,  co  tell  the 
truth ;  and  Oliver  had  never  had  a  new  suit  before. 

One  evening,  about  a  week  after  the  affair  of  the  pict- 
ure, as  he  was  sitting  talking  to  Mrs.  Bedwin,  there 
came  a  message  down  from  Mr.  Brownlow,  that  if  Oliver 
Twist  felt  pretty  well,  he  should  like  to  see  him  in  his 
study,  and  talk  to  him  a  little  while. 

"  Bless  us,  and  save  us !  Wash  your  bands,  and  let 
me  part  your  hair  nicely  for  you,  child,"  said  Mrs.  Bed- 
win.  "Dear  heart  alive!  If  we  had  known  he  would 
have  asked  for  you,  we  would  have  put  you  a  clean  collar 
on,  and  made  you  as  smart  as  sixpence!" 

Oliver  did  as  the  old  lady  bade  him;  and,  although  she 
lamented  grievously,  meanwhile,  that  there  was  not  even 
time  to  crimp  the  little  frill  that  bordered  his  shirt-collar ; 
he  looked  so  delicate  and  handsome,  despite  that  im- 
portant personal  advantage,  that  she  went  so  far  as  to  say  : 
looking  at  him  with  great  complacency  from  head  to  foot, 
that  she  really  didn't  think  it  would  bave  been  possible, 
on  the  longest  notice,  to  have  made  much  difference  in 
him  for  the  better. 

Thus  encouraged,  Oliver  tapped  at  the  study  door.  On 
Mr.  Brownlow  calling  to  him  to  come  in,  he  found  him- 
self in  a  little  back  room,  quite  full  of  books,  with  a  win- 
dow, looking  into  some  pleasant  little  gardens.  There 
was  a  table  drawn  up  before  the  window,  at  which  Mr. 
Brownlow  was  seated  reading.  When  he  saw  Oliver,  he 
pushed  the  book  away  from  him,  and  told  him  to  come 
near  the  table,  and  sit  down.  Oliver  complied;  marvel- 
ling where  the  people  could  be  found  to  read  such  a  great 
number  of  books  as  seemed  to  be  written  to  make  the 
world  wiser.  Which  is  still  a  marvel  to  more  experienced 
people  than  Oliver  Twist,  every  day  of  their  lives. 

"  There  are  a  good  many  books,  are  there  not,  my  boy  ?  " 
said  Mr.  Brownlow:  observing  the  curiosity  with  which 
Oliver  surveyed  the  shelves  that  reached  from  the  floor  to 
the  ceiling. 
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«A  great  number,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver.  "I  never  saw 
so  many." 

"  You  shall  read  them,  if  you  behave  well,"  said  the  old 
gentleman  kindly;  "and  you  will  like  that,  better  than 
looking  at  the  outsides, — that  is,  in  some  cases ;  because 
there  are  books  of  which  the  backs  and  covers  are  by  far 
the  best  parts." 

"  I  suppose  they  are  those  heavy  ones,  Sir,"  said  Oliver, 
pointing  to  some  large  quartos,  with  a  good  deal  of  gild- 
ing about  the  binding. 

"  Not  always  those,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  patting 
Oliver  on  the  head,  and  smiling  as  he  did  so ;  "  there  are 
other  equally  heavy  ones,  though  of  a  much  smaller  size. 
How  should  you  like  to  grow  up  a  clever  man,  and  write 
books,  eh?" 

"  1  think  I  would  rather  read  them,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"What!  wouldn't  you  like  to  be  a  book-writer?"  said 
the  old  gentleman. 

Oliver  considered  a  little  while;  and  at  last  said,  he 
should  think  it  would  be  a  much  better  thing  to  be  a  book- 
seller; upon  which  the  old  gentleman  laughed  heartily, 
and  declared  he  had  said  a  very  good  thing.  Which  Oliver 
felt  glad  to  have  done,  though  he  by  no  means  knew  what 
it  was. 

"  Well, well,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  composing  his  feat- 
ures. "  Don't  be  afraid  !  We  won't  make  an  author  of 
you,  while  there's  an  honest  trade  to  be  learnt,  or  brick- 
making  to  turn  to." 

"Thank  you,  Sir,"  said  Oliver.  At  the  earnest  man- 
ner of  his  reply,  the  old  gentleman  laughed  again;  and 
said  something  about  a  curious  instinct,  which  Oliver,  not 
understanding,  paid  no  very  great  attention  to. 

"  Now,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  speaking  if  possible  in  a 
kinder,  but  at  the  same  time  in  a  much  more  serious  man- 
ner, than  Oliver  had  ever  known  him  assume  yet,  "I  want 
you  to  pay  great  attention,  my  boy,  to  what  I  am  going 
to  say.  I  shall  talk  to  you  without  any  reserve ;  because 
I  am  sure  you  are  as  well  able  to  understand  me,  as  many 
older  persons  would  be." 

"  Oh,  don't  tell  me  you  are  going  to  send  me  away,  Sir, 
pray  !  "  exclaimed  Oliver,  alarmed  at  the  serious  tone  of 
the  old  gentleman's  commencement !  "  Don't  turn  me  out 
of  doors  to  wander  in  the  streets  again.     Let  me  stay  here, 
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and  be  a  servant.  Don't  send  me  back  to  the  wretched 
place  1  came  from.  Have  mercy  upon  a  poor  boy, 
Sir!" 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  moved  by  the 
warmth  of  Oliver's  sudden  appeal;  "you  need  not  be 
afraid  of  my  deserting  you,  unless  you  give  me  cause." 

"I  never,  never  will,  Sir,"  interposed  Oliver. 

"  I  hope  not,"  rejoined  the  old  gentleman.  "I  do  not 
think  you  ever  will.  I  have  been  deceived,  before,  in  the 
objects  whom  I  have  endeavored  to  benefit;  but  I  feel 
strongly  disposed  to  trust  you,  nevertheless ;  and  I  am 
more  interested  in  your  behalf  than  I  can  well  account  for, 
even  to  myself.  The  persons  on  whom  I  have  bestowed 
my  dearest  love,  lie  deep  in  their  graves;  but,  although 
the  happiness  and  delight  of  my  life  lie  buried  there  too, 
I  have  not  made  a  coffin  of  my  heart,  and  sealed  it  up, 
for  ever,  on  my  best  affections.  Deep  affliction  has  but 
strengthened  and  refined  them." 

As  the  old  gentleman  said  this  in  a  low  voice  :  more  to 
himself  than  to  his  companion  ;  and  as  he  remained  silent 
for  a  short  time  afterwards ;  Oliver  sat  quite  still. 

"  Well,  well !  "  said  the  old  gentleman  at  length,  in  a 
more  cheerful  tone,  "  I  only  say  this,  because  you  have  a 
young  heart ;  and  knowing  that  I  have  suffered  great  pain 
and  sorrow,  you  will  be  more  careful,  perhaps,  not  to 
wound  me  again.  You  say  you  are  an  orphan,  without  a 
friend  in  the  world;  all  the  inquiries  I  have  been  able  to 
make,  confirm  the  statement.  Let  me  hear  your  story; 
where  you  come  from  ;  who  brought  you  up ;  and  how 
you  got  into  the  company  in  which  I  found  you.  Speak 
the  truth ;  and  you  shall  not  be  friendless  while  I  live." 

Oliver's  sobs  checked  his  utterances  for  some  minutes; 
when  he  was  on  the  point  of  beginning  to  relate  how  he 
had  been  brought  up  at  the  farm,  and  carried  to  the  work- 
house by  Mr.  Bumble,  a  peculiarly  impatient  little  double- 
knock  was  heard  at  the  street  door;  and  the  servant,  run- 
ning upstairs,  announced  Mr.  Grimwig. 

"  Is  he  coming  up?"  inquired  Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  replied  the  servant.  "  He  asked  if  there 
were  any  muffins  in  the  house;  and,  when  I  told  him  yes, 
he  said  he  had  come  to  tea." 

Mr.  Brownlow  smiled ;  and,  turning  to  Oliver,  said 
that  Mr.  Grimwig  was  an  old  friend  of  his,  and  he  must 
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not  mind  his  being  a  little  rough  in  his  manners ;  for  he 
was  a  worthy  creature  at  bottom,  as  he  had  reason  to 
know. 

"  Shall  I  go  downstairs,  Sir?"  inquired  Oliver. 

"  No,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow ;  "  I  would  rather  you 
remained  here." 

At  this  moment,  there  walked  into  the  room :  support- 
ing himself  by  a  thick  stick  :  a  stout  old  gentleman,  rather 
lame  in  one  leg,  who  was  dressed  in  a  blue  coat,  striped 
waistcoat,  nankeen  breeches  and  gaiters,  and  a  broad- 
brimmed  white  hat,  with  the  sides  turned  up  with  green. 
A  very  small-plaited  shirt  frill  stuck  out  from  his  waist- 
coat; and  a  very  long  steel  watch-chain,  with  nothing 
but  a  key  at  the  end,  dangled  loosely  below  it.  The  ends 
of  his  white  neckerchief  were  twisted  into  a  ball  about 
the  size  of  an  orange ;  the  variety  of  shapes  into  which 
his  countenance  was  twisted,  defy  description.  He  had  a 
manner  of  screwing  his  head  on  one  side  when  he  spoke ; 
and  of  looking  out  of  the  corners  of  his  eyes  at  the  same 
time:  which  irresistibly  reminded  the  beholder  of  a 
parrot.  In  this  attitude,  he  fixed  himself,  the  moment 
he  made  his  appearance;  and,  holding  out  a  small  piece 
of  orange-peel  at  arm's  length,  exclaimed  in  a  growling, 
discontented  voice. 

"  Look  here !  do  you  see  this  ?  Isn't  it  a  most  wonder- 
ful and  extraordinary  thing  that  I  can't  call  at  a  man's 
house  but  I  find  a  piece  of  this  poor  surgeon's-friend  on 
the  staircase  ?  I've  been  lamed  with  orange-peel  once,  and 
I  know  orange-peel  will  be  my  death  at  last.  It  will,  Sir; 
orange-peel  will  be  my  death,  or  I'll  be  content  to  eat  my 
own  head,  Sir !  " 

This  was  the  handsome  offer  with  which  Mr.  Grimwig 
oacked  and  confirmed  nearly  every  assertion  he  made; 
and  it  was  the  more  singular  in  his  case,  because,  even 
admitting  for  the  sake  of  argument,  the  possibility  of 
scientific  improvements  being  ever  brought  to  that  pass 
which  will  enable  a  gentleman  to  eat  his  own  head  in  the 
event  of  his  being  so  disposed;  Mr.  Grimwig's  head  was 
such  a  particularly  large  one,  that  the  most  sanguine 
man  alive  could  hardly  entertain  a  hope  of  being  able 
to  get  through  it  at  a  sitting— to  put  entirely  out' of  the 
question,  a  very  thick  coating  of  powder. 

"  I'll  eat  my  head,  Sir,"  repeated  Mr,  Grimwig,  striking 
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his  stick  upon  1  lie  ground.  ''Hallo!  whax's  that!" 
looking  ;ii  (  diver,  and  retreating  a  pace  or  two. 

"  This  is  young  Oliver  Twist,  whom  we  were  speaking 
about,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow. 

Oliver  bowed. 

11  You  don't  mean  to  say  that's  the  boy  who  had  the 
fever,  I  hope?"  said  Mr.  Grimwig,  recoiling  a  little  more. 
"  Wait  a  minute!  Don't  speak  !  Stop — "  continued  Mr. 
Grimwig,  abruptly,  losing  all  dread  of  the  fever  in  his 
triumph  at  the  discovery  ;  "  that's  the  boy  who  had  the 
orange!  If  that's  not  the  boy,  Sir,  who  had  the  orange, 
and  threw  this  bit  of  peel  upon  the  staircase,  I'll  eat  my 
bead,  and  his  too." 

"  No,  no,  he  has  not  had  one,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow, 
laughing.  "  Come  !  Put  down  your  hat ;  and  speak  to 
my  young  friend." 

"  I  feel  strongly  on  this  subject,  Sir,"  said  the  irritable 
old  gentleman,  drawing  off  his  gloves.  "There's  always 
more  or  less  orange-peel  on  the  pavement  in  our  street; 
and  I  know  it's  put  there  by  the  surgeon's  boy  at  the 
corner.  A  young  woman  stumbled  over  a  bit  last  night, 
and  fell  against  my  garden-railings ;  directly  she  got  up 
I  saw  her  look  towards  his  infernal  red  lamp  with  the 
pantomime-light.  'Don't  go  to  him,'  I  called  out  of  the 
window,  '  he's  an  assassin  !     A  man-trap ! '     So  he  is.     If 

he  is  not "     Here  the  irascible  old  gentleman  gave  a 

great  knock  on  the  ground  with  his  stick ;  which  Mas 
always  understood,  by  his  friends,  to  imply  the  customary 
offer,  whenever  it  was  not  expressed  in  words.  Then, 
still  keeping  his  stick  in  his  hand,  he  sat  down ;  and, 
opening  a  double  eyeglass,  which  he  wore  attached  to  a 
broad  black  riband,  took  a  view  of  Oliver :  who,  seeing 
that  he  was  the  object  of  inspection,  colored,  and  bowed 
again. 

"  That's  the  boy,  is  it?"  said  Mr.  Grimwig,  at  length. 

"  That  is  the  boy,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  How  are  you,  boy?"  said  Mr.  Grimwig. 

"  A  great  deal  better,  thank  you,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

Mr.  Brownlow,  seeming  to  apprehend  that  his  singular 
friend  was  about  to  say  something  disagreeable,  asked 
Oliver  to  step  downstairs  and  tell  Mrs.  Bedwin  they 
were  ready  for  tea ;  which,  as  he  did  not  half  like  the 
visitor's  manner,  he  was  very  happy  to  do. 
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"He  is  a  nice-looking  boy,  is  he  not?"  inquired  Mr. 
Brownlow. 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Mr.  Grimwig,  pettishly. 

"Don't  know?" 

"  No.  I  don't  know.  I  never  see  any  difference  in 
boys.  I  only  know  two  sorts  of  boys.  Mealy  boys,  and 
beef-faced  boys." 

"  And  which  is  Oliver?" 

"  Mealy.  I  know  a  friend  who  has  a  beef-faced  boy  ;  a 
fine  boy,  they  call  him ;  with  a  round  head,  and  red 
cheeks,  and  glaring  eyes  ;  a  horrid  boy  ;  with  a  body  and 
limbs  that  appear  to  be  swelling  out  of  the  seams  of  his 
blue  clothes ;  with  the  voice  of  a  pilot,  and  the  appetite 
of  a  wolf.     I  know  him!     The  wretch  !  " 

"  Come,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  "  these  are  not  the  char- 
acteristics of  young  Oliver  Twist ;  so  you  needn't  excite 
your  wrath." 

"They  are  not,"  replied  Mr.  Grimwig.  "He  may  have 
worse." 

Here,  Mr.  Brownlow  coughed  impatiently ;  which  ap- 
peared to  afford  Mr.  Grimwig  the  most  exquisite  delight. 

"  He  may  have  worse,  I  say,"  repeated  Mr.  Grimwig. 
"  Where  does  he  come  from  ?  Who  is  he  ?  What  is  he  ? 
He  has  had  a  fever.  What  of  that?  Fevers  are  not 
peouliar  to  good  people;  are  they?  Bad  people  have 
fevers  sometimes  ;  haven't  they,  eh  ?  I  knew  a  man  who 
was  hung  in  Jamaica  for  murdering  his  master.  He  had 
had  a  fever  six  times ;  he  wasn't  recommended  to  mercy 
on  that  account.    Pooh  !  nonsense  !  " 

Now,  the  fact  was,  that,  in  the  inmost  recesses  of  his 
own  heart,  Mr.  Grimwig  was  strongly  disposed  to  admit 
that  Oliver's  appearance  and  manner  were  unusually 
prepossessing;  but  he  had  a  strong  appetite  for  contradic- 
tion :  sharpened  on  this  occasion  by  the  finding  of  the 
orange-peel ;  and  inwardly  determining  that  no  man 
should  dictate  to  him  whether  a  boy  was  well-looking  or 
not,  he  had  resolved,  from  the  first,  to  oppose  his  friend. 
When  Mr.  Brownlow  admitted  that  on  no  one  point  of  in- 
quiry could  he  yet  return  a  satisfactory  answer ;  and  that 
he  had  postponed  any  investigation  into  Oliver's  previous 
history  until  he  thought  the  boy  was  strong  enough  to 
bear  it  ;  Mr.  Grimwig  chuckled  maliciously.  And  he 
demanded,  with  a  sneer,  whether  the  housekeeper  was  in 
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the  habit  of  counting  the  plate  at  night;  because,  if  she 
didn't  find  a  tablespoon  or  two  missing  some  sunshiny 
morning,  why,  he  would  be  contenl  to — and  so  forth. 

All  this,  Mr.  Brownlow,  although  himself  somewhat  of 
an  impetuous  gentleman:  knowing  his  friend's  peculiar- 
ities, bore  with  great  good  humor  ;  as  Mr.  Grimwig,  at  tea 
was  graciously  pleased  to  express  his  entire  approval  of 
the  muffins,  matters  went  on  very  smoothly;  and  Oliver, 
who  made  one  of  the  party,  began  to  feel  more  at  his 
ease  than  he  had  yet  done  in  the  fierce  old  gentleman's 
presence. 

"  And  when  are  you  going  to  hear  a  full,  true,  and  par- 
ticular accountof  the  life  and  adventures  of  Oliver  Twist?" 
asked  Grimwig  of  Mr.  Brownlow,  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  meal :  looking  sideways  at  Oliver,  as  he  resumed  the 
subject. 

"  To-morrow  morning,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow.  "  I 
would  rather  he  was  alone  with  me  at  the  time.  Come 
up  to  me  to-morrow  morning  at  ten  o'clock,  my  dear." 

"  Yes,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver.  ITe  answered  with  some 
hesitation,  because  he  was  confused  by  Mr.  Grimwig's 
looking  so  hard  at  him. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,"  whispered  that  gentleman  to  Mr. 
Brownlow;  "he  won't  come  up  to  you  to-morrow  morn- 
ing. I  saw  him  hesitate.  He  is  deceiving  you,  my  good 
friend." 

"I'll  swear  he  is  not,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow,  warmly. 

"  If  he  is  not,"  said  Mr.  Grimwig,  "  I'll "  and  down 

went  the  stick. 

"I'll  answer,  for  that  boy's  truth  with  my  life!"  said 
Mr.  Brownlow,  knocking  the  table. 

"And  I  for  his  falsehood  with  my  head!"  rejoined  Mr. 
Grimwig,  knocking  the  table  also. 

"  We  shall  see,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  checking  his  ris- 
ing anger. 

"  We  will,"  replied  Mr.  Grimwig,  with  a  provoking 
smile ;  "  we  will." 

As  fate  would  have  it,  Mrs.  Bedwin  chanced  to  bring 
in,  at  this  moment,  a  small  parcel  of  books,  which  Mr. 
Brownlow  had  that  morning  purchased  of  the  identical 
bookstall-keeper,  who  has  already  figured  in  this  history  ; 
having  laid  them  on  the  table,  she  prepared  to  leave  the 
room. 
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"Stop  the  boy,  Mrs.  Bed  win  I"   said  Mr.  Brownlow; 

"there  is  something  to  go  back." 

"  He  has  gone,  sir,"  replied  Mrs.  Bedwin. 

"Call  after  him,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow  ;  "  it's  particular. 
He  is  a  poor  man,  and  they  are  not  paid  for.  There  are 
some  books  to  be  taken  back,  too." 

The  street-door  was  opened.  Oliver  ran  one  way;  and 
the  girl  ran  another;  and  Mrs.  Bedwin  stood  on  the  step 
and  screamed  for  the  boy  ;  but  there  was  no  boy  in  sight. 
Oliver  and  the  girl  returned,  in  a  breathless  state,  to 
report  that  there  were  no  tidings  of  him. 

"  Dear  me,  I  am  very  sorry  for  that,"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Brownlow  ;  "  I  particularly  wished  those  books  to  be  re- 
turned to-night." 

"  Send  Oliver  with  them,"  said  Mr.  Grimwig,  with  an 
ironical  smile;  "  he  will  be  sure  to  deliver  them  safely, 
you  know." 

"  Yes ;  do  let  me  take  them,  if  you  please,  Sir,"  said 
Oliver.     "I'll  run  all  the  way,  Sir." 

The  old  gentleman  was  just  going  to  say  that  Oliver 
should  not  go  out  on  any  account ;  when  a  most  malicious 
cough  from  Mr.  Grimwig  determined  him  that  he  should  ; 
and  that,  by  his  prompt  discharge  of  the  commission,  he 
should  prove  to  him  the  injustice  of  his  suspicions :  on 
this  head  at  least :  at  once. 

"  You  shall  go,  my  dear,"  said  the  old  gentleman.  "  The 
books  are  on  a  chair  by  my  table.     Fetch  them  down." 

Oliver,  delighted  to  be  of  use,  brought  down  the  books 
under  his  arm  in  a  great  bustle;  and  waited,  cap  in  hand, 
to  hear  what  message  he  was  to  take. 

"  You  are  to  say,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  glancing  steadily 
at  Grimwig ;  "  you  are  to  say  that  you  have  brought  those 
books  back ;  and  that  you  have  come  to  pay  the  four 
pound  ten  I  owe  him.  This  is  a  five-pound  note,  so  you 
will  have  to  bring  me  back,  ten  shillings  change." 

"  I  won't  be  ten  minutes,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver,  eagerly 
Having  buttoned  up  the  bank-note  in  his  jacket  pocket, 
and  placed  the  books  carefully  under  his  arm,  he  made  n 
respectful  bow,  and  left  the  room.  Mrs.  Bedwin  followed 
him  to  the  street-door,  giving  him  many  directions  about 
the  nearest  way,  and  the  name  of  the  bookseller,  and  the 
name  of  the  street :  all  of  which  Oliver  said  he  clearly 
understood ;  and  having  superadded  many  injunctions  to 
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be  sure  and  not  take  cold,  the  old  lady  at  length  permitted 
him  to  depart. 

"  Hlcss  his  sweet  face!  "  said  the  old  lady,  looking  after 
him.  "I  can't  bear,  somehow,  to  let  him  go  out  of  my 
sight." 

At  this  moment,  Oliver  looked  gaily  round,  and  nodded 
before  he  turned  the  corner.  The  old  lady  smilingly 
returned  his  salutation,  and,  closing  the  door,  went  back 
to  her  own  room. 

"  Let  me  see ;  he'll  be  back  in  twenty  minutes,  at  the 
longest,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  [tailing  out  his  watch,  and 
placing  it  on  the  table.     "  It  will  be  dark  by  that  time." 

"Oh!  you  really  expect  him  to  come  back,  do  you?" 
inquired  Mr.  Grimwig. 

"  Don't  you  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Brownlow,  smiling. 

The  spirit  of  contradiction  was  strong  in  Mr.  Grimwig's 
breast,  at  the  moment ;  and  it  was  rendered  stronger  by 
his  friend's  confident  smile. 

"No,"  he  said,  smiting  the  table  with  his  fist,  "I  do 
not.  The  boy  has  a  new  suit  of  clothes  on  his  back ;  a 
set  of  valuable  books  under  his  arm;  and  a  five-pound 
note  in  his  pocket.  He'll  join  his  old  friends  the  thieves, 
and  laugh  at  you.  If  ever  that  boy  returns  to  this  house, 
Sir,  I'll  eat  my  head." 

With  these  words  he  drew  his  chair  closer  to  the  table  ; 
and  there  the  two  friends  sat,  in  silent  expectation,  with 
the  watch  between  them. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark,  as  illustrating  the  importance 
we  attach  to  our  own  judgments,  and  the  pride  with 
which  we  put  forth  our  most  rash  and  hasty  conclusions, 
that,  although  Mr.  Grimwig  was  not  by  any  means  a  bad- 
hearted  man,  and  though  he  would  have  been  unfeignedly 
sorry  to  see  his  respected  friend  duped  and  deceived,  he 
really  did  most  earnestly  and  strongly  hope,  at  that 
moment,  that  Oliver  Twist  might  not  come  back. 

It  grew  so  dark,  that  the  figures  on  the  dial-plate  were 
scarcely  discernible ;  but  there  the  two  old  gentlemen 
continued  to  sit,  in  silence  :  with  the  watch  between  them. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

SHOWING    HOW   VERY   FOND    OF    OLIVER   TWIST,    THE   MERRY 
OLD  JEW  AND  MISS    NANCY  WERE. 

In  the  obscure  parlor  of  a  low  public-house,  situate  in 
the  filthiest  part  of  Little  Saffron  Hill;  a  dark  and  gloomy 
den,  where  a  flaring  gas-light  burnt  all  day  in  the  winter- 
time: and  where  no  ray  of  sun  ever  shone  in  the  summer; 
there  sat,  brooding  over  a  little  pewter  measure  and  a 
small  glass,  strongly  impregnated  with  the  smell  of 
liquor,  a  man  in  a  velveteen  coat,  drab  shorts,  half  boots, 
and  stockings,  whom,  even  by  that  dim  light,  no  ex- 
perienced agent  of  police  would  have  hesitated  for  one 
instant  to  recognize  as  Mr.  William  Sikes.  At  his  feet, 
sat  a  white-coated,  red-eyed  dog;  who  occupied  himself, 
alternately,  in  winking  at  his  master  with  both  eyes  at 
the  same  time ;  and  in  licking  a  large,  fresh  cut  on  one 
side  of  his  mouth,  which  appeared  to  be  the  result  of 
some  recent  conflict. 

"  Keep  quiet,  you  warmint !  Keep  quiet !  "  said  Mr. 
Sikes,  suddenly  breaking  silence.  Whether  his  medita- 
tions were  so  intense  as  to  be  disturbed  by  the  dog's  wink- 
ing, or  whether  his  feelings  were  so  wrought  upon  by  his 
reflections  that  they  required  all  the  relief  derivable  from 
kicking  an  unoffending  animal  to  allay  them,  is  matter  for 
argument  and  consideration.  Whatever  was  the  cause, 
the  effect  was  a  kick  and  a  curse  bestowed  upon  the  dog 
simultaneously. 

Dogs  are  not  generally  apt  to  revenge  injuries  inflicted 
upon  them  by  their  masters  ;  but  Mr.  Sikes's  dog,  having 
faults  of  temper  in  common  with  his  owner :  and  labor- 
ing, perhaps,  at  this  moment,  under  a  powerful  sense  of 
injury:  made  no  more  ado  but  at  once  fixed  his  teeth  in 
one  of  the  half-boots.  Plaving  given  it  a  hearty  shake, 
he  retired,  growling,  under  a  form ;  thereby  just  escap- 
ing the  pewter  measure  which  Mr.  Sikes  levelled  at  his 
head. 

"  You  would,  would  you  ?"  said  Sikes,  seizing  the  poker 
in  one  hand,  and  deliberately  opening  with  the  other  a 
large  clasp-knife,  which  he  drew  from  his  pocket.  "  Come 
here,  you  born  devil!     Come  here!     D'ye  hear?" 
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The  clog  no  doubt  heard  ;  because  Mr.  Sikes  spoke  in 
the  very  harshest  key  of  a  very  harsh  voice;  but,  appear- 
ing to  entertain  some  unaccountable  objection  to  having 
his  throat  cut,  lie  remained  where  he  was,  and  growled 
more  fiercely  than  before  :  at  the  same  time  grasping  the 
end  of  the  poker  between  his  teeth,  and  biting  at  it  like 
a  wild  beast. 

This  resistance  only  infuriated  Mr.  Sikes  the  more  ; 
who,  dropping  on  his  knees,  began  to  assail  the  animal 
most  furiously.  The  dog  jumped  from  right  to  left,  and 
from  left  to  right  :  snapping,  growling,  and  barking  ;  the 
man  thrust  and  swore,  and  struck  and  blasphemed  ;  and 
the  struggle  was  reaching  a  most  critical  point  for  one  or 
other  ;  when,  the  door  suddenly  opening,  the  dog  darted 
out  :  leaving  Bill  Sikes  with  the  poker  and  the  clasp-knife 
in  his  hands. 

There  must  always  be  two  parties  to  a  quarrel,  says 
the  old  adage.  Mr.  Sikes,  being  disappointed  of  the  dog's 
participation,  at  once  transferred  his  share  in  the  quarrel 
to  the  new-comer. 

"  What  the  devil  do  you  come  in  between  me  and  my 
dog  for?"  said  Sikes,  with  a  fierce  gesture. 

"  I  didn't  know,  my  dear,  I  didn't  know,"  replied  Fagin, 
humbly— for  the  Jew  was  the  new-comer. 

"  Didn't  know,  you  white-livered  thief !  "  growled  Sikes. 
"Couldn't  you  hear  the  noise?" 

"Not  a  sound  of  it,  as  I'm  a  living  man,  Bill,"  replied 
the  Jew. 

"Oh  no  !  You  hear  nothing,  you  don't,"  retorted  Sikes 
with  a  fierce  sneer.  "  Sneaking  in  and  out,  so  as  nobody 
hears  how  you  come  or  go!  I  wish  you  had  been  the 
dog,  Fagin,  half  a  minute  ago." 

"  Why?"  inquired  the  Jew  with  a  forced  smile. 

"  'Cause  the  government,  as  cares  for  the  lives  of  such 
men  as  you,  as  haven't  half  the  pluck  of  curs,  lets  a  man 
kill  a  dog  how  he  likes,"  replied  Sikes,  shutting  up  the 
knife  with  a  very  expressive  look  ;  "  that's  why." 

The  Jew  rubbed  his  hands  ;  and,  sitting  down  at  the 
table,  affected  to  laugh  at  the  pleasantry  of  his  friend. 
He  was  obviously  very  ill  at  ease  however. 

"Grin  away,"  said  Sikes,  replacing  the  poker,  and  sur- 
veying him  with  savage  contempt  ;  "  grin  away.  You'll 
never  have  the  laugh  at  me,  though,  unless  it's  behind 
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rt  night-cap.  I've  got  the  upper  hand  over  you,  Fagin  ; 
and,  d — me,  I'll  keep  it.  There!  If  I  go,  you  go;  so 
take  care  of  me." 

"  Well,  well,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  "  I  know  all  that ; 
we — we — have  a  mutual  interest,  Bill, — a  mutual  in- 
terest." 

"Humph,"  said  Sikes,  as  if  he  thought  the  interest  lay 
rather  more  on  the  Jew's  side  than  on  his.  "  Well,  what 
have  you  got  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

"  It's  all  passed  safe  through  the  melting-pot,"  replied 
Fagin,  "and  this  is  your  share.  It's  rather  more  than  it 
ought  to  be,  my  dear ;  but  as  I  know  you'll  do  me  a  good 
turn  another  time,  and — " 

"  Stow  that  gammon,"  interposed  the  robber,  impa- 
tiently.    "  Where  is  it  ?     Hand  over !  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  Bill  ;  give  me  time,  give  me  time,"  replied 
the  Jew,  soothingly.  "Here  it  is!  All  safe!"  As  he 
spoke,  he  drew  forth  an  old  cotton  handkerchief  from  his 
breast ;  and  untying  a  large  knot  in  one  corner,  produced 
a  small  brown-paper  packet.  Sikes,  snatching  it  from 
him,  hastily  opened  it  ;  and  proceeded  to  count  the  sov- 
ereigns it  contained. 

"This  is  all,  is  it?"  inquired  Sikes. 

"  All,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"  You  haven't  opened  the  parcel  and  swallowed  one  or 
two  as  you  come  along,  have  you?"  inquired  Sikes,  sus- 
piciously. "  Don't  put  on  an  injured  look  at  the  question ; 
you've  done  it  many  a  time.     Jerk  the  tinkler." 

These  words,  in  plain  English,  conveyed  an  injunction 
to  ring  the  bell.  It  was  answered  by  another  Jew  : 
younger  than  Fagin,  but  nearly  as  vile  and  repulsive  in 
appearance. 

Bill  Sikes  merely  pointed  to  the  empty  measure.  The 
Jew,  perfectly  understanding  the  hint,  retired  to  fill  it  : 
previously  exchanging  a  remarkable  look  with  Fagin, 
who  raised  his  eyes  for  an  instant,  as  if  in  expectation  of 
it,  and  shook  his  head  in  reply  ;  so  slightly  that  the 
action  would  have  been  almost  imperceptible  to  an  ob- 
servant third  person.  It  was  lost  upon  Sikes,  who  was 
stooping  at  the  moment  to  tie  the  boot-lace  which  the  dog 
had  torn.  Possibly,  if  he  had  observed  the  brief  in- 
terchange of  signals,  he  might  have  thought  that  it  boded 
no  good  to  him. 
8 
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"Is  anybody  here,  Barney  ?  "  inquired  Fagin  ;  speaking, 
now  that  Sikes  was  looking  on,  without  raising  his  eyes 
from  the  ground. 

"  Dot  a  shoul,"  replied  Barney  ;  whose  words:  whether 
they  came  from  the  heart  or  not :  made  their  way  through 
the  nose. 

"Nobody  ?"  inquired  Fagin,  in  a  tone  of  surprise: 
which  perhaps  might  mean  that  Barney  was  at  liberty  to 
tell  the  truth. 

"Dobody  but  Kiss  Dadsy,"  replied  Barney. 

"  Nancy  !  "  exclaimed  Sikes.  "  Where  ?  Strike  me 
blind,  if  I  don't  honor  that  'ere  girl,  for  her  native 
talents." 

"  She's  bid  havid  a  plate  of  boiled  beef  id  the  bar,"  re- 
plied Barney. 

"Send  her  here,"  said  Sikes,  pouring  out  a  glass  of 
liquor.     "  Send  her  here." 

Barney  looked  timidly  at  Fagin,  as  if  for  permission ; 
the  Jew  remaining  silent,  and  not  lifting  his  eyes  from 
the  ground,  he  retired;  and  presently  returned,  usher- 
ing in  Nancy :  who  was  decorated  with  the  bonnet,  apron, 
basket,  and  street-door  key,  complete. 

"  You  are  on  the  scent,  are  you,  Nancy  ?  "  inquired 
Sikes,  proffering  the  glass. 

"  Yes,  I  am,  Bill,"  replied  the  young  lady,  disposing  of 
its  contents ;  "  and  tired  enough  of  it  I  am,  too.  The 
young  brat's  been  ill  and  confined  to  the  crib ;  and " 

"  Ah,  Nancy,  dear !  "  said  Fagin,  looking  up. 

Now,  whether  a  peculiar  contraction  of  the  Jew's  red 
eyebrows,  and  a  half-closing  of  his  deeply-set  eyes,  warned 
Miss  Nancy  that  she  was  disposed  to  be  too  communica- 
tive, is  not  a  matter  of  much  importance.  The  fact  is  all 
we  need  care  for  here  ;  and  the  fact  is,  that  she  suddenly 
checked  herself :  and  with  several  gracious  smiles  upon 
Mr.  Sikes,  turned  the  conversation  to  other  matters.  In 
about  ten  minutes'  time,  Mr.  Fagin  was  seized  with  a  fit 
of  coughing ;  upon  which  Nancy  pulled  her  shawl  over 
her  shoulders,  and  declared  it  was  time  to  go.  Mr.  Sikes, 
finding  that  he  was  walking  a  short  part  of  her  way  him- 
self, expressed  his  intention  of  accompanying  her ;  and 
they  went  away  together,  followed,  at  a  little  distance, 
by  the  dog,  who  slunk  out  of  a  backyard  as  soon  as  his 
master  was  out  of  sight. 
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The  Jew  thrust  his  head  out  of  the  room  door  when 
Sikes  had  left  it ;  looked  after  him  as  he  walked  up  the 
dark  passage;  shook  his  clenched  fist ;  muttered  a  deep 
curse ;  and  then,  with  a  horrible  grin,  re-seated  himself 
at  the  table  :  where  he  was  soon  deeply  absorbed  in  the 
interesting  pages  of  the  Hue-and-Cry. 

Meanwhile,  Oliver  Twist,  little  dreaming  that  he  was 
within  so  very  short  a  distance  of  the  merry  old  gentle- 
man, was  on  his  way  to  the  book-stall.  When  he  got  into 
Clerkenwell,  he  accidentally  turned  down  a  bye-street 
which  was  not  exactly  in  his  way ;  but  not  discovering 
his  mistake  until  he  had  got  half-way  down  it,  and  know- 
ing it  must  lead  in  the  right  direction,  he  did  not  think  it 
worth  while  to  turn  back  ;  and  so  marched  on,  as  quickly 
as  he  could,  with  the  books  under  his  arm. 

He  was  walking  along ;  thinking  how  happy  and  con- 
tented he  ought  to  feel ;  and  how  much  he  would  give 
for  only  one  look  at  poor  little  Dick,  who,  starved  and 
beaten,  might  be  weeping  bitterly  at  that  very  moment; 
when  he  was  startled  by  a  young  woman  screaming  out 
very  loud,  "  Oh,  my  dear  brother  !  "  And  he  had  hardly 
looked  up,  to  see  what  the  matter  was,  when  he  was 
stopped  by  having  a  pair  of  arms  thrown  tight  round  his 
neck. 

"Don't,"  cried  Oliver,  struggling.  "Let  go  of  me. 
Who  is  it  ?     What  are  you  stopping  me  for  ?  " 

The  only  reply  to .  this,  was  a  great  number  of  loud  la- 
mentations from  the  young  woman  who  had  embraced 
him ;  and  who  had  a  little  basket  and  a  street-door  key 
in  her  hand. 

"  Oh  my  gracious ! "  said  the  young  woman,  "  I've 
found  him!  Oh!  Oliver!  Oliver]  Oh  you  naughty  boy, 
to  make  me  suffer  sich  distress  on  your  account !  Come 
home,  dear,  come.  Oh,  I've  found  him.  Thank  gracious 
goodness  heavins,  I've  found  him !  "  With  these  inco- 
herent exclamations,  the  young  woman  burst  into  another 
fit  of  crying,  and  got  so  dreadfully  hysterical,  that  a 
couple  of  women  who  came  up  at  the  moment  asked  a 
butcher's  boy  with  a  shiny  head  of  hair  anointed  with 
suet,  who  was  also  looking,  on,  whether  he  didn't  think 
he  had  better  run  for  the  doctor.  To  which,  the  butcher's 
boy :  who  appeared  of  a  lounging,  not  to  say  indolent 
disposition :  replied,  that  he  thought  not. 
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"Oh,  do,  no,  never  mind,"  said  the  young  woman, 
grasping  Oliver's  hand;  "I'm  better  now.  Come  home 
direct  ly,  you  cruel  boy  !     Come  ! " 

"What's   the    matter,  ma'am?"  inquired   one   of   the 

women. 

"Oh,  ma'am,"  replied  the  young  woman,  "he  ran 
away,  near  a  month  ago,  from  his  parents,  who  are  hard- 
working and  respectable  people;  and  went  and  joined  a 
set  of  thieves  and  bad  characters ;  and  almost  broke  his 
mother's  heart." 

"  Young  wretch!"  said  one  woman. 

"  Go  home,  do,  you  little  brute,"  said  the  other. 

"  T  am  not,"  replied  Oliver,  greatly  alarmed.  "  T  don't 
know  her.  I  haven't  any  sister,  or  father  and  mother 
either.     I'm  an  orphan;  I  live  at  l'entonville," 

"Oh,  only  hear  him,  how  he  braves  it  out!"  cried  the 
young  woman, 

"  Why,  it's  Nancy!  "  exclaimed  Oliver  ;  who  now  saw 
her  face  for  the  first  time  ;  and  started  back,  in  irrepressi- 
ble astonishment. 

"  You  see  he  knows  me ! "  cried  Nancy,  appealing  to 
the  bystanders.  "  He  can't  help  himself.  Make  him 
come  home,  there's  good  people,  or  he'll  kill  his  dear 
father,  and  break  my  heart !  " 

"  What  the  devil's  this  ?  "  said  a  man,  bursting  out  of  a 
beer-shop,  with  a  white  dog  at  his  heels  ;  "young  Oliver! 
Come  home  to  your  poor  mother,  you  young  dog !  Come 
home  directly." 

"I  don't  belong  to  them.  I  don't  know  them.  Help! 
help!"  cried  Oliver,  struggling  in  the  man's  powerful 
grasp. 

"  Help  !  "  repeated  the  man.  "Yes  :  I'll  help  you,  you 
young  rascal !  What  books  are  these  ?  You've  been  a 
stealing  'em,  have  you?  Give  'em  here."  With  these 
words,  the  man  tore  the  volumes  from  his  grasp,  and 
struck  him  on  the  head. 

"  That's  right !  "  cried  a  looker-on,  from  a  garret-win- 
dow. "That's  the  only  way  of  bringing  him  to  his 
senses ! " 

"  To  be  sure ! "  cried  a  sleepy-faced  carpenter,  casting 
an  approving  look  at  the  garret-window. 

"  It'll  do  him  good ! "  said  the  two  women. 

"  And  he  shall  have  it,  too ! "  rejoined  the  man,  ad- 
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ministering  another  blow,  and  seizing  Oliver  by  the 
collar.  "  Come  on,  you  young  villain  !  Here,  Bull's-eye, 
mind  him,  boy  !     Mind  him  !  " 

Weak  with  recent  illness;  stupefied  by  the  blows  and 
the  suddenness  of  the  attack;  terrified  by  the  fierce 
growling  of  the  dog,  and  the  brutality  of  the  man ;  and 
overpowered  by  the  conviction  of  the  bystanders  that  he 
really  was  the  hardened  little  wretch  he  was  described  to 
be ;  what  could  one  poor  child  do !  Darkness  had  set  in  ; 
it  was  a  low  neighborhood ;  no  help  was  near ;  resist- 
ance was  useless.  In  another  moment,  he  was  dragged 
into  a  labyrinth  of  dark  narrow  courts,  and  forced  along 
them,  at  a  pace  which  rendered  the  few  cries  he  dared  to 
give  utterance  to,  wholly  unintelligible.  It  was  of  little 
moment,  indeed,  whether  they  were  intelligible  or  no; 
for  there  was  nobody  to  care  for  them,  had  they  been 
ever  so  plain. 


The  gas-lamps  were  lighted  ;  Mrs.  Bedwin  was  waiting 
anxiously  at  the  open  door ;  the  servant  had  run  up  the 
street  twenty  times  to  see  if  there  were  any  traces  of 
Oliver ;  and  still  the  two  old  gentlemen  sat,  perseveringly , 
in  the  dark  parlor ;  with  the  watch  between  them. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

RELATES  WHAT    BECAME    OF    OLIVER    TWIST,   AFTER    HE    HAD 
BEEN  CLAIMED  BY  NANCY. 

The  narrow  streets  and  courts,  at  length  terminated 
in  a  large  open  space ;  scattered  about  which,  were  pens 
for  beasts,  and  other  indications  of  a  cattle-market.  Sike 
slackened  his  pace  when  they  reached  this  spot:  the  gin 
being  quite  unable  to  support,  any  longer,  the  rapid  rate 
at  which  they  had  hitherto  walked.  Turning  to  Oliver, 
he  roughly  commanded  him  to  take  hold  of  Nancy's  hand. 

"  Do  you  hear  ? "  growled  Sikes,  as  Oliver  hesitated, 
and  looked  round. 

They  were  in  a  dark  corner,  quite  out  of  the  track  of 
passengers.    Oliver  saw,  but  too  plainly,  that  resistance 
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would  he  of  no  avail.  He  held  out  his  hand,  which 
Nancy  clasped  tight  in  hers. 

"Give  me  the  other,"  said  Sikes,  seizing  Oliver's  un- 
occupied hand.     "Here,  Bull's-eye!" 

The  dog  looked  up,  and  growled. 

"See  here,  boy!"  said  Sikes,  putting  his  other  hand 
to  Oliver's  throat;  "if  he  speaks  ever  so  soft  a  word, 
hold  him!     D'ye  mind?" 

The  dog  growled  again;  and,  licking  his  lips,  eyed 
Oliver  as  if  he  were  anxious  to  attach  himself  to  his 
windpipe  without  delay. 

"  He's  as  willing  as  a  Christian,  strike  me  blind  if  he 
isn't!"  said  Sikes,  regarding  the  animal  with  a  kind  of 
grim  and  ferocious  approval.  "Now,  you  know  what 
you've  got  to  expect,  master,  so  call  away  as  quick  as 
you  like ;  the  dog  will  soon  stop  that  game.  Get  on, 
young  'un  ! " 

Bull's-eye  wagged  his  tail  in  acknowledgment  of  this 
unusually  endearing  form  of  speech;  and,  giving  vent  to 
another  admonitory  growl  for  the  benefit  of  Oliver,  led 
the  way  onward. 

It  was  Smithfield  that  they  were  crossing,  although  it 
might  have  been  Grosvenor  Square,  for  anything  Oliver 
knew  to  the  contrary.  The  night  was  dark  and  foggy. 
The  lights  in  the  shops  could  scarcely  struggle  through 
the  heavy  mist,  which  thickened  every  moment  and 
shrouded  the  streets  and  houses  in  gloom  ;  rendering  the 
strange  place  still  stranger  in  Oliver's  eyes;  and  making 
his  uncertainty  the  more  dismal  and  depressing. 

They  had  hurried  on  a  few  paces,  when  a  deep  church- 
bell  struck  the  hour.  With  its  first  stroke,  his  two  con- 
ductors stopped  :  and  turned  their  heads  in  the  direction 
wlicnce  the  sound  proceeded. 

"Eight  o'clock,  Bill,"  said  Nancy,  when  the  bell 
ceased. 

"What's  the  good  of  telling  me  that;  I  can  hear  it, 
can't  I  ?  "  replied  Sikes. 

"  I  wonder  whether  they  can  hear  it,"  said  Nancy. 

"Of  course  they  can,"  replied  Sikes.  "It  was  Bart- 
lemy  time  when  I  was  shopped;  and  there  waren't  a 
penny  trumpet  in  the  fair,  as  I  couldn't  hear  the  squeak- 
ing on.  Arter  I  was  locked  up  for  the  night,  the  row  and 
din  outside  made  the  thundering  old  jail  so  silent,  that  I 
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could  almost  have  beat  my  head  out  against  the  iron 
plates  of  the  door." 

"  Poor  fellows,"  said  Nancy,  who  still  had  her  face 
turned  towards  the  quarter  in  which  the  hell  had  sounded. 
"  Oh,  Bill,  such  fine  young  chaps  as  them  !  " 

"Yes  ;  that's  all  you  women  think  of,"  answered  Sikes. 
"  Fine  young  chaps  !  Well,  they're  as  good  as  dead,  so 
it  don't  much  matter." 

With  this  consolation,  Mr.  Sikes  appeared  to  repress  a 
rising  tendency  to  jealousy  ;  and  clasping  Oliver's  wrist 
more  firmly,  told  him  to  step  out  again. 

"  Wait  a  minute,"  said  the  girl :  "I  wouldn't  hurry  by, 
if  it  was  you  that  was  coming  out  to  be  hung,  the  next 
time  eight  o'clock  struck,  Bill.  I'd  walk  round  and  round 
the  place  till  I  dropped,  if  the  snow  was  on  the  ground, 
and  I  hadn't  a  shawl  to  cover  me." 

"  And  what  good  would  that  do  ?  "  inquired  the  unsenti- 
mental Mr.  Sikes.  "  Unless  you  could  pitch  over  a  file 
and  twenty  yards  of  good  stout  rope,  you  might  as  well 
be  walking  fifty  mile  off,  or  not  walking  at  all,  for  all 
the  good  it  would  do  me.  Come  on,  will  you,  and  don't 
stand  preaching  there." 

The  girl  burst  into  a  laugh;  drew  her  shawl  more 
closely  round  her;  and  they  walked  away.  But  Oliver 
felt  her  hand  tremble ;  and,  looking  up  in  her  face  as 
they  passed  a  gas-lamp  saw  that  it  had  turned  a  deadly 
white. 

They  walked  on,  by  little-frequented  and  dirty  ways, 
for  a  full  half-hour:  meeting  very  few  people,  and  those 
appearing  from  their  looks  to  hold  much  the  same  posi- 
tion in  society  as  Mr.  Sikes  himself.  At  length  they 
turned  into  a  very  filthy  narrow  street,  nearly  full  of 
old-clothes  shops;  the  dog,  running  forward,  as  if  con- 
scious that  there  was  no  further  occasion  for  his  keeping 
on  guard,  stopped  before  the  door  of  a  shop  that  was 
closed  and  apparently  untenanted.  The  house  was  in  a 
ruinous  condition  ;  and  on  the  door  was  nailed  a  board, 
intimating  that  it  was  to  let ;  which  looked  as  if  it  had 
hung  there  for  many  years. 

"  All  right,"  cried  Sikes,  glancing  cautiously  about. 

Nancy  stood  below  the  shutters ;  and  Oliver  heard  the 
sound  of  a  bell.  They  crossed  to  the  opposite  side  of  the 
street :  and  stood  for  a  few  moments  under  a  lamp.    A 
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noise,  as  it'  a  sash  window  were  gently  raised  was  heard; 
and  soon  afterwards  the  door  softly  opened.  Mr.  Sikes 
then  seized  the  terrified  hoy  hy  the  collar  with  very  little 
ceremony  ;  and  all  three  were  quickly  inside  the  house. 

The  passage  was  perfectly  dark.  They  waited,  while 
the  person  v»ho  had  let  them  in,  chained  and  barred  the 
door. 

"  Anybody  here?"  inquired  Sikes. 

"No,"  replied  a  voice,  which  Oliver  thought  he  had 
heard  before. 

"  Is  the  old  'un  here?"  asked  the  robber. 

"Yes,"  replied  the  voice ;  "and  precious  down  in  the 
mouth  he  has  been.  Won't  he  be  glad  to  see  you?  Oh, 
no!" 

The  style  of  this  reply,  as  well  as  the  voice  which 
delivered  it,  seemed  familiar  to  Oliver's  ears ;  but  it  was 
impossible  to  distinguish  even  the  form  of  the  speaker  in 
the  darkness. 

"  Let's  have  a  glim,"  said  Sikes,  "or  we  shall  go  break- 
ing our  necks,  or  treading  on  the  dog.  Look  after  your 
legs  if  you  do!     That's  all." 

"  Stand  still  a  moment,  and  I'll  get  you  one,"  replied 
the  voice.  The  receding  footsteps  of  the  speaker  were 
heard;  and,  in  another  minute,  the  form  of  Mr.  John 
Dawkins,  otherwise  the  Artful  Dodger,  appeared.  He 
bore  in  his  right  hand  a  tallow  candle  stuck  in  the  end 
of  a  cleft  stick. 

The  young  gentleman  did  not  stop  to  bestow  any  other 
mark  of  recognition  upon  Oliver  than  a  humorous  grin  ; 
but,  turning  away,  beckoned  the  visitors  to  follow  him 
down  a  flight  of  stairs.  They  crossed  an  empty  kitchen  ; 
and,  opening  the  door  of  a  low  earthy-smelling  room, 
which  seemed  to  have  been  built  in  a  small  back-yard, 
were  received  with  a  shout  of  laughter. 

"  Oh,  my  wig,  my  wig ! "  cried  Master  Charles  Bates, 
from  whose  lungs  the  laughter  had  proceeded  ;  "here  he 
is!  oh,  cry,  here  he  is!  Oh,  Fagin,  look  at  him;  Fagin, 
do  look  at  him  !  I  can't  bear  it ;  it  is  such  a  jolly  game, 
I  can't  bear  it.  Hold  me,  somebody,  while  I  laugh  it 
out." 

With  this  irrepressible  ebullition  of  mirth,  Master 
Bates  laid  himself  flat  on  the  floor:  and  kicked  con- 
vulsively, for  five  minutes,  in  an  ecstasy  of  facetious  joy. 
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Then,  jumping  to  his  feet,  l>e  snatched  the  cleft  stick  from 
the  Dodger:  and,  advancing  to  Oliver,  viewed  him  round 
and  round;  while  the  Jew,  taking  off  his  nightcap,  made 
a  great  number  of  low  bows  to  the  bewildered  boy.  Tlie 
Artful  meantime,  who  was  of  a  rather  saturnine  disposi- 
tion, and  seldom  gave  way  to  merriment  when  it  inter- 
fered with  business,  rifled  Oliver's  pockets  with  steady 
assiduity. 

"  Look  at  his  togs,  Fagin  !  "  said  Charley,  putting  the 
light  so  close  to  his  new  jacket  as  nearly  to  set  him  on 
fire.  "  Look  at  his  togs ! — Superfine  cloth,  and  the  heavy 
swell  cut!  Oh,  my  eye,  what  a  game!  And  his  books, 
too ;  nothing  but  a  gentleman,  Fagin  !  " 

"  Delighted  to  see  you  looking  so  well,  my  dear,"  said 
the  Jew,  bowing  with  mock  humility.  "The  Artful  shall 
give  you  another  suit,  my  dear,  for  fear  you  should  spoil 
that  Sunday  one.  Why  didi't  you  write,  my  dear,  and 
say  you  were  coming?  We'd  have  got  something  warm 
for  supper." 

At  this,  Master  Bates  roared  again  ;  so  loud,  that  Fagin 
himself  relaxed:  and  even  the  Dodger  smiled  ;  but  as  the 
Artful  drew  forth  the  five-pound  note  at  that  instant,  it 
is  doubtful  whether  the  sally  or  the  discovery  awakened 
his  merriment. 

"Hallo!  what's  that?"  inquired  Sikes,  stepping  for- 
ward as  the  Jew  seized  the  note.     "That's  mine,  Fagin." 

"  No,  no,  my  dear,"  said  .the  Jew.  "Mine,  Bill,  mine 
You  shall  have  the  books." 

"If  that  ain't  mine!"  said  Bill  Sikes,  putting  on  his 
hat  with  a  determined  air;  "  mine  and  Nancy's  that  is: 
I'll  take  the  boy  back  again." 

The  Jew  started.  Oliver  started  too,  though  from  a 
very  different  cause;  for  he  hoped  that  the  dispute  might 
really  end  in  his  being  taken  back. 

"  Come!     Hand  over,  will  you?"  said  Sikes. 

"  This  is  hardly  fair,  Bill ;  hardly  fair,  is  it,  Nancy?" 
inquired  the  Jew. 

"  Fair,  or  not  fair,"  retorted  Sikes,  "  hand  over,  I  tell 
you!  Do  you  think  Nancy  and  me  has  got  nothing  else 
to  do  with  our  precious  time  but  to  spend  it  in  scouting 
arter,  and  kidnapping,  every  young  boy  as  gets  grabbed 
through  you  ?  Give  it  here,  you  avaricious  old  skeleton  5 
give  it  here  1 " 
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Willi  this  gentle  remonstrance,  Mr.  Sikes  plucked  the 
note  from  between  the  .lew's  finger  and  thumb;  and, 
looking  the  <>I<1  man  coolly  in  the  face,  folded  it  up  small, 
and  tied  it  in  his  neckerchief. 

"That's  Eor  our  share  of  the  trouble,"  said  Sikes; 
"and  nol  half  enough,  neither.  You  may  keep  the  books, 
if  you're  fond  of  reading.     If  you  a'u't,  sell  'em." 

"  They're  very  pretty,"  said  Charley  Hates:  who,  with 
sundry  grimaces,  had  been  affecting  to  read  one  of  the 
volumes  in  question;  "beautiful  writing,  isn't  it,  Oliver?" 
At-  sightof  the  dismayed  look  with  which  Oliver  regarded 
his  tormentors,  .Master  Kates,  who  was  blessed  with  a 
lively  sense  of  the  ludicrous,  fell  into  another  ecstasy,  more 
boisterous  than  the  first. 

"  They  belonged  to  the  old  gentleman,"  said  Oliver, 
wringing  his  hands ;  "  to  the  good,  kind,  old  gentleman  who 
took  me  into  his  house,  and  had  me  nursed,  when  I  was 
near  dying  of  the  fever.  Oh,  pray  send  them  back;  send 
him  back  the  books  and  money.  Keep  me  here  all  my 
life  long;  but  pray,  pray  send  them  back.  He'll  think  I 
stole  them  ;  the  old  lady  :  all  of  them  who  were  so  kind  to 
me :  will  think  I  stole  them.  Oh,  do  have  mercy  upon  me, 
and  send  them  back !  " 

With  these  words,  which  were  uttered  with  all  the 
energy  of  passionate  grief,  Oliver  fell  upon  his  knees  at 
the  Jew's  feet;  and  beat  his  hands  together,  in  perfect 
desperation. 

"  The  boy's  right,"  remarked  Fagin,  looking  covertly 
round,  and  knitting  his  shaggy  eyebrows  into  a  hard  knot. 
"You're  right,  Oliver,  you're  right;  they  will  think  you 
have  stolen  'em.  Ha!  ha!  "  chuckled  the  Jew,  rubbing 
his  hands;  "it  couldn't  have  happened  better,  if  we  had 
chosen  our  time  ! " 

"  Of  course  it  couldn't,"  replied  Sikes ;  "  I  know'd  that, 
directly  I  see  him  coming  through  Clerkenwell,  with  the 
books  under  his  arm.  It's  all  right  enough.  They're 
soft-hearted  psalm-singers,  or  they  wouldn't  have  taken 
him  in  at  all ;  and  they'll  ask  no  questions  after  him,  fear 
they  should  be  obliged  to  prosecute,  and  so  get  him  lagged. 
He's  safe  enough." 

Oliver  had  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  while  these 
words  were  being  spoken,  as  if  he  were  bewildered,  and 
could  scarcely  understand  what  passed ;   but  when  Bill 
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Sikes  concluded,  he  jumped  suddenly  to  Lis  feet,  and  tore 
wildly  from  the  room  :  uttering-  shrieks  for  help,  which 
made  the  hare  old  house  echo  to  the  root. 

"  Keep  hack  the  dog,  Bill !  "  cried  Nancy,  springing  be- 
fore the  door,  and  closing  it,  as  the  Jew  and  his  two  pupils 
darted  out  in  pursuit ;  keep  hack  the  dog  ;  he'll  tear  the 
hoy  to  pieces." 

"  Serve  him  right !  "  cried  Sikes,  struggling  to  disengage 
himself  from  the  girl's  grasp.  "  Stand  off  from  me,  or 
I'll  split  your  head  against  the  wall." 

"  I  don't  care  for  that,  Bill ;  I  don't  care  for  that," 
screamed  the  girl,  struggling  violently  with  the  man: 
"  the  child  shan't  be  torn  down  by  the  dog,  unless  you 
kill  me  first." 

"  Shan't  he ! "  said  Sikes,  setting  his  teeth  fiercely. 
"  I'll  soon  do  that,  if  you  don't  keep  off." 

The  housebreaker  flung  the  girl  from  him  to  the  further 
end  of  the  room ;  just  as  the  Jew  and  the  two  boys  re- 
turned, dragging  Oliver  among  them. 

"  What's  the  matter  here  ?"  said  Fagin,  looking  round. 

"The  girl's  gone  mad,  I  think,"  replied  Sikes,  savagely. 

"No,  she  hasn't,"  said  Nancy,  pale  and  breathless  from 
the  scuffle ;  "  no,  she  hasn't,  Fagin ;  don't  think  it." 

"Then  keep  quiet,  will  you?"  said  the  Jew,  with  a 
threatening  look. 

"  No,  I  won't  do  that,  neither,"  replied  Nancy,  speaking 
very  loud.     "Come!     What  do  you  think  of  that?" 

Mr.  Fagin  was  sufficiently  well  acquainted  with  the 
manners  and  customs  of  that  particular  species  of 
humanity  to  which  Nancy  belonged,  to  feel  tolerably 
certain  that  it  would  be  rather  unsafe  to  prolong  any 
conversation  with  her,  at  present.  With  the  view  of 
diverting  the  attention  of  the  company,  he  turned  to 
Oliver. 

"  So  you  wanted  to  get  away,  my  dear,  did  you  ?  "  said 
the  Jew,  taking  up  a  jagged  and  knotted  club  which  lay 
in  a  corner  of  the  fireplace;  "eh?" 

Oliver  made  no  reply.  But  he  watched  the  Jew's  mo- 
tions ;  and  breathed  quickly. 

"  Wanted  to  get  assistance ;  called  for  the  police ;  did 
you?"    sneered  the  Jew,  catching  the  boy  by  the  arm. 

"  We'll  cure  you  of  that,  my  young  master." 

The  Jew  inflicted  a  smart  blow  on  Oliver's  shoulders 
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with  the  club;  and  was  raisiDg  it  for  a  second,  when  the 
girl,  rushing  forward,  wrested  it  from  his  hand.  She 
flung  it  into  the  lire, -with  a  force  that  brought  some  of 
the  glowing  coals  whirling  out  into  the  room. 

"I  won't  stand  by  and  sue  it  done,  Fagin,"  cried  the 
girl,  "  You've  got  the  hoy,  and  what  more  would  you 
have?  Let  him  be — let  him  be,  or  I  shall  put  that  mark 
on  some  of  you,  that  will  bring  me  to  the  gallows  before 
my  time." 

The  girl  stamped  her  foot  violently  on  the  floor  as  she 
vented  this  threat;  and  with  her  lips  compressed,  and 
her  hands  clenched,  looked  alternately  at  the  Jew  and  the 
other  robber:  her  face  quite  colorless  from  the  passion 
of  rage  into  which  she  had  gradually  worked  herself. 

"Why,  Nancy!"  said  the  Jew,  in  a  soothing  tone; 
after  a  pause,  during  which  he  and  Mr.  Sikes  had  stared 
atone  another  in  a  disconcerted  manner;  "you — you're 
more  clever  than  ever  to-night.  Ha!  ha!  my  dear,  you 
are  acting  beautifully." 

"  Am  1 !  "  said  the  girl.  "Take  care  I  don't  overdo  it. 
You  will  be  the  worse  for  it,  Fagin,  if  I  do;  and  so  I  tell 
you  in  good  time  to  keep  clear  of  me." 

There  is  something  about  a  roused  woman  :  especially 
if  she  add  to  all  her  other  strong  passions,  the  fierce  im- 
pulses of  recklessness  and  despair:  which  few  men  like 
to  provoke.  The  Jew  saw  that  it  would  be  hopeless  to 
affect  any  further  mistake  regarding  the  reality  of  Miss 
Nancy's  rage ;  and,  shrinking  involuntarily  back  a  few 
paces,  cast  a  glance,  half  imploring  and  half  cowardly,  at 
Sikes :  as  if  to  hint  that  he  was  the  fittest  person  to  pur- 
sue the  dialogue. 

Mr.  Sikes,  thus  mutely  appealed  to ;  and  possibly  feel- 
ing his  personal  pride  and  influence  interested  in  the  im- 
mediate reduction  of  Miss  Nancy  to  reason  ;  gave  utter- 
ance to  about  a  couple  of  score  of  curses  and  threats,  the 
rapid  production  of  which  reflected  great  credit  on  the 
fertility  of  his  invention.  As  they  produced  no  visible 
effect  on  the  object  against  whom  they  were  discharged, 
however,  he  resorted  to  more  tangible  arguments. 

"What  do  you  mean  by  this?"  said  Sikes;  backing 
the  inquiry  with  a  very  common  imprecation  concerning 
the  most  beautiful  of  human  features:  which,  if  it  were 
heard  above,  only  once  out  of  every  fifty  thousand  times 
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that  it  is  uttered  below,  would  render  blindness  as  com- 
mon a  disorder  as  measles;  "What  do  you  mean  by  it? 
Burn  my  body !  Do  you  know  who  you  are,  and  what 
you  are?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know  all  about  it,"  replied  the  girl,  laugh- 
ing hysterically  ;  and  shaking  her  head  from  side  to  side, 
with  a  poor  assumption  of  indifference. 

"  Well,  then,  keep  quiet,"  rejoined  Sikes,  with  a  growl 
like  that  he  was  accustomed  to  use  when  addressing  his 
dog,  "or  I'll  quiet  you  for  a  good  long  time  to  come."    I 

The  girl  laughed  again  :  even  less  composedly  than  be- 
fore; and,  darting  a  hasty  look  at  Sikes,  turned  her  face 
aside  and  bit  her  lip  till  the  blood  came. 

"  You're  a  ::ice  one,"  added  Sikes,  as  he  surveyed  her 
with  a  jontemptuous  air,  "to  take  up  the  humane  and 
gen — teel  side!  A  pretty  subject  for  the  child,  as  you 
call  him,  to  make  a  friend  of !  " 

"God  Almighty  help  me,  I  am  !  "  cried  the  girl  passion- 
ately ;  "  and  I  wish  I  had  been  struck  dead  in  the  street, 
or  had  changed  places  with  them  we  passed  so  near  to- 
night, before  I  had  lent  a  hand  in  bringing  him  here. 
He's  a  thief,  a  liar,  a  devil :  all  that's  bad,  from  this  night 
forth.  Isn't  that  enough  for  the  old  wretch,  without 
blows?" 

"  Come,  come,  Sikes,"  said  the  Jew,  appealing  to  him 
in  a  remonstratory  tone,  and  motioning  towards  the  boys, 
who  were  eagerly  attentive  to  all  that  passed;  "we  must 
have  civil  words ;  civil  words,  Bill." 

"  Civil  words !  cried  the  girl,  whose  passion  was  fright- 
ful to  see.  "  Civil  words,  you  villain  !  Yes  ;  you  deserve 
'em  from  me.  I  thieved  for  you  when  I  was  a  child  not 
half  as  old  as  this  !  "  pointing  to  Oliver.  "  I  have  been 
in  the  same  trade,  and  in  the  same  service,  for  twelve  years 
since.  Don't  you  know  it?  Speak  out !  Don't  you  know 
it?" 

"  Well,  well,"  replied  the  Jew,  with  an  attempt  at  paci- 
fication ;  "  and,  if  you  have,  it's  your  living  !  " 

"  Ay,  it  is  !  "  returned  the  girl ;  not  speaking,  but  pour- 
ing out  the  words  in  one  continuous  and  vehement  scream. 
"It  is  my  living;  and  the  cold,  wet,  dirty  streets  are  my 
home ;  and  you're  the  wretch  that  drove  me  to  them  long 
ago ;  and  that'll  keep  me  there,  day  and  night,  day  and 
night,  till  I  die ! " 
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"I  shall  do  yon  a  mischief!"  interposed  the  Jew,  goaded 
by  these  reproaches;  "a  mischief  worse  than  that,  if  you 
say  much  more  j  " 

The  girl  said  nothing  more  ;  but,  tearing  her  hair  and 
dress  in  a  transport  of  frenzy,  made  such  a  rush  at  the 
Jew  as  would  probably  have  left  signal  marks  of  her  re- 
venge upon  him,  had  not  her  wrists  been  seized  by  Sikes 
at  the  right  moment;  upon  which,  she  made  a  few  inef- 
fectual struggles:  and  fainted. 

"  She's  all  right  now,"  said  Sikes,  laying  her  down  in 
a  corner.  "  She's  uncommon  strong  in  the  arms,  when 
she's  up  in  this  way." 

The  Jew  wiped  his  forehead :  and  smiled,  as  if  it  were 
a  relief  to  have  the  disturbance  over  ;  but  neither  he,  nor 
Sikes,  nor  the  dog,  nor  the  boys,  seemed  to  consider  it  in 
any  other  light  than  a  common  occurrence  incidental  to 
business. 

"  It's  the  worst  of  having  to  do  with  women,"  said  the 
Jew,  replacing  his  club  ;  "but  they're  clever,  and  we  can't 
get  on,  in  our  line,  without  'em.  Charley,  show  Oliver 
to  bed." 

"  I  suppose  he'd  better  not  wear  his  best  clothes  to- 
morrow, Fagin,  had  he?"  inquired  Charley  Bates. 

"  Certainly  not,"  replied  the  Jew,  reciprocating  the  grin 
with  which  Charley  put  the  question. 

Master  Bates,  apparently  much  delighted  with  his 
commission,  took  the  cleft  stick:  and  led  Oliver  into  an 
adjacent  kitchen,  where  there  were  two  or  three  of  the 
beds  on  which  he  had  slept  before ;  and  here,  with  many 
uncontrollable  bursts  of  laughter,  he  produced  the  identical 
old  suit  of  clothes  which  Oliver  had  so  much  congratulated 
himself  upon  leaving  off  at  Mr.  Brownlow's ;  and  the 
accidental  display  of  which,  to  Fagin,  by  the  Jew  who 
purchased  them,  had  been  the  very  first  clue  received,  of 
his  whereabout. 

"  Pull  off  the  smart  ones,"  said  Charley,  "  and  I'll  give 
'em  to  Fagin  to  take  care  of.     What  fun  it  is  !  " 

Poor  Oliver  unwillingly  complied.  Master  Bates,  roll- 
ing up  the  new  clothes  under  his  arm,  departed  from  the 
room ;  leaving  Oliver  in  the  dark,  and  locking  the  door 
behind  him. 

The  noise  of  Charley's  laughter,  and  the  voice  of  Miss 
Betsy,  who  opportunely  arrived  to  throw  water  over  her 
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friend,  and  perform  other  feminine  offices  for  the  pro- 
motion of  her  recovery,  might  have  kept  many  people 
awake  under  more  happy  circumstances  than  those  in 
which  Oliver  was  placed.  But  he  was  sick  and  weary; 
and  he  soon  fell  sound  asleep. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

Oliver's   destiny    continuing    unpropitious,   brings   a 
great  man  to  london  to  injure  his  reputation. 

It  is  the  custom  on  the  stage,  in  all  good  murderous 
melodramas,  to  present  the  tragic  and  the  comic  scenes, 
in  as  regular  alternation,  as  the  layers  of  red  and  white  in 
a  side  of  streaky  well-cured  bacon.  The  hero  sinks  upon 
his  straw  bed,  weighed  down  by  fetters  and  misfortunes  ; 
and,  in  the  next  scene,  his  faithful  but  unconscious  squire 
regales  the  audience  with  a  comic  song.  We  behold,  with 
throbbing  bosoms,  the  heroine  in  the  grasp  of  a  proud  and 
ruthless  baron :  her  virtue  and  her  life  alike  in  danger ; 
drawing  forth  her  dagger  to  preserve  the  one  at  the  cost  of 
the  other ;  and,  just  as  our  expectations  are  wrought  up 
to  the  highest  pitch,  a  whistle  is  heard :  and  we  are 
straightway  transported  to  the  great  hall  of  the  castle : 
where  a  gray-headed  seneschal  sings  a  funny  chorus  with 
a  funnier  body  of  vassals,  who  are  free  of  all  sorts  of  places, 
from  church  vaults  to  palaces,  and  roam  about  in  company 
carolling  perpetually. 

Such  changes  appear  absurd ;  but  they  are  not  so  un- 
natural as  they  would  seem  at  first  sight.  The  tran- 
sitions in  real  life  from  well-spread  boards  to  death-beds, 
and  from  mourning-weeds  to  holiday  garments,  are  not 
a  whit  less  startling;  only,  there,  we  are  busy  actors, 
instead  of  passive  lookers-on ;  which  makes  a  vast  dif- 
ference. The  actors  in  the  mimic  life  of  the  theatre,  are 
blind  to  violent  transitions  and  abrupt  impulses  of  pas- 
sion or  feeling,  which,  presented  before  the  eyes  of  mere 
spectators,  are  at  once  condemned  as  outrageous  and 
preposterous. 

As  sudden  shiftings  of  the  scene,  and  rapid  changes  of 
time  and  place,  are  not  only  sanctioned  in  books  by  long 
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usage,  but  are  by  many  considered  as  the  great  art  of 
authorship:  an  author's  skill  in  his  craft  being,  by  such 
erit ies,  chiefly  esl imated  wit h  relation  to  the  dilemmas  in 
which  he  leaves  his  characters  at  the  end  of  every  chapter: 
this  brief  introduction  to  the  present  one  may  perhaps 
be  deemed  unnecessary.  If  so,  let  it  he  considered  a 
delicate  intimation  on  the  part  of  the  historian  that  he  is 
going  back,  direct ly,  to  the  town  in  which  Oliver  Twist 
was  born  ;  the  reader  taking  it  for  granted  that  there  are 
good  and  substantial  reasons  for  making  the  journey, 
or  he  would  not  be  invited  to  proceed  upon  such  an 
expedition,  on  any  account. 

.Mr.  Bumble  emerged  at  early  morning  from  the  work- 
house-gate; and  walked,  with  portly  carriage  and  com- 
manding steps,  up  the  High  Street.  He  was  in  the  full 
bloom  and  pride  of  beadle-hood  ;  his  cocked  hat  and  coat 
were  dazzling  in  the  morning  sun;  and  he  clutched  his 
cane  with  the  vigorous  tenacity  of  health  and  power.  Mr. 
Bumble  always  carried  his  head  high  ;  but  this  morning  it 
was  higher  than  usual.  There  was  an  abstraction  in  his 
eye,  an  elevation  in  his  air,  which  might  have  warned  an 
observant  stranger  that  thoughts  were  passing  in  the 
beadle's  mind,  too  great  for  utterance. 

Mr.  Bumble  stopped  not  to  converse  with  the  small 
shopkeepers  and  others  who  spoke  to  him,  deferentially, 
as  he  passed  along.  He  merely  returned  their  salutations 
with  a  wave  of  his  hand ;  and  relaxed  not  in  his  dignified 
pace,  until  he  reached  the  farm  where  Mrs.  Mann  tended 
the  infant  paupers  with  parochial  care. 

"  Drat  that  beadle !  "  said  Mrs.  Mann,  hearing  the  well- 
known  shaking  at  the  garden-gate.  "If  it  isn't  him  at 
this  time  in  the  morning!  Lauk,  Mr.  Bumble,  only  think 
of  its  being  you  !  Well,  dear  me,  it  is  a  pleasure,  this  is  ! 
Come  into  the  parlor,  Sir,  please." 

The  first  sentence  was  addressed  to  Susan ;  and  the 
exclamations  of  delight  were  uttered  to  Mr.  Bumble :  as 
the  good  lady  unlocked  the  garden-gate:  and  showed  him, 
with  great  attention  and  respect,  into  the  house. 

"  Mrs.  Mann,"  said  Mr.  Bumble ;  not  sitting  upon,  or 
dropping  himself  into  a  seat,  as  any  common  jackanapes 
would :  but  letting  himself  gradually  and  slowly  down 
into  a  chair;  "  Mrs.  Mann,  ma'am,  good  morning." 

"  Well,  and  good  morning  to  you.   Sir,"  replied  Mrs 


OLIVER  TWIST.  129 

Mann,  with  many  smiles  ;  "and  hoping  you  find  yourself 
well,  Sir  ?  " 

"So-so,  Mrs.  Mann,"  replied  the  beadle.  "A  porochial 
Life  is  not  a  bed  of  roses,  Mrs.  Mann." 

"Ah,  that  it  isn't  indeed,  Mr.  Bumble,"  rejoined  the 
lady.  And  all  the  infant  paupers  might  have  chorused 
the  rejoinder  with  great  propriety,  if  they  had  heard  it. 

"  A  porochial  life,  ma'am,"  continued  Mr.  Bumble, 
striking  the  table  with  his  cane,  "  is  a  life  of  worrit,  and 
vexation,  and  hardihood  ;  but  all  public  characters,  as  I 
may  say,  must  suffer  prosecution." 

Mrs.  Mann,  not  very  well  knowing  what  the  beadle 
meant,  raised  her  hands  with  a  look  of  sympathy :  and 
sighed. 

"  Ah  !    You  may  well  sigh,  Mrs.  Mann  !  "  said  the  beadle. 

Finding  she  had  done  right  Mrs.  Mann  sighed  again  : 
evidently  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  public  character :  who, 
repressing  a  complacent  smile  by  looking  sternly  at  his 
cocked  hat,  said, 

"  Mrs.  Mann,  I  am  a  going  to  London." 

"Lauk,  Mr.  Bumble!  "  cried  Mrs.  Mann,  starting  back. 

"To  London,  ma'am,"  resumed  the  inflexible  beadle, 
•*  by  coach.  I  and  two  paupers,  Mrs.  Mann  !  A  legal 
action  is  a  coming  on,  about  a  settlement;  and  the  board 
has  appointed  me — me,  Mrs.  Mann — to  depose  to  the 
matter  before  the  quarter-sessions  at  Clerkinwell.  And 
I  very  much  question,"  added  Mr.  Bumble,  drawing  him- 
self up,  "  whether  the  Clerkinwell  Sessions  will  not  find 
themselves  in  the  wrong  box  before  they  have  done  with 
me." 

"  Oh !  you  mustn't  be  too  hard  upon  them,  Sir,"  said 
Mrs.  Mann,  coaxingly. 

"  The  Clerkinwell  Sessions  have  brought  it  upon  them- 
selves, ma'am,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble  ;  "and  if  the  Clerkin- 
well Sessions  find  that  they  come  off  rather  worse  than 
they  expected,  the  Clerkinwell  Sessions  have  only  them- 
selves to  thank." 

There  was  so  much  determination  and  depth  of  purpose 
about  the  menacing  manner  in  which  Mr.  Bumble  delivered 
himself  of  these  words,  that  Mrs.  Mann  appeared  quite 
awed  by  them.     At  length,  she  said  : 

"  You're  going  by  coach,  Sir  ?    I  thought  it  was  always 
usual  to  send  them  paupers  in  carts." 
9 
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"That's  when  they're  ill,  Mrs.  Mann,"  said  the  beadle. 
«  We  put  the  sick  paupers  into  open  carts  in  the  rainy 
weather,  to  prevent  their  taking  cold." 

«  Oh  !"  said  Mrs.  Mann. 

"  The  opposition  coach  contracts  for  these  two;  and  takes 
them  cheap,"  said  Mr.  Humble.  "  They  are  both  inn  very 
Low  state,  and  we  find  it  would  come  two  pound  cheaper 
to  move  'em  than  to  bury  'em  thai  is,  if  we  can  throw 
'em  upon  another  parish,  which  I  think  we  shall  be  able 
to  do,  if  they  don't  die  upon  the  road  to  spite  us.  Hal 
ha!  ha!" 

When  Mr,  Bumble  had  laughed  a  little  while,  his  eyes 
again  encountered  the  cocked  hat;  and  he  became  grave. 

"We  arc  forgetting  business,  ma'am,"  said  the  beadle; 
"here  is  your  porochial  stipend  for  the  month." 

Mr.  Bumble  produced  some  silver  money  rolled  up  in 
paper,  from  his  pocket-book;  and  requested  a  receipt: 
which  Mrs.  Mann  wrote. 

"It's  very  much  blotted,  Sir,"  said  the  farmer  of  in- 
fants; "but  it's  formal  enough,  I  dare  say.  Thank  you, 
Mr.  Bumble,  Sir.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  I'm 
sure." 

Mr.  Bumble  nodded,  blandly,  in  acknowledgment  of 
Mrs.  Mann's  curtsey ;  and  inquired  how  the  children 
were. 

"  Bless  their  dear  little  hearts !  "  said  Mrs.  Mann  with 
emotion,  "  they're  as  well  as  can  be,  the  dears !  Of  course, 
except  the  two  that  died  last  week.     And  little  Dick." 

"Isn't  that  boy  no  better?"  inquired  Mr.  Bumble. 

Mrs.  Mann  shook  her  head. 

"lie's  a  ill-conditioned,  wicious,  bad-disposed  porochial 
child  that,"  said  Mr.  Bumble  angrily.     "  W7here  is  he  ?" 

"  I'll  bring  him  to  you  in  one  minute,  Sir,"  replied  Mrs. 
Mann.     "  Here,  you  Dick !  " 

After  some  calling,  Dick  was  discovered.  Having  had 
his  face  put  under  the  pump,  and  dried  upon  Mrs.  Mann's 
gown,  he  was  led  into  the  awful  presence  of  Mr.  Bumble, 
the  beadle. 

The  child  was  pale  and  thin  ;  his  cheeks  were  sunken ; 
and  his  eyes  large  and  bright.  The  scanty  parish  dress, 
the  livery  of  his  misery,  hung  loosely  on  his  feeble  body  ; 
and  his  young  limbs  had  wasted  away,  like  those  of  an 
old  man. 
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Such  was  the  little  being  who  stood  trembling  beneath 
Mr.  Bumble's  glance  ;  not  daring  to  lift  his  eyes  from  the 
floor ;  and  dreading  even  to  hear  the  beadle's  voice. 

"  Oan't  you  look  at  the  gentleman,  you  obstinate  boy  ?  " 
said  Mrs.  Mann. 

The  child  meekly  raised  his  eyes,  and  encountered 
those  of  Mr.  Bumble. 

"What's  the  matter  with  you,  porochial  Dick?"  in- 
quired Mr.  Bumble,  with  well-timed  jocularity. 

"Nothing,  Sir,"  replied  the  child  faintly. 

"  I  should  think  not,"  said  Mrs.  Mann,  who  had  of 
course  laughed  very  much  at  Mr.  Bumble's  humor. 
"  You  want  for  nothing,  I'm  sure." 

"I  should  like—"  faltered  the  child. 

"Heyday!"  interposed  Mrs.  Mann,  "I  suppose  you're 
going  to  say  that  you  do  want  for  something,  now  ?  Why, 
you  little  wretch " 

"Stop,  Mrs.  Mann,  stop!"  said  the  beadle,  raising  his 
hand  with  a  show  of  authority.     "Like  what,  Sir;  eh?" 

"I  should  like,"  faltered  the  child,  "if  somehody  that 
can  write,  would  put  a  few  words  down  for  me  on  a  piece 
of  paper  :  and  fold  it  up  and  seal  it :  and  keep  it  for  me, 
after  I  am  laid  in  the  ground." 

"  Why,  what  does  the  boy  mean  ? "  exclaimed  Mr. 
Bumble,  on  whom  the  earnest  manner  and  wan  aspect  of 
the  child  had  made  some  impression :  accustomed  as  he 
was  to  such  things.     "  What  do  you  mean,  Sir?" 

"I  should  like,"  said  the  child,  "to  leave  my  dear  love 
to  poor  Oliver  Twist ;  and  to  let  him  know  how  often  I 
have  sat  by  myself  and  cried  to  think  of  his  wandering 
about  in  the  dark  nights  with  nobody  to  help  him.  And 
I  should  like  to  tell  him,"  said  the  child,  pressing  his 
small  hands  together,  and  speaking  with  great  fervor, 
"  that  I  was  glad  to  die  when  I  was  very  young ;  for, 
perhaps,  if  1  had  lived  to  be  a  man,  and  had  grown  old, 
my  little  sister,  who  is  in  Heaven,  might  forget  me,  or  be 
unlike  me;  and  it  would  be  so  much  happier  if  we  were 
both  children  there  together." 

Mr.  Bumble  surveyed  the  little  speaker,  from  head  to 
foot,  with  indescribable  astonishment;  and,  turning  to  his 
companion,  said,  "They're  all  in  one  story,  Mrs.  Mann. 
That  out-dacious  Oliver  has  demogalized  them  all !  " 

"  I  couldn't  have  believed  it,  Sir !  "  said  Mrs.  Mann, 
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holding  up  her  hands,  and  looking  malignantly  at  Dick. 
"I  never  see  such  a  hardened  little  wretch  ! " 

"Take  him  away,  ma'am ! "  said  Mr.  Bumble  imperi- 
ously.    "This  must  be  stated  to  the  board,  Mrs.  Mann." 

"I  hope  the  gentlemen  will  understand  that  it  isn't 
my  fault,  Sir?"  said  Mrs.  Mann,  whimpering  patheti- 
cally. 

"They  shall  understand  that,  ma'am;  they  shall  be 
acquainted  with  the  true  state  of  the  case,"  said  Mr. 
Bumble.  "  There  ;  take  him  away,  I  can't  bear  the  sight 
on  him." 

Dick  was  immediately  taken  away,  and  locked  up  in 
the  coal-cellar.  Mr.  Bumble  shortly  afterwards  took 
himself  off,  to  prepare  for  his  journey. 

At  six  o'clock  next  morning,  Mr.  Bumble:  having  ex- 
changed his  cocked  hat  for  a  round  one,  and  encased  his 
person  in  a  blue  great-coat  with  a  cape  to  it :  took  his 
place  on  the  outside  of  the  coach,  accompanied  by  the 
criminals  whose  settlement  was  disputed ;  with  whom, 
in  due  course  of  time,  he  arrived  in  London.  He  expe- 
rienced no  other  crosses  on  the  way,  than  those  which 
originated  in  the  perverse  behavior  of  the  two  paupers, 
who  persisted  in  shivering,  and  complaining  of  the  cold, 
in  a  manner  which,  Mr.  Bumble  declared,  caused  his 
teeth  to  chatter  in  his  head,  and  made  him  feel  quite  un- 
comfortable ;  although  he  had  a  great-coat  on. 

Having  disposed  of  these  evil-minded  persons  for  the 
night,  Mr.  Bumble  sat  himself  down  in  the  house  at 
which  the  coach  stopped :  and  took  a  temperate  dinner  of 
steaks,  oyster  sauce,  and  porter.  Putting  a  glass  of  hot 
gin-and-water  on  the  chimney-piece,  he  drew  his  chair  to 
the  fire ;  and,  with  sundry  moral  reflections  on  the  too 
prevalent  sin  of  discontent  and  complaining,  composed 
himself  to  read  the  paper. 

The  very  first  paragraph  upon  which  Mr.  Bumble's 
eyes  rested,  was  the  following  advertisement. 

"  FIVE  GUINEAS  REWARD. 

"Whereas  a  young  boy,  named  Oliver  Twist,  ab- 
sconded, or  was  enticed,  on  Thursday  evening  last,  from 
his  home,  at  Pentonville ;  and  has  not  since  been  heard 
of.    The  above  reward  will  be  paid  to  any  person  who 
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will  give  such  information  as  will  lead  to  the  discovery 
of  the  said  Oliver  Twist,  or  tend  to  throw  any  light  upon 
his  previous  history,  in  which  the  advertiser  is,  for  many 
reasons,  warmly  interested." 

And  then  followed  a  full  description  of  Oliver's  dress, 
person,  appearance,  and  disappearance:  with  the  name 
and  address  of  Mr.  Brownlow  at  full  length. 

Mr.  Bumble  opened  his  eyes ;  read  the  advertisement, 
slowly  and  carefully,  three  several  times ;  and  in  some- 
thing more  than  rive  minutes  was  on  his  way  to  Penton- 
ville :  having  actually,  in  his  excitement,  left  the  glass 
of  hot  gin-and- water,  untasted. 

"Is  Mr.  Brownlow  at  home?"  inquired  Mr.  Bumble 
of  the  girl  who  opened  the  door. 

To  this  inquiry  the  girl  returned  the  not  uncommon, 
but  rather  evasive  reply  of  "  I  don't  know  ;  where  do 
you  come  from?" 

Mr.  Bumble  no  sooner  uttered  Oliver's  name,  in  expla- 
nation of  his  errand,  than  Mrs.  Bedwin,  who  had  been 
listening  at  the  parlor  door,  hastened  into  the  passage  in 
a  breathless  state. 

"Come  in— come  in,"  said  the  old  lady  :  "  I  knew  we 
should  hear  of  him.  Poor  dear  !  I  knew  we  should  !  I 
was  certain  of  it.     Bless  his  heart !     I  said  so,  all  along." 

Having  said  this,  the  worthy  old  lady  hurried  back  into 
the  parlor  again  ;  and  seating  herself  on  a  sofa,  burst  into 
tears.  The  girl,  who  was  not  quite  so  susceptible,  had 
run  upstairs  meanwhile ;  and  now  returned  with  a  re- 
quest that  Mr.  Bumble  would  follow  her  immediately : 
which  he  did. 

He  was  shown  into  the  little  back  study,  where  sat  Mr. 
Brownlow  and  his  friend  Mr.  Grimwig,  with  decanters 
and  glasses  before  them.  The  latter  gentleman  at  once 
burst  into  the  exclamation : 

"  A  beadle !     A  parish  beadle,  or  I'll  eat  my  head." 

"  Pray  don't  interrupt  just  now,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow. 
"  Take  a  seat,  will  you  ?  " 

Mr.  Bumble  sat  himself  down :  quite  confounded  by 
the  oddity  of  Mr.  Grimwig's  manner.  Mr.  Brownlow 
moved  the  lamp,  so  as  to  obtain  an  uninterrupted  view  of 
the  beadle's  countenance,  and  said,  with  a  little  impa- 
tience, 
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"Now,  Sir,  you  come  in  consequence  of  having  seen 
the  advertisement  ?" 

"  Yes,  Sir,''  said  Mr.  Humble. 

"Ami  you  area,  beadle,  are  you  not?"  inquired  Mr. 
Grimwig. 

"I  am  a  pbrochi&l  beadle,  gentleman,"  rejoined  Mr. 

Bumble,  proudly. 

"  Of  course,"  observed  Mr.  Grimwig  aside  to  his  friend, 
"  I  knew  lie  was.     A  beadle  all  over  !  " 

Mr.  Brownlow  gently  shook  his  head  to  impose  silence 
on  his  friend,  and  resumed : 

"  Do  you  know  where  this  poor  boy  is  now?" 
"No  more  than  nobody,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble. 
"Well,  what  do  you  know  of  him?"  inquired,  the  old 
gentleman.     "  Speak  out,  my  friend,  if  you  have  anything 
to  say.     What  do  you  know  of  him  ?" 

"You  don't  happen  to  know  any  good  of  him,  do  you  ?" 
said  Mr.  Grimwig,  caustically  ;  after  an  attentive  perusal 
of  Mr.  Bumble's  features. 

Mr.  Bumble,  catching  at  the  inquiry  very  quickly, 
shook  his  head  with  a  portentous  solemnity. 

"You  see?"  said  Mr.  Grimwig,  looking  triumphantly 
at  Mr.  Brownlow. 

Mr.  Brownlow  looked  apprehensively  at  Mr.  Bum- 
ble's pursed-up  countenance ;  and  requested  him  to  com- 
municate what  he  knew  regarding  Oliver,  in  as  few 
words  as  possible. 

Mr.  Bumble  put  down  his  hat  •,  unbuttoned  his  coat ; 
folded  his  arms ;  inclined  his  head  in  a  retrospective 
manner ;  and,  after  a  few  moments'  reflection,  commenced 
his  story. 

It  would  be  tedious  if  given  in  the  beadle's  words  :  oc- 
cupying, as  it  did,  some  twenty  minutes  in  the  telling ; 
but  the  sum  and  substance  of  it  was,  That  Oliver  was  a 
foundling,  born  of  low  and  vicious  parents.  That  he  had, 
from  his  birth,  displayed  no  better  qualities  than  treach- 
ery, ingratitude,  and  malice.  That  he  had  terminated 
his  brief  career  in  the  place  of  his  birth,  by  making  a 
sanguinary  and  cowardly  attack  on  an  unoffending  lad ; 
and  running  away  in  the  night-time  from  his  master's 
house.  In  proof  of  his  really  being  the  person  he  repre- 
sented  himself,   Mr.  Bumble  laid  upon   the  table  the 


OLIVER  TWIST.  135 

papers  he  had  brought  to  town  :  and,  folding  his  arms 
again,  awaited  Mr.  Brownlow's  observations. 

"  I  fear  it  is  all  too  true,"  said  the  old  gentleman  sor- 
rowfully, after  looking  over  the  papers.  "  This  is  not 
much  for  your  intelligence ;  but  I  would  gladly  have  given 
you  treble  the  money,  if  it  had  been  favorable  to  the  boy." 

It  is  not  at  all  improbable  that  if  Mr.  Bumble  had  been 
possessed  of  this  information  at  an  earlier  period  of  the 
interview,  he  might  have  imparted  a  very  different  color- 
ing to  his  little  history.  It  was  too  late  to  do  it  now, 
however ;  so  he  shook  his  head  gravely ;  and,  pocketing 
the  five  guineas,  withdrew. 

Mr.  Brownlow  paced  the  room  to  and  fro  for  some  min- 
utes ;  evidently  so  much  disturbed  by  the  beadle's  tale, 
that  even  Mr.  Grimwig  forbore  to  vex  him  further. 

At  length  he  stopped,  and  rang  the  bell  violently. 

"Mrs.  Bedwin,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  when  the  house- 
keeper appeared ;  "  that  boy,  Oliver,  is  an  impostor." 

"It  can't  be,  Sir.  It  cannot  be,"  said  the  old  lady 
energetically. 

"  I  tell  you  he  is,"  retorted  the  old  gentleman.  "  What 
do  you  mean  by  can't  be?  We  have  just  heard  a  full  ac- 
count of  him  from  his  birth  ;  and  he  has  been  a  thorough- 
paced little  villain,  all  his  life." 

"I  never  will  believe  it,  Sir,"  replied  the  old  lady, 
firmly.     "  Never !  " 

"You  old  women  never  believe  anything  but  quack- 
doctors,  and  lying  story-books,"  growled  Mr.  Grimwig. 
"I  knew  it  all  along.  Why  didn't  you  take  my  advice 
in  the  beginning;  you  would,  if  he  hadn't  had  a  fever,  I 
suppose,  eh?  lie  was  interesting,  wasn't  he?  Interest- 
ing !  Bah ! "  And  Mr.  Grimwig  poked  the  fire  with  a 
flourish. 

"  He  was  a  dear,  grateful,  gentle  child,  Sir,"  retorted 
Mrs.  Bedwin,  indignantly.  "I  know  what  children  are, 
Sir;  and  have  done  these  forty  years;  and  people  who 
can't  say  the  same,  shouldn't  say  anything  about  them. 
That's  my  opinion !  " 

This  was  a  hard  hit  at  Mr.  Grimwig,  who  was  a  bache- 
lor. As  it  extorted  nothing  from  that  gentleman  but  a 
smile,  the  old  lady  tossed  her  head,  and  smoothed  down 
her  apron  preparatory  to  another  speech,  when  she  was 
stopped  by  Mr.  Brownlow. 


136  OLIVER  TWIST. 

"Silence!"  said  the  old  gentleman,  feigning  an  anger 
he  was  far  from  feeling.  "Never  let  ine  hear  the  boy's 
name  again.  I  rang  to  tell  you  that.  Never.  Never, 
on  any  pretence,  mind !  You  may  leave  the  room,  Mrs. 
Bed  win.     Remember!     I  am  in  earnest." 

There  were  sad  hearts  at  Mr.  Brownlow's  that  night. 

Oliver's  heart  sank  within  him,  when  he  thought  of 
his  good  kind  friends;  it  was  well  for  him  that  he  could 
not  know  what  they  had  heard,  or  it  might  have  broken 
outright. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

HOW   OLIVER  PASSED   HIS    TIME    IN    TnE    IMPROVING    SOCIETY 
OF    HIS    REPUTABLE    FRIENDS. 

About  noon  next  day,  when  the  Dodger  and  Master 
Bates  had  gone  out  to  pursue  their  customary  avocations, 
Mr.  Fagin  took  the  opportunity  of  reading  Oliver  a  long 
lecture  on  the  crying  sin  of  ingratitude  :  of  which  he 
clearly  demonstrated  he  had  been  guilty,  to  no  ordinary 
extent,  in  wilfully  absenting  himself  from  the  society  of 
his  anxious  friends ;  and,  still  more,  in  endeavoring  to 
escape  from  them  after  so  much  trouble  and  expense  had 
been  incurred  in  his  recovery.  Mr.  Fagin  laid  great 
stress  on  the  fact  of  his  having  taken  Oliver  in,  and 
cherished  him,  when,  without  his  timely  aid,  he  might 
have  perished  with  hunger;  and  he  related  the  dismal 
and  affecting  history  of  a  young  lad  whom,  in  his  philan- 
thropy, he  had  succored  under  parallel  circumstances, 
but  who,  proving  unworthy  of  his  confidence,  and  evinc- 
ing a  desire  to  communicate  with  the  police,  had  un- 
fortunately come  to  be  hanged  at  the  Old  Bailey  one 
morning.  Mr.  Fagin  did  not  seek  to  conceal  his  share  in 
the  catastrophe,  but  lamented  with  tears  in  his  eyes  that 
the  wrong-headed  and  treacherous  behavior  of  the  young 
person  in  question,  had  rendered  it  necessary  that  he 
should  become  the  victim  of  certain  evidence  for  the 
Crown :  which,  if  it  were  not  precisely  true,  was  indis- 
pensably necessary  for  the  safety  of  him  (Mr.  Fagin)  and 
a  few  select  friends.  Mr.  Fagin  concluded  by  drawing  a 
rather  disagreeable  picture  of  the  discomforts  of  hanging; 
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and,  with  great  friendliness  and  politeness  of  manner,  ex, 
pressed  his  anxious  hopes  that  be  might  never  be  obliged 
to  submit  Oliver  Twist  to  that  unpleasant  operation. 

Little  Oliver's  blood  ran  cold,  as  he  listened  to  the 
Jew's  words,  and  imperfectly  comprehended  the  dark 
threats  conveyed  in  them.  That  it  was  possible  even  for 
justice  itself  to  confound  the  innocent  with  the  guilty 
when  they  were  in  accidental  companionship,  he  knew 
already;  and  that  deeply-laid  plans  for  the  destruction 
of  inconveniently  knowing  or  over-communicative  per- 
sons, had  been  really  devised  and  carried  out  by  the  old 
Jew  on  more  occasions  than  one,  he  thought  by  no  means 
unlikely,  when  he  recollected  the  general  nature  of  the 
altercations  between  that  gentleman  and  Mr.  Sikes  ; 
which  seemed  to  bear  reference  to  some  foregone  con- 
spiracy of  the  kind.  As  he  glanced  timidly  up,  and  met 
the  Jew's  searching  look,  he  felt  that  his  pale  face  and 
trembling  limbs  were  neither  unnoticed  nor  unrelished 
by  that  wary  old  gentleman. 

The  Jew  smiled  hideously ;  and,  patting  Oliver  on  the 
head,  said,  that  if  he  kept  himself  quiet,  and  applied 
himself  to  business,  he  saw  they  would  be  very  good 
friends  yet.  Then,  taking  his  hat ;  and  covering  himself 
with  an  old  patched  great-coat ;  he  went  out,  and  locked 
the  room-door  behind  him. 

And  so  Oliver  remained  all  that  day,  and  for  the  greater 
part  of  many  subsequent  days  ;  seeing  nobody,  between 
early  morning  and  midnight ;  and  left,  during  the  long 
hours,  to  commune  with  his  own  thoughts :  which,  never 
failing  to  revert  to  his  kind  friends,  and  the  opinion  they 
must  long  ago  have  formed  of  him,  were  sad  indeed. 

After  the  lapse  of  a  week  or  so,  the  Jew  left  the  room- 
door  unlocked ;  and  he  was  at  liberty  to  wander  about 
the  house. 

It  was  a  very  dirty  place.  The  rooms  upstairs  had 
great  high  wooden  chimney-pieces  and  large  doors,  with 
panelled  walls  and  cornices  to  the  ceilings  :  which, 
although  they  were  black  with  neglect  and  dust,  were 
ornamented  in  various  ways ;  from  all  of  which  tokens 
Oliver  concluded  that  a  long  time  ago,  before  the  old 
Jew  was  born,  it  had  belonged  to  better  people,  and  had 
perhaps  been  quite  gay  and  handsome  :  dismal  and  dreary 
as  it  looked  now. 
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Spiders  had  built  their  webs  in  the  angles  of  the  walls 
and  ceilings;  and  sometimes,  when  (31  iver  walked  softly 
into  a  room,  l  he  mice  would  scamper  across  the  floor,  and 
run  back  terrified  to  their  holes.  With  these  exceptions, 
there  was  neither  sight  nor  sound  of  any  living  thing; 
and  often,  when  it  grew  dark,  and  he  was  tired  of  wander- 
ing from  room  to  room,  he  would  crouch  in  the  corner  of 
the  passage  by  the  street-door,  to  be  as  near  living  people 
as  he  could  ;  and  would  remain  there,  listening  and  count- 
ing the  hours,  until  the  Jew  or  the  boys  returned. 

In  all  the  rooms,  the  mouldering  shutters  were  fast 
closed  :  and  the  bars  which  held  them  were  screwed  tight 
into  the  wood  ;  the  only  light  which  was  admitted,  steal- 
ing its  way  through  round  holes  at  the  top:  which  made 
the  rooms  more  gloomy,  and  filled  them  with  strange 
shadows.  There  was  a  back-garret  window,  with  rusty 
bars  outside,  which  had  no  shutter ;  and  out  of  this,  Oliver 
often  gazed  with  a  melancholy  face  for  hours  together  ; 
but  nothing  was  to  be  descried  from  it  but  a  confused  and 
crowded  mass  of  house-tops,  blackened  chimneys,  and 
gable-ends.  Sometimes,  indeed,  a  ragged  grizzly  head 
might  be  seen,  peering  over  the  parapet- wall  of  a  distant 
house  :  but  it  was  quickly  withdrawn  again ;  and  as  the 
window  of  Oliver's  observatory  was  nailed  down,  and 
dimmed  with  the  rain  and  smoke  of  years,  it  was  as  much 
as  he  could  do  to  make  out  the  forms  of  the  different  ob- 
jects beyond,  without  making  any  attempt  to  be  seen  or 
heard, — which  he  had  as  much  chance  of  being,  as  if  he 
had  lived  inside  the  ball  of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral. 

One  afternoon :  the  Dodger  and  Master  Bates  being 
engaged  out  that  evening :  the  first-named  young  gentle- 
man took  it  into  his  head  to  evince  some  anxiety  regard- 
ing the  decoration  of  his  person  (which,  to  do  him  justice, 
was  by  no  means  an  habitual  weakness  with  him) ;  and, 
with  this  end  and  aim,  he  condescendingly  commanded 
Oliver  to  assist  him  in  his  toilet,  straightway. 

Oliver  was  but  too  glad  to  make  himself  useful ;  too 
happy  to  have  some  faces,  however  bad,  to  look  upon  ; 
and  too  desirous  to  conciliate  those  about  him  when  he 
could  honestly  do  so;  to  throw  any  objection  in  the  way 
of  this  proposal.  So  he  at  once  expressed  his  readiness; 
and,  kneeling  on  the  floor,  while  the  Dodger  sat  upon  the 
table  so  that  he  could  take  his  foot  in  his  lap,  he  applied 
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himself  to  a  process  which  Mr.  Dawkins  designated  as 
"  japanning  his  trotter-cases."  Which  phrase,  rendered 
into  plain  English,  signifieth,  cleaning  his  boots. 

Whether  it  was  the  sense  of  freedom  and  independence 
which  a  rational  animal  may  be  supposed  to  feel  when  he 
sits  on  a  table  in  an  easy  attitude  smoking  a  pipe,  swing- 
ing one  leg  carelessly  to  and  fro,  and  having  his  boots 
cleaned'  all  the  time,  without  even  the  past  trouble  of 
having  taken  them  off,  or  the  prospective  misery  of  put- 
ting them  on,  to  disturb  his  reflections  ;  or  whether  it 
was  the  goodness  of  the  tobacco  that  soothed  the  feelings 
of  the  Dodger,  or  the  mildness  of  the  beer  that  mollified 
his  thoughts  ;  he  was  evidently  tinctured,  for  the  nonce, 
with  a  spice  of  romance  and  enthusiasm,  foreign  to  his 
general  nature.  He  looked  down  on  Oliver,  with  a 
thoughtful  countenance,  for  a  brief  space ;  and  then, 
raising  his  head,  and  heaving  a  gentle  sigh,  said,  half  in 
abstraction,  and  half  to  Master  Bates : 

"  What  a  pity  it  is  he  isn't  a  prig ! " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Master  Charles  Bates  ;  "  he  don't  know 
what's  good  for  him." 

The  Dodger  sighed  again,  and  resumed  his  pipe  •.  as  did 
Charley  Bates.  They  both  smoked,  for  some  seconds,  in 
silence. 

"  I  suppose  you  don't  even  know  what  a  prig  is  ?  "  said 
the  Dodger  mournfully. 

"  I  think  I  know  that,"  replied  Oliver,  looking  up.  "  It's 
a  th — ;  you're  one,  are  you  not?"  inquired  Oliver,  check- 
ing himself. 

"  I  am,"  replied  the  Dodger.  "  I'd  scorn  to  be  any- 
thing else."  Mr.  Dawkins  gave  his  hat  a  ferocious  cock, 
after  delivering  this  sentiment ;  and  looked  at  Master 
Bates,  as  if  to  denote  that  he  would  feel  obliged  by  his 
saying  anything  to  the  contrary. 

"  I  am,"  repeated  the  Dodger.  "  So's  Charley.  So's 
Fagin.  So's  Sikes.  So's  Nancy.  So's  Bet.  So  we  all  are, 
down  to  the  dog.     And  he's  the  downiest  one  of  the  lot!  " 

"And  the  least  given  to  peaching,"  added  Charley 
Bates. 

"  He  wouldn't  so  much  as  bark  in  a  witness-box,  for 
fear  of  committing  himself;  no,  not  if  you  tied  him  up  in 
one,  and  left  him  there  without  wittles  for  a  fortnight," 
said  the  Dodger. 
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"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  observed  Charley. 

"  He's  a  rum  dog.  Don't  he  look  fierce  at  any  strange 
cove  that  laughs  or  sings  when  he's  in  company  !  "  pursued 
the  Dodger,  "Won't  he  growl  at  all,  when  be  hears  a 
fiddle  playing!  And  don't  he  hate  other  dogs  as  ain't  of 
his  breed!— Oh,  no!" 

ki  He's  an  out-and-out  Christian,"  said  Charley. 

This  was  merely  intended  as  a  tribute  to  the  animal's 
abilities,  but  it  was  an  appropriate  remark  in  another 
sense,  if  Master  Bates  had  only  known  it;  for  there  are  a 
great  many  ladies  and  gentlemen,  claiming  to  be  out-and- 
out  Christians,  between  whom,  and  Mr.  Sikes'  dog,  there 
exist  very  strong  and  singular  points  of  resemblance. 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  Dodger,  recurring  to  the  point 
from  which  they  had  strayed:  with  that  mindfulness  of 
his  profession  which  influenced  att  his  proceedings. 
"This  hasn't  got  anything  to  do  with  young  Green 
here." 

"  No  more  it  has,"  said  Charley.  "  Why  don't  you  put 
yourself  under  Fagin,  Oliver?" 

"And  make  your  fortun'  out  of  hand?"  added  the 
Dodger,  with  a  grin. 

"  And  so  be  able  to  retire  on  your  property,  and  do  the 
gen-teel :  as  I  mean  to,  in  the  very  next  leap-year  but 
four  that  ever  comes,  and  the  forty-second  Tuesday  in 
Trinity-week,"  said  Charley  Bates. 

"I  don't  like  it,"  rejoined  Oliver,  timidly;  "I  wish 
they  would  let  me  go.     I — I — would  rather  go." 

"  And  Fagin  would  rather  not !"  rejoined  Charley. 

Oliver  knew  this  too  well ;  but,  thinking  it  might  be 
dangerous  to  express  his  feelings  more  openly,  he  only 
sighed,  and  went  on  with  his  boot-cleaning. 

"Go!"  exclaimed  the  Dodger.  "Why,  where's  your 
spirit?  Don't  you  take  any  pride  out  of  yourself?  Would 
you  go  and  be  dependent  on  your  friends?" 

"  Oh,  blow  that !  "  said  Master  Bates :  drawing  two  or 
three  silk  handkerchiefs  from  his  pocket,  and  tossing 
them  into  a  cupboard,  "  that's  too  mean ;  that  is." 

"  /  couldn't  do  it,"  said  the  Dodger,  with  an  air  of 
haughty  disgust. 

"  You  can  leave  your  friends,  though,"  said  Oliver  with 
a  half  smile;  "  and  let  them  be  punished  for  what  you 
did." 
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"That,"  rejoined  the  Dodger,  with  a  wave  of  his  pipe, 
"that  was  all  out  of  consideration  for  Fagin, 'cause  the 
traps  know  that  we  work  together,  and  he  might  have 
got  into  trouble  if  we  hadn't  made  our  lucky  ;  that  was 
the  move,  wasn't  it,  Charley  ?  " 

Master  Bates  nodded  assent,  and  would  have  spoken; 
but  the  recollection  of  Oliver's  flight  came  so  suddenly 
upon  him,  that  the  smoke  he  was  inhaling  got  entangled 
with  a  laugh ;  and  went  up  into  his  head,  and  down  into 
his  throat:  and  brought  on  a  tit  of  coughing  and  stamp- 
ing, about  five  minutes  long. 

"  Look  here,"  said  the  Dodger,  drawing  forth  a  handful 
of  shillings  and  halfpence.  -'Here's  a  jolly  life!  What's 
the  odds  where  it  comes  from  ?  Here,  catch  hold  ;  there's 
plenty  more  where  they  were  took  from.  You  won't, 
won't  you  ?    Oh,  you  precious  flat !  " 

"It's  naughty,  ain't  it,  Oliver?"  inquired  Charley 
Bates.     "He'll  come  to  be  scragged,  won't  he?" 

"I  don't  know  what  that  means,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  Something  in  this  way,  old  feller,"  said  Charley.  As 
he  said  it,  Master  Bates  caught  up  an  end  of  his  necker- 
chief; and,  holding  it  erect  in  the  air,  dropped  his  head 
on  his  shoulder,  and  jerked  a  curious  sound  through  his 
teeth  :  thereby  indicating,  by  a  lively  pantomimic  rep- 
resentation, that  scragging  and  hanging  were  one  and 
the  same  thing. 

"  That's  what  it  means,"  said  Charley.  :-  Look  how  he 
stares,  Jack !  I  never  did  see  such  prime  company  as 
that  'ere  boy ;  he'll  be  the  death  of  me,  I  know  he  will." 
Master  Charles  Bates,  having  laughed  heartily  again,  re- 
sumed his  pipe  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 

"You've  been  brought  up  bad,"  said  the  Dodger,  sur- 
veying his  boots  with  much  satisfaction  when  Oliver  had 
polished  them.  "  Fagin  will  make  something  of  you, 
though,  or  you'll  be  the  first  he  ever  had  that  turned  out 
unprofitable.  You'd  better  begin  at  once  ;  for  you'll  come 
to  the  trade  long  before  you  think  of  it ;  and  you're  only 
losing  time,  Oliver." 

Master  Bates  backed  this  advice  with  sundry  moral 
admonitions  of  his  own :  which,  being  exhausted,  he 
and  his  friend  Mr.  Dawkins  launched  into  a  glowing 
description  of  the  numerous  pleasures  incidental  to  the 
life  they  led,  interspersed  with  a  variety  of  hints  to  Oliver 
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that  the  best  thing  he  could  do,  would  be  to  secure 
Fagin'a  favor  without  more  delay,  by  the  means  which 
they  themselves  had  employed  to  gain  it. 

"  And  always  put  this  in  your  pipe,  Nolly,*'  said  the 
Dodger,  as  the  Jew  was  heard  unlocking  the  door  above, 
"if  you  don't  take  fogies  and  tickers — " 

"What's  the  good  of  talking  in  that  way?"  interposed 
Master  Bates:  "he  don't  know  what  you  mean." 

"  If  you  don't  take  pocket- handkechers  and  watches," 
said  the  Dodger,  reducing  his  conversation  to  the  level  of 
Oliver's  capacity,  "  some  other  cove  will ;  so  that  the 
coves  that  lose  'em  will  be  all  the  worse,  and  you'll  he  all 
the  worse  too,  and  nobody  half  a  ha'p'orth  the  better, 
except  the  chaps  wot  gets  them — and  you've  just  as  good 
a  right  to  them  as  they  have." 

"  To  be  sure,  to  be  sure  !  "  said  the  Jew,  who  had  en- 
tered, unseen  by  Oliver.  "It  all  lies  in  a  nutshell,  my 
dear;  in  a  nutshell,  take  the  Dodger's  word  for  it.  Ha! 
ha  !     He  understands  the  catechism  of  his  trade." 

The  old  man  rubbed  his  hands  gleefully  together,  as 
he  corroborated  the  Dodger's  reasoning  in  these  terms; 
and  chuckled  with  delight  at  his  pupil's  proficiency. 

The  conversation  proceeded  no  farther  at  this  time,  for 
the  Jew  had  returned  home  accompanied  by  Miss  Betsy, 
and  a  gentleman  whom  Oliver  had  never  seen  before,  but 
who  was  accosted  by  the  Dodger  as  Tom  Chitling ;  and 
who,  having  lingered  on  the  stairs  to  exchange  a  few 
gallantries  with  the  lady,  now  made  his  appearance. 

Mr.  Chitling  was  older  in  years  than  the  Dodger : 
having  perhaps  numbered  eighteen  winters;  but  there 
was  a  degree  of  deference  in  his  deportment  towards  that 
young  gentleman  which  seemed  to  indicate  that  he  felt 
himself  conscious  of  a  slight  inferiority  in  point  of  genius 
and  professional  acquirements.  He  had  small  twinkling 
eyes,  and  a  pock-marked  face  ;  wore  a  fur  cap,  a  dark 
corduroy  jacket,  greasy  fustian  trousers,  and  an  apron. 
His  wardrobe  was,  in  truth,  rather  out  of  repair;  but  he 
excused  himself  to  the  company  by  stating  that  his  "  time" 
was  only  out  an  hour  before ;  and  that,  in  consequence  of 
having  worn  the  regimentals  for  six  weeks  past,  he  had 
not  been  able  to  bestow  any  attention  on  his  private 
clothes.  Mr.  Chitling  added,  with  strong  marks  of  irrita- 
tion, that  the  new  way  of  fumigating  clothes  up  yonder 
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was  infernal  unconstitutional,  for  it  burnt  holes  in  them, 
and  there  was  no  remedy  against  the  County.  The  same 
remark  he  considered  to  apply  to  the  regulation  mode  of 
cutting  the  hair  :  which  he  held  to  be  decidedly  unlawful. 
Mr.  Chitling  wound  up  his  observations  by  stating-  that 
he  had  not  touched  a  drop  of  anything  for  forty-two 
mortal  long  hard-working  days  ;  and  that  he  "wished  he 
might  be  busted  if  he  warn't  as  dry  as  a  lime-basket." 

"  Where  do  you  think  the  gentleman  has  come  from, 
Oliver?"  inquired  the  Jew  with  a  grin,  as  the  other  boys 
put  a  bottle  of  spirits  on  the  table. 

"  I — I — don't  know,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"Who's  that?"  inquired  Tom  Chitling,  casting  a  con- 
temptuous look  at  Oliver. 

"A  young  friend  of  mine,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"He's  in  luck  then,"  said  the  young  man,  with  a  mean- 
ing look  at  Fagin.  "  Never  mind  where  I  came  from, 
young  'un ;  you'll  find  your  way  there,  soon  enough,  I'll 
bet  a  crown  ?  " 

At  this  sally,  the  boys  laughed.  After  some  more  jokes 
on  the  same  subject,  they  exchanged  a  few  short  whispers 
with  P^agin ;  and  withdrew. 

After  some  words  apart  between  the  last  comer  and 
Fagin,  they  drew  their  chairs  towards  the  fire ;  and  the 
Jew,  telling  Oliver  to  come  and  sit  by  him,  led  the  con- 
versation to  the  topics  most  calculated  to  interest  his 
hearers.  These  were,  the  great  advantages  of  the  trade, 
the  proficiency  of  the  Dodger,  the  amiability  of  Charley 
Bates,  and  the  liberality  of  the  Jew  himself.  At  length 
these  subjects  displayed  signs  of  being  thoroughly  ex- 
hausted; and  Mr.  Chitling  did  the  same:  for  the  House 
of  Correction  becomes  fatiguing  after  a  week  or  two. 
Miss  Betsy  accordingly  withdrew ;  and  left  the  party  to 
their  repose. 

From  this  day,  Oliver  was  seldom  left  alone ;  but  was 
placed  in  almost  constant  communication  with  the  two 
boys,  who  played  the  old  game  with  the  Jew  every  day : 
whether  for  their  own  improvement  or  Oliver's,  Mr. 
Fagin  best  new.  At  other  times,  the  old  man  would  tell 
them  stories  of  robberies  he  had  committed  in  his  younger 
days  :  mixed  up  with  so  much  that  was  droll  and  curious, 
that  Oliver  could  not  help  laughing  heartily,  and  showing 
that  he  was  amused  in  spite  of  all  his  better  feelings. 
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In  short,  the  Vvily  old  Jew  had  the  boy  in  his  toils; 
and,  haying  prepared  his  mind,  by  solitude  and  gloom, 
to  prefer  any  soeiety  to  the  companionship  of  his  own  sad 
thoughts  in  such  a  dreary  place,  was  how  slowly  instil- 
ling into  his  soul  the  poison  which  he  hoped  would 
blacken  it,  and  change  its  hue  for  ever. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

IX  WHICH  A  NOTABLE  PLAN  IS  DISCUSSED  AND  DETERMINED  ON. 

It  was  a  chill,  damp,  windy  night,  when  the  Jew:  but- 
toning his  great-coat  tight  round  his  shrivelled  body,  and 
pulling  the  collar  up  over  his  ears  so  as  completely  to 
obscure  the  lower  part  of  his  face:  emerged  from  his  den. 
He  paused  on  the  step  as  the  door  was  locked  and  chained 
behind  him ;  and  having  listened  while  the  boys  made  all 
secure,  and  until  their  retreating  footsteps  were  no  longer 
audible,  slunk  down  the  street  as  quickly  as  he  could. 

The  house  to  which  Oliver  had  been  conveyed,  was  in 
the  neighborhood  of  Whitechapel.  The  Jew  stopped  for 
an  instant  at  the  corner  of  the  street ;  and,  glancing  sus- 
piciously round,  crossed  the  road,  and  struck  off  in  the 
direction  of  Spitalfields. 

The  mud  lay  thick  upon  the  stones :  and  a  black  mist 
hung  over  the  streets ;  the  rain  fell  sluggishly  down :  and 
everything  felt  cold  and  clammy  to  the  touch.  It  seemed 
just  the  night  when  it  befitted  such  a  being  as  the  Jew 
to  be  abroad.  As  he  glided  stealthily  along,  creeping 
beneath  the  shelter  of  the  walls  and  door-ways,  the 
hideous  old  man  seemed  like  some  loathsome  reptile, 
engendered  in  the  slime  and  darkness  through  which  he 
moved  :  crawling  forth,  by  night,  in  search  of  some  rich 
offal  for  a  meal. 

He  kept  on  his  course,  through  many  winding  and 
narrow  ways,  until  he  reached  Bethnal  Green  ;  then, 
turning  suddenly  off  to  the  left,  he  soon  became  involved 
in  a  maze  of  the  mean  and  dirty  streets  which  abound  in 
that  close  and  densely-populated  quarter. 

The  Jew  was  evidently  too  familiar  with  the  ground  he 
traversed,  however,  to  be  at  all  bewildered,  either  by  the 
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darkness  of  the  night,  or  the  intricacies  of  the  way.  He 
hurried  through  several  alleys  and  streets  ;  and  at  length 
turned  into  one,  lighted  only  hy  a  single  lamp  at  the 
farther  end.  At  the  door  of  a  house  in  this  street,  he 
knocked ;  and,  having  exchanged  a  few  muttered  words 
with  the  person  who  opened  it,  walked  upstairs. 

A  dog  growled  as  he  touched  the  handle  of  a  room-door ; 
and  a  man's  voice  demanded  who  was  there. 

"  Only  me,  Bill ;  only  me,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  look- 
ing in. 

"  Bring  in  your  hody  then,"  said  Sikes.  "  Lie  down,  you 
stupid  hrute  !  Don't  you  know  the  devil  when  he's  got 
a  great-coat  on  ?  " 

Apparently,  the  dog  had  heen  somewhat  deceived  by 
Mr.  Fagin's  outer  garment ;  for  as  the  Jew  unbuttoned  it, 
and  threw  it  over  the  back  of  a  chair,  he  retired  to  the 
corner  from  which  he  had  risen :  wagging  his  tail  as  he 
went,  to  show  that  he  was  as  well  satisfied  as  it  was  in 
his  nature  to  be. 

«  Well ! "  said  Sikes. 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew.     "  Ah  !  Nancy." 

The  latter  recognition  was  uttered  with  just  enough  of 
embarrassment  to  imply  a  doubt  of  its  reception ;  for 
Mr.  Fagin  and  his  young  friend  had  not  met,  since  she 
had  interfered  in  behalf  of  Oliver.  All  doubts  upon  the 
subject,  if  he  had  any,  were  speedily  removed  by  the 
young  lady's  behavior.  She  took  her  feet  off  the  fen- 
der ;  pushed  back  her  chair  ;  and  bade  Fagin  draw  up  his, 
without  saying  more  about  it:  for  it  was  a  cold  night, 
and  no  mistake. 

"  It  is  cold,  Nancy  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  as  he  warmed 
his  skinny  hands  over  the  fire.  "  It  seems  to  go  right 
through  one,"  added  the  old  man,  touching  his  side. 

"It  must  be  a  piercer,  if  it  finds  its  way  through  your 
heart,"  said  Mr.  Sikes.  "Give  him  something  to  drink, 
Nancy.  Burn  my  body,  make  haste  !  It's  enough  to  turn 
a  man  ill,  to  see  his  lean  old  carcase  shivering  in  that  way, 
like  a  ugly  ghost  just  rose  from  the  grave." 

Nancy  quickly  brought  a  bottle  from  a  cupboard,  in 
which  there  were  many :  which,  to  judge  from  the  diver- 
sity of  their  appearance,  were  filled  with  several  kinds  of 
liquids.  Sikes,  pouring  out  a  glass  of  brandy,  bade  the 
Jew  drink  it  off. 

JO 
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"Quite  enough,  quite,  thankye,  Bill,"  replied  the  Jew, 
putting  down  the  glass,  after  just  setting  his  lips  to  it. 

"What!  You're  afraid  of  our  getting  the  better  of 
voi i.  are  you?"  inquired  Sikes,  fixing  his  eyes  on  the  Jew. 
« Ogh!" 

With  a  hoarse  grunt  of  contempt,  Mr.  Sikes  seized  the 
glass,  and  threw  the  remainder  of  its  contents  into  the 
ashes:  as  a  preparatory  ceremony  to  filling  it  again  for 
himself:   which  he  did  at  once. 

The  Jew  glanced  round  the  room,  as  his  companion 
tossed  down  the  second  glassful ;  not  in  curiosity,  for  he 
had  seen  it  often  before;  but  in  a  restless  and  suspicious 
manner  which  was  habitual  to  him.  It  was  a  meanly 
furnished  apartment,  with  nothing  but  the  contents  of  the 
closet  to  induce  the  belief  that  its  occupier  was  anything 
but  a  working  man;  and  with  no  more  suspicious  articles 
displayed,  to  view  than  two  or  three  heavy  bludgeons 
which  stood  in  a  corner,  and  a  "life-preserver"  that  hung 
over  the  chimney-piece. 

"There,"  said  Sikes,  smacking  his  lips.  "Now  I'm 
ready." 

"For  business?"  inquired  the  Jew. 

"  For  business,"  replied  Sikes ;  "  so  say  what  you've  got 
to  say." 

"  About  the  crib  at  Chertsey,  Bill  ?  "  said  the  Jew,  draw- 
ing his  chair  forward,  and  speaking  in  a  very  low  voice. 

"Yes.     Wot  about  it?"  inquired  Sikes. 

"  Ah !  you  know  what  I  mean,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew. 
"  He  knows  what  I  mean,  Nancy  ;  don't  he?" 

"  No,  he  don't,"  sneered  Mr.  Sikes.  "  Or  he  won't ;  and 
that's  the  same  thing.  Speak  out,  and  call  things  by 
their  right  names;  don't  sit  there,  winking  and  blinking, 
and  talking  to  me  in  hints  :  as  if  you  warn't  the  very  first 
that  thought  about  the  robbery.     Wot  d'ye  mean?" 

"Hush,  Bill,  hush  !  "  said  the  Jew,  who  had  in  vain  at- 
tempted to  stop  this  burst  of  indignation ;  "  somebody 
will  hear  us,  my  dear.     Somebody  will  hear  us." 

"Let  'em  hear!"  said  Sikes;  "I  don't  care."  But  as 
Mr.  Sikes  did  care,  upon  reflection,  he  dropped  his  voice 
as  he  said  the  words,  and  grew  calmer. 

"There,  there,"  said  the  Jew  coaxingly.  "It  was  only 
my  caution — nothing  more.  Now,  my  dear,  about  that 
crib  at  Chertsey;  when  is  it  to  be  done,  Bill,  eh?    When 
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is  it  to  be  done  ?  Such  plate,  my  clears,  such  plate  !  "  said 
the  Jew:  rubbing'  his  hands,  and  elevating  his  eyebrows 
in  a  rapture  of  anticipation. 

"Not  at  all,"  replied  Sikes  coldly. 

"  Not  to  be  done  at  all !  "  echoed  the  Jew,  leaning  back 
in  his  chair. 

"  No,  not  at  all,"  rejoined  Sikes.  "  At  least  it  can't  be  a 
put-up  job,  as  we  expected." 

"  Then  it  hasn't  been  properly  gone  about,"  said  the 
Jew,  turning  pale  with  anger.     "Don't  tell  me." 

"■  But  I  will  tell  you,"  retorted  Sikes.  "  Who  are  you 
that's  not  to  be  told  ?  I  tell  you  that  Toby  Crackit  has 
been  hanging  about  the  place  for  a  fortnight ;  and  he  can't 
get  one  of  the  servants  into  a  line." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Bill,"  said  the  Jew :  soften- 
ing as  the  other  grew  heated :  "  that  neither  of  the  two 
men  in  the  house  can  be  got  over  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do  mean  to  tell  you  so,"  replied  Sikes.  "  The 
old  lady  has  had  'em  these  twenty  year  ;  and,  if  you  were 
to  give  'em  five  hundred  pound,  they  wouldn't  be  in  it." 

"  But  do  you  mean  to  say,  my  dear,"  remonstrated  the 
Jew,  "that  the  women  can't  be  got  over?" 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  replied  Sikes. 

"  Not  by  flash  Toby  Crackit  ?  "  said  the  Jew  incredu- 
lously.    "  Think  what  women  are,  Bill." 

"  No  ;  not  even  by  flash  Toby  Crackit,"  replied  Sikes. 
"  He  says  he's  worn  sham  whiskers,  and  a  canary  waist- 
coat, the  whole  blessed  time  he's  been  loitering  down 
there  ;  and  it's  all  of  no  use." 

"  He  should  have  tried  mustachios  and  a  pair  of  mili- 
tary trousers,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew. 

"  So  he  did,"  rejoined  Sikes,  "  and  they  warn't  of  no 
more  use  than  the  other  plant." 

The  Jew  looked  very  blank  at  this  information.  After 
ruminating  for  some  minutes  with  his  chin  sunk  on  his 
breast,  he  raised  his  head,  and  said,  with  a  deep  sigh, 
that  if  flash  Toby  Crackit  reported  aright,  he  feared  the 
game  was  up. 

"  And  yet,"  said  the  old  man,  dropping  his  hands  on 
his  knees,  "it's  a  sad  thing,  my  dear,  to  lose  so  much 
when  we  had  set  our  hearts  upon  it." 

"  So  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Sikes.     "  Worse  luck ! " 

A  long  silence  ensued  ;  during  which,  tha  Jew  was 
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plunged  in  deep  thought :  with  liisface  wrinkled  into  an 
expression  of  villainy  perfectly  demoniacal.  Sikes  eyed 
liim  furtively  from  time  to  time  ;  Nancy,  apparently  fear- 
ful of  irritating  the  housebreaker,  sat  with  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  tire,  as  if  she  had  been  deaf  to  all  that  passed. 

"Fagin,"  said  Sikes,  abruptly  breaking  the  stillness 
ili.it  prevailed,  "  is  it  worth  fifty  shiners  extra,  if  it's 
safely  done  from  the  outside?" 

k-  Yes,"  said  the  Jew,  as  suddenly  rousing  himself. 

"  Is  it  a  bargain?''  inquired  Sikes. 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  yes,"  rejoined  the  Jew  ;  his  eyes  glisten- 
ing, and  every  muscle  in  his  face  working,  with  the  ex- 
citement that  the  inquiry  had  awakened. 

"Then,"  said  Sikes,  thrusting  aside  the  Jew's  hand, 
with  some  disdain,  "let  it  come  off  as  soon  as  you  like. 
Toby  and  I  were  over  the  garden-wall  the  night  afore 
last,  sounding  the  panels  of  the  door  and  shutters.  The 
crib's  barred  up  at  night  like  a  jail  ;  but  there's  one  part 
we  can  crack,  safe  and  softly." 

"  Which  is  that,  Bill  ?"  asked  the  Jew  eagerly. 

"  Why,"  whispered  Sikes,  "  as  you  cross  the  lawn " 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  the  Jew,  bending  his  head  forward, 
with  his  eyes  almost  starting  out  of  it. 

"  Umph ! "  cried  Sikes,  stopping  short,  as  the  girl  : 
scarcely  moving  her  head  :  looked  suddenly  round,  and 
pointed  for  an  instant  to  the  Jew's  face.  "Never  mind 
which  part  it  is.  You  can't  do  it  without  me,  I  know  ; 
but  it's  best  to  be  on  the  safe  side  when  one  deals  with 
you." 

"  As  you  like,  my  dear,  as  you  like,"  replied  the  Jew. 
"  is  there  no  help  wanted,  but  yours  and  Toby's?" 

"None,"  said  Sikes.  "'Cept  a  centre-bit  and  a  hoy. 
The  first  we've  both  got  ;  the  second  you  must  find  us." 

"  A  boy !  "  exclaimed  the  Jew.  "  Oh  !  then  it's  a  panel, 
eh?" 

"  Never  mind  wot  it  is !  "  replied  Sikes.  "  I  want  a  boy ; 
and  he  mustn't  be  a  big  'im.  Lord  !  "  said  Mr.  Sikes,  re- 
flectively, "  if  I'd  only  got  that  young  boy  of  Ned,  the 
chimbley-s weeper's  !  He  kept  him  small  on  purpose,  and 
let  him  out  by  the  job.  But  the  father  gets  lagged  ;  and 
then  the  Juvenile  Delinquent  Society  conies,  and  takes 
the  boy  away  from  a  trade  where  he  was  arning  money  ; 
teaches    him   to   read  and  write,  and  in  time  makes  a 
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'prentice  of  him.  And  so  they  go  on,"  said  Mr.  Sikes, 
his  wrath  rising  with  the  recollection  of  his  wrongs,  "  so 
they  go  on  ;  and,  if  they'd  got  money  enough  (which  it's 
a  Providence  they  have  not),  we  shouldn't  have  half-a- 
dozen  boys  left  in  the  whole  trade,  in  a  year  or  two." 

"  No  more  we  should,"  acquiesced  the  Jew,  who  had 
been  considering  during  this  speech,  and  had  only  caught 
the  last  sentence.     "  Bill !  " 

"  What  now?"  inquired  Sikes. 

The  Jew  nodded  his  head  towards  Nancy,  who  was 
still  gazing  at  the  fire  ;  and  intimated,  by  a  sign,  that  he 
would  have  her  told  to  leave  the  room.  Sikes  shrugged 
his  shoulders  impatiently,  as  if  he  thought  the  precaution 
unnecessary  ;  but  complied,  nevertheless,  by  requesting 
Miss  Nancy  to  fetch  him  a  jug  of  beer. 

"  You  don't  want  any  beer,"  said  Nancy,  folding  her 
arms,  and  retaining  her  seat  very  composedly. 

"  I  tell  you  I  do!  "  replied  Sikes. 

"  Nonsense,"  rejoined  the  girl  coolly.  "  Go  on,  Fagin. 
I  know  what  he's  going  to  say,  Bill ;  he  needn't  mind  me." 

The  Jew  still  hesitated.  Sikes  looked  from  one  to  the 
other  in  some  surprise. 

"  Why,  you  don't  mind  the  old  girl,  do  you,  Fagin?" 
he  asked  at  length.  "You've  known  her  long  enough  to 
trust  her,  or  the  Devil's  in  it.  She  ain't  one  to  blab. 
Are  you,  Nancy  ?  " 

"  I  should  think  not !  "  replied  the  young  lady  :  draw- 
ing her  chair  up  to  the  table,  and  putting  her  elbows 
upon  it. 

"  No,  no,  my  dear,  I  know  you're  not,"  said  the  Jew ; 
"  but "  and  again  the  old  man  paused. 

"But  wot?"  inquired  Sikes. 

"  I  didn't  know  whether  she  mightn't  p'r'aps  be  out  of 
sorts,  you  know,  my  dear,  as  she  was  the  other  night,"  re- 
plied the  Jew. 

At  this  confession,  Miss  Nancy  burst  into  a  loud  laugh, 
and,  swallowing  a  glass  of  brandy,  shook  her  head  with 
an  air  of  defiance,  and  burst  into  sundry  exclamations  of 
"  Keep  the  game  a-going !  "  "  Never  say  die  !  "  and  the 
like.  These  seemed  at  once  to  have  the  effect  of  re- 
assuring both  gentlemen ;  for  the  Jew  nodded  his  head 
with  a  satisfied  air,  and  resumed  his  seat :  as  did  Mr. 
Sikes  likewise. 
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" Now,  Fagin,"  said  Nancy  with  a  laugh.  "Tell  Bill 
at  oner,  about  Oliver  !  " 

"  Ah  !  you're  a  clever  one,  my  dear  ;  the  sharpest  girl 
I  ever  saw  !  "  said  the  Jew,  patting  her  on  the  neck.  "  It 
was  about,  Oliver  I  was  going  to  speak,  sure  enough. 
Ha!  ha!  ha!" 

"  What  about  him  ?  "  demanded  Sikes. 

"lie's  the  boy  for  you,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew  in  a 
hoarse  whisper;  laying  his  ringer  on  the  side  of  his  nose, 
ami  grinning  frightfully. 

"He!  "  exclaimed  Sikes. 

"Have  him,  Bill !  "  said  Nancy.  "  I  would,  if  I  was  in 
your  place.  He  mayn't  be  so  much  up,  as  any  of  the 
others ;  but  that's  not  what  you  want,  if  he's  only  to  open 
a  door  for  you.     Depend  upon  it  he's  a  safe  one,  Bill." 

"  I  know  he  is,"  rejoined  Fagin.  "  He's  been  in  good 
training  these  last  few  weeks ;  and  it's  time  he  began 
to  work  for  his  bread.  Besides,  the  others  are  all  too 
big." 

"  Well,  he  is  just  the  size  I  want,"  said  Mr.  Sikes, 
ruminating. 

"  And  will  do  everything  you  want,  Bill,  my  dear,"  in- 
interposed  the  Jew;  "he  can't  help  himself.  That  is,  if 
you  frighten  him  enough." 

"  Frighten  him  ! "  echoed  Sikes.  "  It'll  be  no  sham 
frightening,  mind  you.  If  there's  anything  queer  about 
him  when  we  once  get  into  the  work ;  in  for  a  penny,  in 
for  a  pound.  You  won't  see  him  alive  again,  Fagin. 
Think  of  that,  before  you  send  him.  Mark  my  words  !  " 
said  the  robber,  poising  a  crowbar,  which  he  had  drawn 
from  under  the  bedstead. 

"  I've  thought  of  it  all,"  said  the  Jew  with  energy. 
"  I've — I've  had  my  eye  upon  him,  my  dears,  close — close. 
Once  let  him  feel  that  he  is  one  of  us  ;  once  fill  his  mind 
with  the  idea  that  he  has  been  a  thief ;  and  he's  ours  ! 
Ours  for  his  life!  Oho!  It  couldn't  have  come  about 
better  !  "  The  old  man  crossed  his  arms  upon  his  breast ; 
and,  drawing  his  head  and  shoulders  into  a  heap,  literally 
hugged  himself  for  joy. 

"  Ours  !  "  said  Sikes.     "  Yours,  you  mean." 

"  Perhaps  I  do,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  with  a  shrill 
chuckle.     "  Mine,  if  you  like,  Bill." 

"  And  wot,"  said  Sikes,  scowling  fiercely  on  his  agree- 
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able  friend,  "wot  makes  you  take  so  much  pains  about 
one  chalk-faced  kid,  when  you  know  there  are  fifty  boys 
snoozing  about  Common  Garden  every  night,  as  you 
might  pick  and  choose  from  ?  " 

"  Because  they're  of  no  use  to  me,  my  dear,"  replied 
the  Jew,  with  some  confusion,  "not  worth  the  taking. 
Their  looks  convict  'em  when  they  get  into  trouble  ;  and 
I  lose  'em  all.  With  this  boy,  properly  managed,  my 
dears,  I  could  do  what  I  couldn't  with  twenty  of  them. 
Besides,"  said  the  Jew,  recovering  his  self-possession,  "  he 
has  us  now  if  lie  could  only  give  us  leg-bail  again  ;  and 
he  must  be  in  the  same  boat  with  us.  Never  mind  how 
he  came  there ;  it's  quite  enough  for  my  power  over  him 
that  he  was  in  a  robbery;  that's  all  I  want.  Now,  how 
much  better  this  is,  than  being  obliged  to  put  the  poor 
leetle  boy  out  of  the  way  :  which  would  be  dangerous,  and 
we  should  lose  by  it  besides." 

"  When  is  it  to  be  done  ?  "  asked  Nancy,  stopping  some 
turbulent  exclamation  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Sikes,  express- 
ive of  the  disgust  with  which  he  received  Fagin's  affec- 
tation of  humanity. 

"Ah,  to  be  sure,"  said  the  Jew;  "when  is  it  to  be 
done,  Bill  ?  " 

"  I  planned  with  Toby,  the  night  arter  to-morrow," 
rejoined  Sikes  in  a  surly  voice,  "if  he  heerd  nothing  from 
me  to  the  contrairy." 

"  Good,"  said  the  Jew;  "there's  no  moon." 

"  No,"  rejoined  Sikes. 

"  It's  all  arranged  about  bringing  off  the  swag,*  is  it  ?" 
asked  the  Jew. 

Sikes  nodded. 

"  And  about " 

"  Oh,  ah,  it's  all  planned,"  rejoined  Sikes,  interrupting 
him.  "  Never  mind  particulars.  You'd  better  bring  the 
boy  here  to-morrow  night ;  I  shall  get  off  the  stones  an 
hour  arter  daybreak.  Then  you  hold  your  tongue,  and 
keep  the  melting-pot  ready ;  and  that's  all  you'll  have  to 
do." 

After  some  discussion,  in  which  all  three  took  an  ac- 
tive part,  it  was  decided  that  Nancy  should  repair  to  the 
Jew's  next  evening  when  the  night  had  set  in,  and  bring 
Oliver  away  with  her ;     Fagin  craftily  observing,  that,  if 

*  Booty. 
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he  evinced  any  disinclination  to  the  tusk,  lie  would  be 
more  grilling  to  accompany  the  girl  who  had  so  recently 
interfered  in  his  behalf,  than  anybody  else.  It  was  also 
solemnly  arranged  that  poor  Oliver  should,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  ilit'  contemplated  expedition,  be  unreservedly  con- 
signed to  the  care  and  custody  of  Mr.  William  Sikes; 
and  further,  that  the  said  Sikes  should  deal  with  him  as 
he  thought  fit;  and  should  not  he  held  responsible  by 
the  Jew  for  any  mischance  or  evil  that  might  befall  the 
boy,  or  any  punishment  with  which  it  might  be  necessary 
to  visit  him  :  it  being  understood  that,  to  render  the 
compact  in  this  respect  binding,  any  representations  made 
by  Mr.  Sikes  on  his  return  should  be  required  to  be 
confirmed  and  corroborated,  in  all  important  particulars, 
by  the  testimony  of  flash  Toby  Crackit. 

These  preliminaries  adjusted,  Mr.  Sikes  proceeded  to 
drink  brandy  at  a  furious  rate;  and  to  flourish  the  crow- 
bar in  an  alarming  manner;  yelling  forth,  at  the  same 
time,  most  unmusical  snatches  of  song,  mingled  with  wild 
execrations.  At  length,  in  a  fit  of  professional  enthusi- 
asm, he  insisted  upon  producing  his  box  of  housebreaking 
tools:  which  be  had  no  sooner  stumbled  in  with,  and 
opened  for  the  purpose  of  explaining  the  nature  and  prop- 
erties of  the  various  implements  it  contained  and  the 
peculiar  beauties  of  their  construction  :  than  he  fell  over 
it  upon  the  floor,  and  went  to  sleep  where  he  fell. 

"  Good  night,  Nancy,"  said  the  Jew,  muffling  himself 
up  as  before. 

"Good  night." 

Their  eyes  met ;  and  the  Jew  scrutinized  her,  narrowly. 
There  was  no  flinching  about  the  girl.  She  was  as  true 
and  earnest  in  the  matter  as  Toby  Crackit  himself  could 
be. 

The  Jew  again  bade  her  good  night ;  and,  bestowing  a 
sly  kick  upon  the  prostrate  form  of  Mr.  Sikes,  while  her 
back  was  turned,  groped  downstairs. 

"  Always  the  way  !  "  muttered  the  Jew  to  himself  as 
he  turned  homeward.  "  The  worst  of  these  women  is,  that 
a  very  little  thing  serves  to  call  up  some  long-forgotten 
feeling;  and  the  best  of  them  is,  that  it  never  lasts.  Ha ! 
ha !     The  man  against  the  child,  for  a  bag  of  gold !  " 

Beguiling  the  time  with  these  pleasant  reflections,  Mr. 
Fagin  wended  his  way,  through  mud  and  mire,  to  his 
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gloomy  abode  :  where  the  Dodger  was  sitting  up,  impa- 
tiently awaiting  his  return. 

"Is  Oliver  a-hed?  I  want  to  speak  to  him,"  was  his 
first  remark  as  they  descended  the  stairs. 

"Hours  ago,"  replied  the  Dodger,  throwing  open  a 
door.     "  Here  he  is  !  " 

The  boy  was  lying,  fast  asleep,  on  a  rude  bed  upon  the 
floor ;  so  p;ile  with  anxiety,  and  sadness,  and  the  close- 
ness of  his  prison,  that  he  looked  like  death;  not  death 
as  it  shows  in  shrond  and  coffin,  but  in  the  guise  it  wears 
when  life  has  just  departed;  when  a  young  and  gentle 
spirit  has,  but  an  instant,  fled  to  Heaven,  and  the  gross 
air  of  the  world  has  not  had  time  to  breathe  upon  the 
changing  dust  it  hallowed. 

"  Not  now,"  said  the  Jew,  turning  softly  away.  "  To- 
morrow.    To-morrow." 


CHAPTER  XX. 

WHEREIN  OLIVER  IS  DELIVERED  OVER  TO  MR.  WILLIAM  SIRES. 

When  Oliver  awoke  in  the  morning,  he  was  a  good 
deal  surprised  to  find  that  a  new  pair  of  shoes,  with  strong 
thick  soles,  had  been  placed  at  his  bedside;  and  that  his 
old  ones  had  been  removed.  At  first,  he  was  pleased  with 
the  discovery :  hoping  that  it  might  he  the  forerunner  of 
his  release  ;  hut  such  thoughts  were  quickly  dispelled,  on 
his  sitting  down  to  breakfast  along  with  the  Jew,  who 
told  him,  in  a  tone  and  manner  which  increased  his 
alarm,  that  he  was  to  be  taken  to  the  residence  of  Bill 
Sikes  that  night. 

"  To — to — stop  there,  Sir  ?  "  asked  Oliver,  anxiously. 

"  No,  no,  my  dear.  Not  to  stop  there,"  replied  the 
Jew.  "  We  shouldn't  like  to  lose  you.  Don't  be  afraid, 
Oliver,  you  shall  come  back  to  us  again.  Ha !  ha !  ha ! 
We  won't  be  so  cruel  as  to  send  you  away,  my  dear.  Oh 
no,  no ! " 

The  old  man,  who  was  stooping  over  the  fire  toasting  a 
piece  of  bread,  looked  round  as  he  bantered  Oliver  thus ; 
and  chuckled,  as  if  to  show  that  he  knew  he  would  still 
be  very  glad  to  get  away  if  he  could.     "  I  suppose,"  said 
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the. lew.  fixing  his  eyes  on  Oliver,  "you  want  to  kn<>\ 
wh.ii  you're  going  to  Bill's  for — eh,  my  dear?" 

Oliver  colored,  involuntarily,  to  find  that  the  old  thiol' 
had  been  reading  his  thoughts;  but  boldly  said,  Yes,  he 
did  want  to  know. 

"Why,  do  you  think?"  inquired  Fagin,  parrying  the 
quest  ion. 

"Indeed  I  don't  know,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"Bah!"  said  the  Jew,  turning  away  with  a  disap- 
pointed countenance  from  a  close  perusal  of  the  boy's 
face.     "Wait  fill  Bill  fells  you.  then." 

The  Jew  seemed  much  vexed  by  Oliver's  not  expressing 
any  greater  curiosity  on  the  subject;  but  the  truth  is, 
that,  although  he  felt  very  anxious,  he  was  too  much  con- 
fused by  the  earnest  cunning  of  Fagin's  looks,  and  his 
own  speculations,  to  make  any  further  inquiries  just  then1. 
He  had  no  other  opportunity ;  for  the  Jew  remained 
very" surly  and  silent  till  night:  when  he  prepared  to  go 
abroad. 

"  You  may  burn  a  candle,"  said  the  Jew,  putting  one 
upon  the  table.  "  And  here's  a  book  for  you  to  read,  till 
they  come  to  fetch  you.     Good  night !  " 

"Good  night!  "  replied  Oliver,  softly. 

The  Jew  walked  to  the  door  :  looking  over  his  shoulder 
at  the  boy  as  he  went.  Suddenly  stopping,  he  called  him 
by  Ins  name. 

Oliver  looked  up ;  the  Jew,  pointing  to  the  candle, 
motioned  him  to  light  it.  He  did  so;  and,  as  he  placed 
the  candlestick  upon  the  table,  saw  that  the  Jew  was 
gazing  fixedly  at  him,  with  lowering  and  contracted  brows, 
from  the  dark  end  of  the  room. 

"  Take  heed,  Oliver !  take  heed  ! "  said  the  old  man, 
shaking  his  right  hand  before  him  in  a  warning  manner. 
"lie's  a  rough  man,  and  thinks  nothing  of  blood  when 
his  own  is  up.  Whatever  falls  out,  say  nothing;  and  do 
wdiat  he  bids  you.  Mind!"  Placing  a  strong  emphasis 
on  the  last  word,  he  suffered  his  features  gradually  to 
resolve  themselves  into  a  ghastly  grin  ;  and,  nodding  his 
head,  left  the  room. 

Oliver  leaned  his  head  upon  his  hand  when  the  old  man 
disappeared;  and  pondered,  with  a  trembling  heart,  on 
the  words  he  had  just  heard.  The  more  he  thought  of 
the  Jew's  admonition,  the  more  he  was  at  a  loss  to  divine 
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its  real  purpose  and  meaning.  He  could  think  of  no  bad 
object  to  be  attained  by  sending  him  to  Sikes  :  which 
would  not  be  equally  well  answered  by  his  remaining 
with  Fagin  ;  and  after  meditating  for  a  long  time,  con- 
cluded that  he  had  been  selected  to  perform  some  ordinary 
menial  offices  for  the  housebreaker,  until  another  boy, 
better  suited  for  his  purpose,  could  be  engaged.  He  was 
too  well  accustomed  to  suffering,  and  had  suffered  too 
much  where  he  was,  to  bewail  the  prospect  of  change  very 
severely.  He  remained  lost  in  thought  for  some  minutes  ; 
and  then,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  snuffed  the  candle:  and, 
taking  up  the  book  which  the  Jew  had  left  with  him,  began 
to  read. 

He  turned  over  the  leaves.  Carelessly  at  first ;  but, 
lighting  on  a  passage  which  attracted  his  attention,  he 
soon  became  intent  upon  the  volume.  It  was  a  history 
of  the  lives  and  trials  of  great  criminals ;  and  the  pages 
were  soiled  and  thumbed  with  use.  Here,  he  read  of 
dreadful  crimes  that  made  the  blood  run  cold ;  of  secref 
murders  that  had  been  committed  by  the  lonely  wayside, 
and  bodies  hidden  from  the  eye  of  man  in  deep  pits  and 
wells ;  which  would  not  keep  them  down,  deep  as  they 
were,  but  had  yielded  them  up  at  last,  after  many  years, 
and  so  maddened  the  murderers  with  the  sight,  that  in 
their  horror  they  had  confessed  their  guilt,  and  yelled  for 
the  gibbet  to  end  their  agony.  Here,  too,  he  read  of 
men  who,  lying  in  their  beds  at  dead  of  night,  had  been 
tempted  (as  they  said)  and  led  on,  by  their  own  bad 
thoughts,  to  such  dreadful  bloodshed  as  it  made  the  flesh 
creep,  and  the  limbs  quail,  to  think  of.  The  terrible 
descriptions  were  so  real  and  vivid,  that  the  sallow  pages 
seemed  to  turn  red  with  gore;  and  the  words  upon  them, 
to  be  sounded  in  his  ears,  as  if  they  were  whispered,  in 
hollow  murmurs,  by  the  spirits  of  the  dead. 

In  a  paroxysm  of  fear,  the  boy  closed  the  book,  and 
thrust  it  from  him.  Then,  falling  upon  his  knees,  he 
prayed  Heaven  to  spare  him  from  such  deeds;  and  rather 
to  will  that  he  should  die  at  once,  than  be  reserved  for 
crimes,  so  fearful  and  appalling.  By  degrees,  he  grew 
more  calm;  and  besought,  in  a  low  and  broken  voice,  that 
he  might  be  rescued  from  his  present  danger ;  and  that  if 
any  aid  were  to  raised  up  for  a  poor  outcast  boy,  who  had 
never  known  the  love  of  friends  or  kindred,  it  might 
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come  to  him  now:  when,  desolate  and  deserted,  lie  stood 
alone  in  the  midst,  of  wickedness  and  guilt. 

Ilf  had  concluded  his  prayer,  bid,  still  remained  with 
his  head  buried  in  his  hands,  -when  a  rustling  noise 
aroused  him. 

"What's  that!"  he  cried,  starting  up,  and  catching 
sight,  of  a  figure  standing  by  the  door.     "  Who's  there?" 

"  Me.    Only  me,"  replied  a  tremulous  voice. 

Oliver  raised  the  candle  above  his  head:  and  looked 
tow  a  ids  the  door.     It  was  Nancy. 

"Put  down  the  light,"  said  the  girl,  turning  away  her 
head.     "  It  hurts  my  eyes." 

Oliver  saw  that  she  was  very  pale  ;  and  gently  inquired 
if  she  were  ill.  The  girl  threw  herself  into  a  chair,  with 
her  back  towards  him  :  and  wrung  her  hands ;  but  made 
no  reply. 

"  God  forgive  me !  "  she  cried  after  a  while,  "  I  never 
thought  of  this." 

"Has  anything  happened?"  asked  Oliver.  "Can  I 
help  you  ?     I  will  if  I  can.     I  will,  indeed." 

She  rocked  herself  to  and  fro  ;  caught  her  throat ;  and, 
uttering  a  gurgling  sound,  struggled  and  gasped  for 
breath. 

"Nancy!  "  cried  Oliver,  "What  is  it?" 

The  girl  beat  her  hands  upon  her  knees,  and  her  feet 
upon  the  ground ;  and,  suddenly  stopping,  drew  her 
shawl  close  round  her:  and  shivered  with  cold. 

Oliver  stirred  the  fire.  Drawing  her  chair  close  to  it, 
she  sat  there,  for  a  little  time,  without  speaking;  but  at 
length  she  raised  her  head,  and  looked  round. 

"  I  don't  know  what  comes  over  me  sometimes,"  said 
she,  affecting  to  busy  herself  in  arranging  her  dress  ;  "it's 
this  damp,  dirty  room,  I  think.  Now,  Nolly,  dear,  are 
you  ready  ?  " 

"  Am  I  to  go  with  you?"  asked  Oliver. 

"Yes;  I  have  come  from  Bill,"  replied  the  girl.  "  You 
are  to  go  with  me." 

"  What  for  ?  "  asked  Oliver,  recoiling. 

"What  for!"  echoed  the  girl,  raising  her  eyes,  and 
averting  them  again,  the  moment  they  encountered  the 
boy's  face.     "  Oh  !     For  no  harm." 

"  I  don't  believe  it,"  said  Oliver :  who  had  watched  her 
closely. 
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"  Have  it  your  own  way,"  rejoined  the  girl,  affecting  to 
laugh.     "  For  no  good,  then," 

Oliver  could  see  that  he  had  some  power  over  the  girl's 
better  feelings  ;  and,  for  an  instant,  thought  of  appealing 
to  her  compassion  for  his  helpless  state.  But,  then,  the 
thought  darted  across  his  mind  that  it  was  barely  eleven 
o'clock  ;  and  that  many  people  were  still  in  the  streets  : 
of  whom  surely  some  might  be  found  to  give  credence  to 
his  tale.  As  the  reflection  occurred  to  him,  he  stepped  for- 
ward :  and  said,  somewhat  hastily,  that  he  was  ready. 

Neither  his  brief  consideration,  nor  its  purport,  was 
lost  on  his  companion.  She  eyed  him  narrowly,  while  he 
spoke ;  and  cast  upon  him  a  look  of  intelligence  which 
sufficiently  showed  that  she  guessed  what  had  been  pass- 
ing in  his  thoughts. 

"  Hush !  "  said  the  girl,  stooping  over  him,  and  pointing 
to  the  door  as  she  looked  cautiously  round.  "  You  can't 
help  yourself.  I  have  tried  hard  for  you,  but  all  to  no 
purpose.  You  are  hedged  round  and  round ;  and  if  ever 
you  are  to  get  loose  from  here  this  is  not  the  time." 

Struck  by  the  energy  of  her  manner,  Oliver  looked  up 
in  her  face  with  great  surprise.  She  seemed  to  speak  the 
truth ;  her  countenance  was  white  and  agitated ;  and  she 
trembled  with  very  earnestness. 

"I  have  saved  you  from  being  ill-used  once  :  and  I  will 
again  :  and  I  do  now,"  continued  the  girl  aloud ;  "  for  those 
who  would  have  fetched  you,  if  I  had  not,  would  have 
been  far  more  rough  than  me.  I  have  promised  for  your 
being  quiet  and  silent-  if  you  are  not,  you  will  only  do 
harm  to  yourself  and  me  too :  and  perhaps  be  my  death. 
See  here !  I  have  borne  all  this  for  you  already,  as  true 
as  God  sees'rhe  show  it." 

She  pointed,  hastily,  to  some  livid  bruises  on  her  neck 
and  arms  ;  and  continued,  with  great  rapidity. 

"  Remember  this !  And  don't  let  me  suffer  more  for 
you,  just  now.  If  I  could  help  you,  1  would  ;  but  I  have 
not  the  power.  They  don't  mean  to  harm  you ;  and  what- 
ever they  make  you  do,  is  no  fault  of  yours.  Hush ! 
Every  word  from  you  is  a  blow  for  me.  Give  me  your 
hand.     Make  haste !     Your  hand !  " 

She  caught  the  hand  which  Oliver  instinctively  placed 
in  hers  ;  and,  blowing  out  the  light,  drew  him  after  her 
up  the  stairs.    The   door  was  opened,  quickly,  by  some 
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one  shrouded  in  the  darkness;  and  was  us  quickly  closet], 
when  they  had  passed  out!  A  hackney-cabriolet  was  in 
waiting;  with  the  same  vehemence  which  she  had  exhib- 
ited in  addressing  Oliver,  the  girl  pulled  him  in  with 
her  ;  and  drew  the  curtains  close.  The  driver  wanted  no 
directions,  hut  lashed  his  horse  into  full  speed,  without 
the  delay  of  an  instant. 

The  girl  still  held  Oliver  fast  by  the  hand;  and  con- 
tinued to  pour  into  his  ear,  the  warnings  and  assurances 
she  had  already  imparted.  All  was  so  quick  and  hurried, 
that  he  had  scarcely  time  to  recollect  where  he  was,  or 
how  he  came  there,  when  the  carriage  stopped  at  the  house 
to  which  the  Jew's  steps  had  been  directed  on  the  pre- 
vious evening. 

For  one  brief  moment,  Oliver  cast  a  hurried  glance  along 
the  empty  street;  and  a  cry  for  help  hung  upon  his  lips. 
But  the  girl's  voice  was  in  his  ear,  beseeching  him  in  such 
tones  of  agony  to  remember  her:  that  he  had  not  the 
heart  to  utter  it.  While  he  hesitated,  the  opportunity 
was  gone;  for  he  was  already  in  the  house;  and  the  door 
was  shut. 

"This  way,"  said  the  girl,  releasing  her  hold  for  the 
first  time. 

"Bill!" 

"  Hallo !  "  replied  Sikes  :  appearing  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs,  with  a  candle.  "  Oh !  That's  the  time  of  day. 
Come  on ! " 

This  was  a  very  strong  expression  of  approbation :  an 
uncommonly  hearty  welcome :  from  a  person  of  Mr.  Sikes' 
temperament.  Nancy  appearing  much  gratified  thereby, 
sainted  him  cordially. 

"Bull's-eye's  gone  home  with  Tom,"  observed  Sikes,  as 
he  lighted  them  up.     "  He'd  have  been  in  the  way." 

"That's  right,"  rejoined  Nancy. 

"  So  you've  got  the  kid,"  said  Sikes,  when  they  had  all 
reached  the  room  :  closing  the  door  as  he  spoke. 

"  Yes,  here  he  is,"  replied  Nancy. 

"  Did  he  come  quiet  ?  "  inquired  Sikes. 

"Like  a  lamb,"  rejoined  Nancy. 

"I'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Sikes,  looking  grimly  at 
Oliver ; "  for  the  sake  of  his  young  carcase :  as  would  other- 
ways  have  suffered  for  it.    Come  here,  young  un  ;  and  let 
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me  read  you  a  lectur',  which  is  as  well  got  over  at 
once." 

Thus  addressing  his  new  pupil,  Mr.  Sikes  pulled  off 
Oliver's  cap  and  threw  it  into  a  corner;  and  then,  taking 
him  by  the  shoulder,  sat  himself  clown  by  the  table,  and 
stood  the  boy  in  front  of  him. 

"Now,  first:  do  you  know  wot  this  is?"  inquired 
Sikes,  taking  up  a  pocket-pistol  which  lay  on  the  table. 

Oliver  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Well  then,  look  here,"  continued  Sikes.  "  This  is 
powder  ;  that  'ere's  a  bullet;  and  this  is  a  little  bit  of  a 
old  hat  for  waddin'." 

Oliver  murmured  his  comprehension  of  the  different 
bodies  referred  to  ;  and  Mr.  Sikes  proceeded  to  load  the 
pistol,  witb  great  nicety  and  deliberation. 

"Now  it's  loaded,"  said  Mr.  Sikes,  when  he  had  finished, 

"  Yes,  I  see  it  is,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  Well,"  said  the  robber,  grasping  Oliver's  wrist 
tightly  :  and  putting  the  barrel  so  close  to  his  temple 
that  they  touched  ;  at  which  moment  the  boy  could  not 
repress  a  start ;  "  if  you  speak  a  word  when  you're  out  o' 
doors  with  me,  except  when  I  speak  to  you,  that  loading 
will  be  in  your  head  without  notice.  So,  if  yon  do  make 
up  your  mind  to  speak  without  leave;  say  your  prayers 
first." 

Having  bestowed  a  scowl  upon  the  object  of  this  warn- 
ing, to  increase  its  effect,  Mr.  Sikes  continued. 

"As  near  as  I  know,  there  isn't  anybody  as  would  be 
asking  very  partickler  arter  you,  if  you  v:as  disposed  of; 
so  I  needn't  take  this  devil-and-all  of  trouble  to  explain 
matters  to  you,  if  it  warn't  for  your  own  good.  D'ye 
hear  me?" 

"The  short  and  the  long  of  what  you  mean,"  said 
Nancy  :  speaking  very  emphatically  :  and  slightly  frown- 
ing at  Oliver  as  if  to  bespeak  his  serious  attention  to  her 
words,  "  is,  that  if  you're  crossed  by  him  in  this  job  you 
have  on  hand,  you'll  prevent  his  ever  telling  tales  after- 
wards by  shooting  him  through  the  head  ;  and  will  take 
your  chance  of  swinging  for  it,  as  you  do  for  a  great  many 
other  things  in  the  way  of  business,  every  month  of  your 
life." 

"  That's  it  i  "  observed  Mr.  Sikes,  approvingly  ;  "women 
can  always  put  things  in  fewest  words.    Except  when  it's 
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blowingup;  and  then  they  Lengthens  it  out.  And  now 
that  he's  thoroughly  up  to  it,  Let's  have  some  supper,  and 
get  a  snooze  before  starting." 

In  pursuance  of  this  request,  Nancy  quickly  laid  the 
cloth;  and,  disappearing  for  a  few  minutes,  presently 
returned  with  a  pol  of  porter  and  a  dish  of  sheep's  heads : 
which  gave  occasion  to  several  pleasant  witticisms  on  the 
part  of  Mr.  Sikes:  founded  upon  the  singular  concidence 
of  "jemmies"  being  a  cant  name,  common  to  them,  and 
also  to  an  ingenious  implement  much  used  in  his  pro- 
fession. Indeed,  the  worthy  gentleman,  stimulated  per- 
haps by  the  immediate  prospect  of  being  in  active  service, 
was  in  great  spirits  and  good  humor;  in  proof  whereof, 
it  may  be  here  remarked,  that  he  humorously  drank  all 
the  beer  at  a  draught;  and  did  not  utter,  on  a  rough 
calculation,  more  than  fourscore  oaths  during  the  whole 
progress  of  the  meal. 

Supper  being  ended— it  may  be  easily  conceived  that 
Oliver  had  no  great  appetite  for  it— Mr.  Sikes  disposed  of 
a  couple  of  glasses  of  spirits  and  water :  and  threw  him- 
self upon  the  bed ;  ordering  Nancy,  with  many  impre- 
cations in  case  of  failure,  to  call  him  at  five  precisely. 
Oliver  stretched  himself  in  his  clothes,  by  command  of 
the  same  authority,  on  a  mattress  upon  the  floor;  and 
the  girl  mending  the  fire,  sat  before  it,  in  readiness  to 
rouse  them  at  the  appointed  time. 

For  a  long  time  Oliver  lay  awake  :  thinking  it  not  im- 
possible that  Nancy  might  seek  that  opportunity  of 
whispering  some  further  advice;  but  the  girl  sat  brood- 
ing over  the  fire,  without  moving,  save  now  and  then  to 
trim  the  light.  Weary  with  watching  and  anxiety,  he  at 
length  fell  asleep. 

When  he  awoke,  the  table  was  covered  with  tea-things  ; 
and  Sikes  was  thrusting  various  articles  into  the  pockets 
of  his  great-coat,  which  hung  over  the  back  of  a  chair  : 
while  Nancy  was  busily  engaged  in  preparing  breakfast. 
It  was  not  yet  daylight ;  for  the  candle  was  still  burning  ; 
and  it  was  quite  dark  outside.  A  sharp  rain,  too,  was 
beating  against  the  window-panes ;  and  the  sky  looked 
black  and  cloudy. 

"Now,  then!"  growled  Sikes,  as  Oliver  started  up; 
"  half -past  five !  Look  sharp,  or  you'll  get  no  breakfast ; 
for  it's  late  as  it  is." 
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Oliver  was  not  long  in  making  his  toilet;  and,  Laving 
taken  some  breakfast,  replied  to  a  surly  inquiry  from 
Sikes,  by  saying  that  he  was  quite  ready. 

Nancy,  scarcely  looking  at  the  boy,  threw  him  a  hand- 
kerchief to  tie  round  his  throat;  and  Sikes  gave  him  a 
large  rough  cape  to  button  over  his  shoulders.  Thus  at- 
tired, he  gave  his  hand  to  the  robber,  who,  merely  paus- 
ing to  show  him,  with,  a  menacing  gesture,  that  he  had 
the  pistol  in  a  side-pocket  of  his  great  coat,  clasped  it 
firmly  in  his ;  and,  exchanging  a  farewell  with  Nancy, 
led  him  away. 

Oliver  turned,  for  an  instant,  when  they  reached  the 
door,  in  the  hope  of  meeting  a  look  from  the  girl.  But 
she  had  resumed  her  old  seat  in  front  of  the  fire ;  and  sat 
perfectly  motionless,  before  it. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE    EXPEDITION. 

It  was  a  cheerless  morning  when  they  got  into  the  street ; 
blowing  and  raining  hard ;  and  the  clouds  looking  dull  and 
stormy.  The  night  had  been  very  wet  :  for  large  pools  of 
water  had  collected  in  the  road :  and  the  kennels  were  over- 
flowing. There  was  a  faint  glimmering  of  the  coming 
day  in  the  sky ;  but  it  rather  aggravated  than  relieved  the 
gloom  of  the  scene  :  the  sombre  light  only  serving  to  pale 
that  which  the  street  lamps  afforded,  without  shedding 
any  warmer  or  brighter  tints  upon  the  wet  housetops,  and 
dreary  streets.  There  appeared  to  be  nobody  stirring  in 
that  quarter  of  the  town  ;  for  the  windows  of  the  houses 
were  all  closely  shut ;  and  the  streets  through  which  they 
passed,  were  noiseless  and  empty. 

By  the  time  they  had  turned  into  the  Bethnal  Green 
Road,  the  day  had  fairly  begun  to  break.  Many  of  the 
lamps  were  already  extinguished ;  a  few  country  wagons 
were  slowly  toiling  on,  towards  London  ;  and  now  and 
then,  a  stage-coach,  covered  with  mud,  rattled  briskly 
by :  the  driver  bestowing,  as  he  passed,  an  admonitory 
lash  upon  the  heavy  wagoner  who,  by  keeping  on  the 
wrong  side  of  the  road,  had  endangered  his  arriving  at 
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the  office,  a  quarter  of  a  mmute  after  his  time,  The  pulJio 
houses,  with  gas-lights  burning  inside,  were  already  open. 
By  degrees,  other  shops  began  to  be  unclosed  ;  and  a  few 
Scattered  people  were  met  with.  Then,  came  straggling 
groups  of  laborers  going  to  their  work  ;  then,  men  and 
women  with  fish-baskets  on  their  heads;  donkey-carts 
laden  with  vegetables  ;  chaise-carts  filled  with  live-stock 
or  whole  carcasses  of  meat  ;  milk- women  with  pails  ;  and 
an  unbroken  concourse  of  people,  trudging  out  with 
various  supplies  to  the  eastern  suburbs  of  the  town.  As 
they  approached  the  City,  the  noise  and  traffic  gradually 
increased  ;  and  when  they  threaded  the  streets  between 
Shoreditch  and  Smithfield,  it  had  swelled  into  a  roar  of 
sound  and  bustle.  It  was  as  light  as  it  was  likely  to  be, 
till  night  came  on  again  ;  and  the  busy  morning  of  half 
the  London  population  had  begun. 

Turning  down  Sun  Street  and  Crown  Street,  and  cross- 
ing Finsbury  Square,  Mr.  Sikes  struck,  by  way  of  Chis- 
well  Street,  into  Barbican  :  thence  into  Long  Lane  :  and 
so  into  Smithfield  ;  from  which  latter  place  arose  a 
tumult  of  discordant  sounds  that  filled  Oliver  Twist  with 
surprise  and  amazement. 

It  was  market-morning.  The  ground  was  covered, 
nearly  ankle-deep,  with  filth  and  mire;  and  a  thick  steam, 
perpetually  rising  from  the  reeking  bodies  of  the  cattle, 
and  mingling  with  the  fog,  which  seemed  to  rest  upon  the 
chimney-tops,  hung  heavily  above.  All  the  pens  in  the 
centre  of  the  large  area  :  and  as  many  temporary  ones  as 
could  be  crowded  into  the  vacant  space  :  were  filled  with 
sheep  ;  tied  up  to  posts  by  the  gutter  side  were  long  lines 
of  beasts  and  oxen,  three  or  four  deep.  Countrymen, 
butchers,  drovers,  hawkers,  boys,  thieves,  idlers,  and  vaga- 
bonds of  every  low  grade,  were  mingled  together  in  a 
dense  mass ;  the  whistling  of  drovers,  the  barking  of  dogs, 
the  bellowing  and  plunging  of  oxen,  the  bleating  of  sheep., 
the  grunting  and  squeaking  of  pigs  ;  the  cries  of  hawkers, 
the  shouts,  oaths,  and  quarrelling  on  all  sides  ;  the  ring- 
ing of  bells  and  roar  of  voices,  that  issued  from  every 
public-house  ;  the  crowding,  pushing,  driving,  beating, 
whooping,  and  yelling  ;  the  hideous  and  discordant  din 
that  resounded  from  every  corner  of  the  market  ;  and  the 
unwashed,  unshaven,  squalid,  and  dirty  figures  constantly 
running  to  and  fro,  and  bursting  in  and  out  of  the  throng  j 
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rendered  it  a  stunning-  and  bewildering  scene,  which  quite 
confounded  the  senses. 

Mr.  Sikes,  dragging  Oliver  after  him,  elbowed  his  way- 
through  the  thickest  of  the  crowd  ;  and  bestowed  very- 
little  attention  on  the  numerous  sights  and  sounds  which 
so  astonished  the  boy.  He  nodded,  twice  or  thrice,  to  a 
passing  friend  ;  and,  resisting  as  many  invitations  to 
take  a  morning  dram,  pressed  steadily  onward,  until  they 
were  clear  of  the  turmoil,  and  had  made  their  way  through 
Hosier  Lane  into  Holborn. 

"Now,  young  'un ! "  said  Sikes,  looking  up  at  the  clock 
of  St.  Andrew's  Churcb,  "hard  upon  seven!  you  must 
step  out.     Come,  don't  lag  behind  already,  Lazy-legs !  " 

Mr.  Sikes  accompanied  this  speech  with  a  jerk  at  his 
little  companion's  wrist ;  Oliver,  quickening  his  pace  into 
a  kind  of  trot,  between  a  fast  walk  and  a  run,  kept  up 
with  the  rapid  strides  of  the  housebreaker  as  well  as  he 
could. 

They  held  their  course  at  this  rate,  until  they  had 
passed  Hyde  Park  Corner,  and  were  on  their  way  to 
Kensington  :  when  Sikes  relaxed  his  pace,  until  an  empty 
cart,  which  was  at  some  little  distance  behind,  came  up. 
Seeing  "Hounslow"  written  on  it,  he  asked  the  driver, 
with  as  much  civility  as  he  could  assume,  if  he  would 
give  them  a  lift  as  far  as  Isleworth. 

"  Jump  up,"  said  the  man.     "  Is  that  your  boy  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  he's  my  boy,"  replied  Sikes,  looking  hard  at 
Oliver,  and  putting  his  hand  abstractedly  into  the  pocket 
where  the  pistol  was. 

"  Your  father  walks  rather  too  quick  for  you,  don't  he, 
my  man?"  inquired  the  driver:  seeing  that  Oliver  was 
out  of  breath. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  replied  Sikes,  interposing.  "  He's 
used  to  it.  Here,  take  hold  of  my  hand,  Ned.  In  with 
you ! " 

Thus  addressing  Oliver,  he  helped  him  into  the  cart; 
and  the  driver,  pointing  to  a  heap  of  sacks,  told  him  to 
lie  down  there,  and  rest  himself. 

As  they  passed  the  different  mile-stones,  Oliver  won- 
dered, more  and  more,  where  his  companion  meant  to 
take  him.  Kensington,  Hammersmith,  Chiswick,  Kew 
Bridge,  Brentford,  were  all  passed  ;  and  yet  they  went 
on  as  steadily  as  if  they  had  oi.dy  just  begun  their  jour- 


104  OLIVER  TWIST. 

ney.    At  length,  they  came  to  a  public-house  called  the 
Coach  and  Horses:    a  little  way  beyond  which,  another 
road  appeared  to  turn  off.     And  here,  the  cart  stopped. 
Sikes   dismounted   with  great    precipitations    holding 

Oliver  by  the  hand  all  the  while;  and,  lifting  him  down 
directly,  bestowed  a  furious  look  upon  him,  and  rapped 
the  side-pocket  with  his  list,  in  a  very  significant  manner. 

"Good-bye,  boy,"  said  the  man. 

"lie's  sulky,"  replied  Sikes,  giving  him  a  shake;  "he's 
sulky.     A  young  dog!     Don't  mind  him." 

"Not  I!"  rejoined  the  other,  getting  into  his  cart. 
"It's  a  fine  day,  after  all."     And  he  drove  away. 

Sikes  waited  until  he  had  fairly  gone  ;  and  then,  telling 
Oliver  he  might  look  about  him  if  he  wanted,  once  again 
led  him  forward  on  his  journey. 

They  turned  round  to  the  left,  a  short  way  past  the 
public-house ;  and  then,  taking  a  right-hand  road,  walked 
on  for  a  long  time:  passing  many  large  gardens  and  gen- 
tlemen's houses  on  both  sides  of  the  way,  and  stopping 
for  nothing  but  a  little  beer,  until  they  reached  a  town. 
Here  against  the  wall  of  a  house,  Oliver  saw,  written  up 
in  pretty  large  letters,  "  Hampton."  They  lingered  about, 
in  the  fields,  for  some  hours.  At  length,  they  came  back 
into  the  town ;  and,  turning  into  an  old  public-house  with 
a  defaced  sign-board,  ordered  some  dinner  by  the  kitchen 
fire. 

The  kitchen  was  an  old,  lowr- roofed  room  :  with  a  great 
beam  across  the  middle  of  the  ceiling:  and  benches,  with 
high  backs  to  them,  by  the  fire ;  on  which  were  seated 
several  rough  men  in  smock-frocks,  drinking  and  smok- 
ing. They  took  no  notice  of  Oliver;  and  very  little  of 
Sikes ;  and,  as  Sikes  took  very  little  notice  of  them,  he 
and  his  young  comrade  sat  in  a  corner  by  themselves, 
without  being  much  troubled  by  their  company. 

They  had  some  cold  meat  for  dinner ;  and  sat  here  so 
long  after  it,  while  Mr.  Sikes  indulged  himself  with  three 
or  four  pipes,  that  Oliver  began  to  feel  quite  certain  they 
were  not  going  any  further.  Being  much  tired  with  the 
walk,  and  getting  up  so  early,  he  dozed  a  little  at  first; 
and  then,  quite  overpowered  by  fatigue  and  the  fumes  of 
the  tobacco,  fell  asleep. 

It  was  quite  dark  when  he  was  awakened  by  a  push 
from  Sikes.     Rousing  himself  sufficiently  to  sit  up  and 
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look  about  him,  he  found  that  worthy  in  close  fellowship 
and  communication  with  a  laboring  man,  over  a  pint  of 
ale. 

"  So,  you're  going  on  to  Lower  Halliford,  are  you?"  in- 
quired Sikes. 

"Yes,  I  am,"  replied  the  man,  who  seemed  a  little  the 
worse — or  better,  as  the  case  might  be — for  drinking; 
*'  and  not  slow  about  it  neither.  My  horse  hasn't  got  a 
load  behind  him  going  back,  as  he  had  coming  up  in  the 
morn  in' ;  and  he  won't  be  long  a-doing  of  it.  Here's  luck 
to  him !     Ecod !  he's  a  good  un ! " 

"Could  you  give  my  boy  and  me  a  lift  as  far  as  there?" 
demanded  Sikes,  pushing  the  ale  towards  his  new 
friend. 

"  If  you're  going  directly,  I  can,"  replied  the  man,  look- 
ing out  of  the  pot.     "  Are  you  going  to  Halliford  ?" 

"  Going  on  to  Shepperton,"  replied  Sikes. 

"I'm  your  man,  as  far  as  I  go,"  replied  the  other.  "Is 
all  paid,  Becky  ?  " 

"  Yes,  the  other  gentleman's  paid,"  replied  the  girl. 

"I  say!"  said  the  man,  witli  tipsy  gravity;  "that 
won't  do,  you  know." 

"Why  not?"  rejoined  Sikes.  "  You're  a-going  to  ac- 
commodate us;  and  wot\s  to  prevent  my  standing  treat 
for  a  pint  or  so,  in  return?" 

The  stranger  reflected  upon  this  argument,  with  a  very 
profound  face ;  and  having  done  so,  seized  Sikes  by  the 
hand  :  and  declared  he  was  a  real  good  fellow.  To  which 
Mr.  Sikes  replied,  he  was  joking;  as,  if  he  had  been  sober, 
there  would  have  been  strong  reason  to  suppose  he  was. 

After  the  exchange  of  a  few  more  compliments,  they 
bade  the  company  good  night,  and  went  out;  the  girl 
gathering  up  the  pots  and  glasses  as  they  did  so:  and 
lounging  out  to  the  door,  with  her  hands  full,  to  see  the 
party  start. 

The  horse,  whose  health  had  been  drunk  in  his  absence, 
was  standing  outside :  ready  harnessed  to  the  cart. 
Oliver  and  Sikes  got  in  without  any  further  ceremony ; 
and  the  man  to  whom  he  belonged,  having  lingered  for  a 
minute  or  two  "  to  bear  him  up,"  and  to  defy  the  hostler 
and  the  world  to  produce  his  equal,  mounted  also.  Then, 
the  hostler  was  told  to  give  the  horse  his  head;  and,  his 
head  being  given  him,  he  made  a  very  unpleasant  use  of 
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it, :  tossing  it  into  the  air  with  greal  disdain,  and  running 
into  t  In*  parlor  windows  over  the  way;  after  performing 
these  feats,  and  supporting  himself  for  a  short  time  on 
his  hind-legs,  he  started  off  at  great  speed,  and  rattled 
out  of  the  town  right  gallantly. 

The  night  was  very  dark.  A  damp  mist  rose  from  the 
liver,  and  the  marshy  ground  ahout;  and  spread  itself 
over  the  dreary  fields.  It  was  piercing  cold,  too;  all  was 
gloomy  and  black.  Not  a  word  was  spoken;  for  the 
driver  bad  grown  sleepy ;  and  Sikes  was  in  no  mood  to 
lead  him  into  conversation.  Oliver  sat  huddled  together, 
in  a  corner  of  the  cart;  bewildered  with  alarm  and  ap- 
prehension; and  figuring  strange  objects  in  the  gaunt 
trees,  whose  branches  waved  grimly  to  and  i'ro,  as  if  in 
some  fantastic  joy  at  the  desolation  of  the  scene. 

As  they  pass  Sunbury  Church,  the  clock  struck  seven. 
There  was  a  light  in  the  ferry-house  window  opposite: 
which  streamed  across  the  road,  and  threw  into  more 
sombre  shadow  a  dark  yew-tree  with  graves  beneath  it. 
There  was  a  dull  sound  of  falling  water  not  far  off;  and 
the  leaves  of  the  old  tree  stirred  gently  in  the  night  wind. 
It  seemed  like  quiet  music  for  the  repose  of  the  dead. 

Sunbury  was  passed  through ;  and  they  came  again 
into  the  lonely  road.  Two  or  three  miles  more  ;  and  the 
cart  stopped.  Sikes  alighted  ;  and,  taking  Oliver  by  the 
hand,  they  once  again  walked  on. 

They  turned  into  no  house  at  Shepperton,  as  the  weary 
boy  had  expected  ;  but  still  kept  walking  on,  in  mud  and 
darkness,  through  gloomy  lanes  and  over  cold  open  wastes, 
until  they  came  within  sight  of  the  lights  of  a  town  at  no 
great  distance.  On  looking  intently  forward,  Oliver  saw 
that  the  water  was  just  below  them  :  and  that  they  were 
coming  to  the  foot  of  a  bridge. 

Sikes  kept  straight  on,  until  they  were  close  upon  the 
bridge;  and  then  turned  suddenly  down  a  bank  upon  the 
left. 

"  The  water ! "  thought  Oliver,  turning  sick  with  fear. 
"  He  has  brought  me  to  this  lonely  place  to  murder  me !  " 

lie  was  about  to  throw  himself  on  the  ground,  and 
make  one  struggle  for  his  young  life,  when  he  saw  that 
they  stood  before  a  solitary  house  :  all  ruinous  and  de- 
cayed. There  was  a  window  on  each  side  of  the  dilapi- 
dated entrance ;   and  one  story  above ;  but  no  light  was 
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risible.     It  was  dark,  dismantled :  and,  to  all  appearance, 
uninhabited. 

Sikes,  with  Oliver's  hand  still  in  his,  softly  approached 
the  low  porch,  and  raised  the  latch.  The  door  yielded  to 
the  pressure ;  and  they  passed  in,  together. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE    BURGLARY. 

"  Hallo  ! "  cried  a  loud,  hoarse  voice,  directly  they  had 
set  foot  in  the  passage. 

"  Don't  make  such  a  row,"  said  Sikes,  bolting  the  door. 
"Show  a  glim,  Toby." 

"  Aha  !  my  pal,"  cried  the  same  voice ;  "  a  glim,  Barney, 
a  glim  !  Show  the  gentleman  in,  Barney  ;  and  wake  up 
first,  if  convenient." 

The  speaker  appeared  to  throw  a  boot-jack,  or  some 
such  article,  at  the  person  he  addressed,  to  rouse  him 
from  his  slumbers :  for  the  noise  of  a  wooden  body,  fall- 
ing violently,  was  heard ;  and  then  an  indistinct  mutter- 
ing, as  of  a  man  between  asleep  and  awake. 

"  Do  you  hear  ?  "  cried  the  same  voice.  "  There's  Bill 
Sikes  in  the  passage  with  nobody  to  do  the  civil  to  him  ; 
and  you  sleeping  there,  as  if  you  took  laudanum  with 
your  meals,  and  nothing  stronger.  Are  you  any  fresher 
now,  or  do  you  want  the  iron  candlestick  to  wake  you 
thoroughly  ?  " 

A  pair  of  slipshod  feet  shuffled,  hastily,  across  the  bare 
floor  of  the  room,  as  this  interrogatory  was  put;  and  there 
issued,  from  a  door  on  the  right  hand :  first,  a  feeble 
candle :  and  next,  the  form  of  the  same  individual  who 
has  been  heretofore  described  as  laboring  under  the  in- 
firmity of  speaking  through  his  nose,  and  officiating  as 
waiter  at  the  public-house  on  Saffron  Hill. 

"Bister  Sikes!"  exclaimed  Barney,  with  real  or  coun- 
terfeit joy  ;  "  cub  id,  Sir ;  cub  id." 

"  Here !  you  get  on  first,"  said  Sikes,  putting  Oliver  in 
front  of  him.  "Quicker!  or  I  shall  tread  upon  your 
heels." 

Muttering  a  curse  upon  his  tardiness,  Sikes  pushed 
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Oliver  before  him  ;  and  they  entered  alow  dark  room  with 
a  smoky  fire:  two  or  three  broken  chairs,  a  table,  and  a  very 
old  couch:  on  which,  with  his  legs  much  higher  than  his 
head,  a  man  was  reposing  at  full  length,  smoking  a  long 
clay  pipe.  He  was  dressed  in  a  smartly-cut  snuff-colored 
coat,  with  large  brass  buttons;  an  orange  neckerchief; 
a  coarse,  staring,  shawl-pattern  waistcoat ;  and  drab 
breeches.  Mr.  Crackit  (for  he  it  was)  had  no  very  great 
quantity  of  hair,  either  upon  his  head  or  face;  but  what 
he  had,  was  of  a  reddish  dye,  and  tortured  into  long  cork- 
screw curls,  through  which  he  occasionally  thrust  some 
very  dirty  fingers,  ornamented  with  large  common  rings, 
He  was  a  trifle  above  the  middle  size,  and  apparently 
rather  weak  in  the  legs ;  but  this  circumstance  by  no 
means  detracted  from  his  own  admiration  of  his  top-boots, 
which  he  contemplated,  in  their  elevated  situation,  with 
lively  satisfaction. 

"  Bill,  my  boy ! "  said  this  figure,  turning  his  head  to- 
wards the  door,  "  I'm  glad  to  see  you.  I  was  almost  afraid 
you'd  given  it  up :  in  which  case  I  should  have  made  a 
personal  wentur.     Hallo !  " 

Uttering  this  exclamation  in  a  tone  of  great  surprise, 
as  his  eye  rested  on  Oliver,  Mr.  Toby  Crackit  brought  him- 
self into  a  sitting  posture,  and  demanded  who  that  was. 

"  The  boy.  Only  the  boy  !  "  replied  Sikes,  drawing  a 
chair  towards  the  fire. 

"  Wud  of  Bister  Fagid's  lads,"  exclaimed  Barney,  with 
a  grin. 

"  Fagih'sj  eh !  "  exclaimed  Toby,  looking  at  Oliver. 
"  Wot  an  inwalable  boy  that'll  make,  for  the  old  ladies' 
pockets  in  chapels.     His  mug  is  a  fortun'  to  him." 

"  There — there's  enough  of  that,"  interposed  Sikes, 
impatiently  ;  and  stooping  over  his  recumbent  friend,  he 
whispered  a  few  words  in  his  ear  :  at  which  Mr.  Crackit 
laughed  immensely,  and  honored  Oliver  with  a  long 
stare  of  astonishment. 

"Now,"  said  Sikes,  as  he  resumed  his  seat,  "if  you'll 
give  us  something  to  eat  and  drink  while  we're  waiting, 
you'll  put  some  heart  in  us  ;  or  in  me,  at  all  events.  Sit 
down  by  the  fire,  younker,  and  rest  yourself;  for  you'll 
have  to  go  out  with  us  again  to-night,  though  not  very 
far  off." 

Oliver  looked  at  Sikes,  in  mute  and  timid  wonder ;  and 
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drawing  a  stool  to  the  fire,  sat  with  his  aching  head  upon 
his  hands :  scarcely  knowing  where  he  was,  or  what  was 
passing  around  him. 

"Here,"  said  Toby,  as  the  young  Jew  placed  some 
fragments  of  food,  and  a  bottle,  upon  the  table,  "  Success 
to  the  crack  ! "  He  rose  to  honor  the  toast ;  and,  care- 
fully depositing  his  empty  pipe  in  a  corner,  advanced  to 
the  table  :  filled  a  glass  with  spirits :  and  drank  off  its 
contents.     Mr.  Sikes  did  the  same. 

"  A  drain  for  the  boy,"'  said  Toby,  half-filling  a  wine 
glass.     "  Down  with  it,  innocence." 

"  Indeed,"  said  Oliver,  looking  piteously  up  into  the 
man's  face  ;  "  indeed,  I " 

"  Down  with  it ! "  echoed  Toby.  "  Do  you  think  I 
don't  know  what's  good  for  you  ?  Tell  him  to  drink  it, 
Bill." 

"He  had  better!  "  said  Sikes,  clapping  his  hand  upon 
his  pocket.  "Burn  my  body,  if  he  isn't  more  trouble 
than  a  whole  family  of  Dodgers.  Drink  it,  you  perwerse 
imp;  drink  it! " 

Frightened  by  the  menacing  gestures  of  the  two  men, 
Oliver  hastily  swallowed  the  contents  of  the  glass,  and 
immediately  fell  into  a  violent  fit  of  coughing :  which  de- 
lighted Toby,  Crackit  and  Barney,  and  even  drew  a  smile 
from  the  surly  Mr.  Sikes. 

This  done,  and  Sikes  having  satisfied  his  appetite 
(Oliver  could  eat  nothing  but  a  small  crust  of  bread 
which  they  made  him  swallow),  the  two  men  laid  them- 
selves down  on  chairs  for  a  short  nap.  Oliver  retained 
his  stool  by  the  fire ;  and  Barney,  wrapped  in  a  blanket, 
stretched  himself  on  the  floor:  close  outside  the  fender. 

They  slept,  or  appeared  to  sleep,  for  some  time ;  no- 
body stirring  but  Barney,  who  rose  once  or  twice  to  throw 
coals  upon  the  fire.  Oliver  fell  into  a  heavy  doze ;  imagin- 
ing himself  straying  through  the  gloomy  lanes,  or  wan- 
dering about  the  dark  churchyard,  or  retracing  some 
one  or  other  of  the  scenes  of  the  past  day :  when  he  was 
roused  by  Toby  Crackit  jumping  up  and  declaring  it  was 
half-past  one. 

In  an  instant,  the  other  two  were  on  their  legs ;  and 
all  were  actively  engaged  in  busy  preparation.  Sikes  and 
his  companion  enveloped  their  necks  and  chins  in  large 
dark  shawls,  and  drew  on  their  great-coats ;  while  Bar- 
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ney,  opening  a  cupboard,  brought  forth  several  articles, 
which  he  hastily  crammed  into  the  pockets. 

"Barkers  for  me,  Barney,"  said  Toby  Crackit. 

"Here  they  are,"  replied  Barney,  producing  a  pair  of 
pistols.    "  You  loaded  them  yourself." 

"  All  right !  "  replied  Toby,  stowing  them  away.  "  The 
persuaders  !  " 

"I've  got  'em,"  replied  Sikes. 

"  Crape,  keys,  centre-bits,  darkies — nothing  forgotten  ?" 
inquired  Toby :  fastening  a  small  crowbar  to  a  loop  in- 
side the  skirt  of  his  coat. 

"  All  right,"  rejoined  his  companion.  "  Bring  them 
bits  of  timber,  Barney. — That's  the  time  of  day. 

With  these  words,  he  took  a  thick  stick  from  Barney's 
hands,  who,  having  delivered  another  to  Toby,  busied 
himself  in  fastening  on  Oliver's  cape. 

"  Now  then  !  "  said  Sikes,  holding  out  his  hand. 

Oliver:  who  wTas  completely  stupefied  by  the  unwont- 
ed exercise,  and  the  air,  and  the  drink  which  had  been 
forced  upon  him:  put  his  hand  mechanically  into  that 
which  Sikes  extended  for  the  purpose. 

"  Take  his  other  hand,  Toby,"  said  Sikes.  "Look  out, 
Barney." 

The  man  went  to  the  door,  and  returned  to  announce 
that  all  was  quiet.  The  two  robbers  issued  forth  with 
Oliver  between  them.  Barney,  having  made  all  fast, 
rolled  himself  up  as  before,  and  was  soon  asleep  again. 

It  was  now  intensely  dark.  The  fog  was  much  heavier 
than  it  had  been  in  the  early  part  of  the  night;  and  the 
atmosphere  was  so  damp,  that,  although  no  rain  fell, 
Oliver's  hair  and  eyebrows,  within  a  few  minutes  after 
leaving  the  house,  had  become  stiff  with  the  half-frozen 
moisture  that  was  floating  about.  They  crossed  the 
bridge;  and  kept  on  towards  the  lights  which  he  had  seen 
before.  They  were  at  no  great  distance  off;  and,  as  they 
walked  pretty  briskly,  they  soon  arrived  at  Chertsey. 

"  Slap  through  the  town,"  whispered  Sikes  ;  "  there'll 
be  nobody  in  the  way,  to-night,  to  see  us." 

Toby  acquiesced ;  and  they  hurried  through  the  main 
street  of  the  little  town,  which  at  that  late  hour  was  wholly 
deserted.  A  dim  light  shone  at  intervals  from  some  bed- 
room window ;  and  the  hoarse  barking  of  dogs  occasionally 
broke  the  silence  of  the  night.     But  there  was  nobody 


OLIVER  TWIST.  171 

abroad ;  and  they  bad  cleared  the  town,  as  the  church- 
bell  struck  two. 

Quickening  their  pace,  they  turned  up  a  road  upon  the 
left  hand.  After  walking  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  they 
stopped  before  a  detached  house  surrounded  by  a  wall :  to 
the  top  of  which,  Toby  Crackit,  scarcely  pausing  to  take 
breath,  climbed  in  a  twinkling. 

"  The  boy  next,"  said  Toby.  "  Hoist  him  up :  I'll  catcli 
hold  of  him." 

Before  Oliver  had  time  to  look  round,  Sikes  had  caught 
him  under  the  arms ;  and  in  three  or  four  seconds  he  and 
Toby  were  lying  on  the  grass  on  the  other  side.  Sikes 
followed  directly.  And  they  stole  cautiously  towards  the 
house. 

And  now,  for  the  first  time,  Oliver,  well-nigh  mad  with 
grief  and  terror,  saw  that  housebreaking  and  robbery,  if 
not  murder,  were  the  objects  of  the  expedition.  He  clasped 
his  hands  together,  and  involuntarily  uttered  a  subdued 
exclamation  of  horror.  A  mist  came  before  his  eyes  ;  the 
cold  sweat  stood  upon  his  ashy  face  ;  his  limbs  failed  him ; 
and  he  sank  upon  his  knees. 

"Get  up!"  murmured  Sikes  trembling  with  rage,  and 
drawing  the  pistol  from  his  pocket ;  "  Get  up,  or  I'll  strew 
your  brains  upon  the  grass." 

"  Oh  !  for  God's  sake  let  me  go  !  "  cried  Oliver  ;  "  let  me 
run  away  and  die  in  the  fields.  I  will  never  come  near 
London ;  never,  never !  Oh  !  pray  have  mercy  on  me,  and 
do  not  make  me  steal.  For  the  love  of  all  the  bright  angels 
that  rest  in  Heaven,  have  mercy  upon  me  !  "  'v-. 

The  man  to  whom  this  appeal  was  made,  swore  a  dread- 
ful oath,  and  had  cocked  the  pistol,  when  Toby,  striking 
it  from  his  grasp,  placed  his  hand  upon  the  boy's  mouth, 
and  dragged  him  to  the  house. 

" Hush !  "  cried  the  man  ;  "it  won't  answer  here.  Say 
another  word,  and  I'll  do  your  business  myself  with  a 
crack  on  the  head.  That  makes  no  noise  ;  and  is  quite  as 
certain,  and  more  genteel.  Here,  Bill,  wrench  the  shutter 
open.  He's  game  enough  now,  I'll  engage.  I've  seen  older 
hands  of  his  age  took  the  same  way,  for  a  minute  or  two, 
on  a  cold  night." 

Sikes,  invoking  terrific  imprecations  upon  Fagin's  head 
for  sending  Oliver  on  such  an  errand,  plied  the  crowbar 
vigorously,  but  with  little  noise.    After  some  delay,  and 
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Home  assistance  from  Toby,  the  shutter  to  which  he  had 
referred,  swung  open  on  its  hinges. 

It  was  a  little  lattice  window,  about  five  feet  and  a  half 
above  the  ground:  at  the  back  of  the  house :  which  be- 
longed to  a  scullery,  or  small  brewing-place,  at  the  end  of 
the  passage.  The  aperture  was  so  small,  that  the  inmates 
had  probably  not  thought  it  worth  while  to  defend  it 
more  securely ;  but  it  was  large  enough  to  admit  a  boy  of 
Oliver's  size,  nevertheless.  A  very  brief  exercise  of  Mr. 
Sikes's  art,  sufficed  to  overcome  the  fastening  of  the 
lattice ;  and  it  soon  stood  wide  open  also. 

"Now  listen,  you  young  limb,"  whispered Sikes,  draw- 
ing a  dark  lantern  from  his  pocket  and  throwing  the  glare 
full  on  Oliver's  face ;  "  I'm  a  going  to  put  you  through 
there.  Take  this  light ;  go  softly  up  the  steps  straight 
afore  you ;  and  along  the  little  hall  to  the  street  door ; 
unfasten  it,  and  let  us  in." 

"  There's  a  bolt  at  the  top,  you  won't  be  able  to  reach," 
interposed  Toby.  "  Stand  upon  one  of  the  hall  chairs. 
There  are  three  there,  Bill,  with  a  jolly  large  blue  unicorn 
and  gold  pitchfork  on  'em  :  which  is  the  old  lady's  arms." 

"  Keep  quiet,  can't  you ': "  replied  Sikes,  with  a  threaten- 
ing look.     "  The  room-door  is  open,  is  it?" 

"  Wide,"  replied  Toby,  after  peeping  in  to  satisfy  him- 
self. "The  game  of  that  is,  that  they  always  leave  it 
open  with  a  catch,  so  that  the  dog,'  who's  got  a  bed  in 
her:,  may  walk  up  and  down  the  passage  when  he  feels 
wakeful.  Ha!  ha!  Barney  'ticed  him  away  to-night. 
So  neat !  " 

Although  Mr.  Crackit  spoke  in  a  scarcely  audible  whis- 
per, and  laughed  without  noise,  Sikes  imperiously  com- 
manded him  to  be  silent,  and  to  get  to  work.  Toby  com- 
plied, by  first  producing  his  lantern,  and  placing  it  on  the 
ground ;  then  by  planting  himself  firmly  with  his  head 
against  the  wall  beneath  the  window,  and  his  hands  upon 
his  knees,  so  as  to  make  a  step  of  his  back.  This  was  no 
sooner  done,  than  Sikes,  mounting  upon  him,  put  Oliver 
gently  though  the  window  with  his  feet  first ;  and,  without 
leaving  hold  of  his  collar,  planted  him  safely  on  the  floor 
inside. 

"  Take  this  lantern,"  said  Sikes,  looking  into  the  room. 
'•'  You  see  the  stairs  afore  you  ?  " 

Oliver,  more  dead  than  alive,  gasped  out, "  Yes."     Sikesf 
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pointing  to  the  street-door  with  the  pistol-barrel,  briefly 
advised  him  to  take  notice  that  he  was  within  shot  all  the 
way;  and  that  if  he  faltered,  he  would  fall  dead  that 
instant. 

"  It's  done  in  a  minute,"  said  Sikes,  in  the  same  low 
whisper.  "Directly  I  leave  go  of  you,  do  your  work. 
Hark ! " 

"  What's  that  ?  "  whispered  the  other  man. 

They  listened  intently. 

"Nothing,"  said  Sikes,  releasing  his  hold  of  Oliver. 
"  Now  ! " 

In  the  short  time  he  had  had  to  collect  his  senses,  the  boy 
had  firmly  resolved  that,  whether  he  died  in  the  attempt 
or  not,  he  would  make  one  effort  to  dart  up  stairs  from 
the  hall,  and  alarm  the  family.  Filled  with  this  idea,  he 
advanced  at  once,  but  stealthily. 

"Come  back!"  suddenly  cried  Sikes  aloud.  "Back! 
back ! " 

Scared  by  the  sudden  breaking  of  the  dead  stillness  of 
the  place,  and  by  a  loud  cry  which  followed  it,  Oliver  let 
his  lantern  fall,  and  knew  not  whether  to  advance  or  fly. 

The  cry  was  repeated — a  light  appeared — a  vision  of 
two  terrified  half-dressed  men  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  swam 
before  his  eyes — a  flash— a  loud  noise — a  smoke — a  crash 
somewhere,  but  where  he  knew  not, — and  he  staggered 
back. 

Sikes  had  disappeared  for  an  instant ;  but  he  was  up 
again,  and  had  him  by  the  collar  before  the  smoke  had 
cleared  away.  He  fired  his  own  pistol  after  the  men,  who 
were  already  retreating,  and  dragged  the  boy  up. 

"Clasp  your  arm  tighter/'  said  Sikes,  as  he  drew  him 
through  the  window.  "Give  me  a  shawl  here.  They've 
hit  him.     Quick!     Damnation,  how  the  boy  bleeds !  " 

Then,  came  the  loud  ringing  of  a  bell :  mingled  with 
the  noise  of  firearms,  and  the  shouts  of  men,  and  the  sen- 
sation of  being  carried  over  uneven  ground  at  a  rapid 
pace.  And  then,  the  noises  grew  confused  in  the  distance ; 
and  a  cold  deadly  feeling  crept  over  the  boy's  heart ;  and 
he  saw  or  heard  no  more. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

WHICH    CONTAINS    THE  SUBSTANCE    OF  A  PLEASANT    CONVfif 
SATION    BETWEEN    MR.  BUMBLE    AND  A   LADY;    AND    SHOWH 
THAT     EVEN    A     BEADLE    MAY     DE     SUSCEPTIBLE    ON    SC&US 
POINTS. 

The  night  was  bitter  cold.  The  snow  lay  on  the  ground, 
frozen  into  a  hard  thick  crust;  so  that  only  the  heaps 
thai  had  drifted  into  by-ways  and  corners  were  atfectwl 
by  the  sharp  wind  that  howled  abroad :  which,  as  if  ex- 
pending increased  fury  on  such  prey  as  it  found,  caught 
it  savagely  up  in  clouds,  and,  whirling  it  into  a  thousand 
misty  eddies,  scattered  it  in  air.  Bleak,  dark,  and  pierc- 
ing cold,  it  was  a  night  for  the  well-housed  and  fed  to 
draw  round  the  bright  fire  and  thank  God  they  were  at 
home ;  and  for  the  homeless  starving  wretch  to  lay  him 
down  and  die.  Many  hunger-worn  outcasts  close  their 
eyes  in  our  bare  streets,  at  such  times,  who,  let  their 
crimes  have  been  what  they  may,  can  hardly  open  them 
in  a  more  bitter  world. 

Such  was  the  aspect  of  out-of-doors  affairs,  when  Mrs. 
Corney,  the  matron  of  the  workhouse  to  which  our  readers 
have  been  already  introduced  as  the  birthplace  of  Oliver 
Twist,  sat  herself  down  before  a  cheerful  fire  in  her  own 
little  room ;  and  glanced,  with  no  small  degree  of  com- 
placency, at  a  small  round  table :  on  which  stood  a  tray  of 
jorresponding  size,  furnished  with  all  necessary  materials 
for  the  most  grateful  meal  that  matrons  enjoy.  In  fact, 
Mrs.  Corney  was  about  to  solace  herself  with  a  cup  of  tea. 
As  she  glanced  from  the  table  to  the  fireplace,  where  the 
smallest  of  all  possible  kettles  was  singing  a  small  song 
in  a  small  voice,  her  inward  satisfaction  evidently  in- 
creased,— so  much  so,  indeed,  that  Mrs.  Corney  smiled. 

"  Well !  "  said  the  matron,  leaning  her  elbow  on  the 
table,  and  looking  reflectively  at  the  fire;  "I  am  sure  we 
have  all  on  us  a  great  deal  to  be  grateful  for!  A  great 
deal,  if  we  did  but  know  it.     Ah  ! " 

Mrs.  Corney  shook  her  head  mournfully,  as  if  deploring 
the  mental  blindness  of  those  paupers  who  did  not  know 
it ;  and  thrusting  a  silver  spoon  (private  property)  into 
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the  inmost  recesses  of  a  two-ounce  tin  tea-caddy,  proceeded 
to  make  the  tea. 

How  slight  a  tiling  will  disturb  the  equanimity  of  our 
frail  minds !  The  black  teapot,  being  very  small  and 
easily  filled,  ran  over  while  Mrs.  Corney  was  moralizing  j 
and  the  water  slightly  scalded  Mrs.  Corney's  hand. 

"Drat  the  pot!"  said  the  worthy  matron,  setting  it- 
down  very  hastily  on  the  hob  ;  "  a  little  stupid  thing,  that 
only  holds  a  couple  of  cups!  What  use  is  it  of,  to  any- 
body !  Except,"  said  Mrs.  Corney,  pausing,  "  except  to  a 
poor  desolate  creature  like  me.     Oh  dear ! " 

With  these  words,  the  matron  dropped  into  her  chair ; 
and,  once  more  resting  her  elbow  on  the  table,  thought 
of  her  solitary  fate.  The  small  teapot,  and  the  single  cup, 
had  awakened  in  her  mind  sad  recollections  of  Mr.  Corney 
(who  had  not  been  dead  more  than  five-and-twenty  years) ; 
and  she  was  overpowered. 

"  I  shall  never  get  another ! "  said  Mrs.  Corney,  pet- 
tishly ;  "  I  shall  never  get  another — like  him." 

Whether  this  remark  bore  reference  to  the  husband,  or 
the  teapot,  is  uncertain.  It  might  have  been  the  latter ; 
for  Mrs.  Corney  looked  at  it  as  she  spoke :  and  took  it 
up  afterwards.  She  had  just  tasted  her  first  cup,  when 
she  was  disturbed  by  a  soft  tap  at  the  room-door. 

"  Oh,  come  in  with  you ! "  said  Mrs.  Corney,  sharply. 
"  Some  of  the  old  women  dying,  I  suppose.  They  always 
die  when  I'm  at  meals.  Don't  stand  there,  letting  the 
cold  air  in,  don't.     What's  amiss  now,  eh  ?  " 

"Nothing,  ma'am,  nothing,  replied  a  man's  voice. 

"  Dear  me  !  "  exclaimed  the  matron,  in  a  much  sweeter 
tone,  "  is  that  Mr.  Bumble  ?  " 

"  At  your  service,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  who  had 
been  stopping  outside  to  rub  his  shoes  clean,  and  to  shake 
the  snow  oft'  his  coat;  and  who  now  made  his  appearance, 
bearing  the  cocked  hat  in  one  hand  and  a  bundle  in  the 
other.     "  Shall  I  shut  the  door,  ma'am  ?  " 

The  lady  modestly  hesitated  to  reply,  lest  there  should 
be  any  impropriety  in  holding  an  interview  with  Mr. 
Bumble,  with  closed  doors.  Mr.  Bumble  taking  advantage 
of  the  hesitation,  and  being  very  cold  himself,  shut  it 
without  further  permission. 

"  Hard  weather,  Mr.  Bumble,"  said  the  matron. 

"Hard,  indeed,  ma'am,"  replied  the  beadle.      "Anti- 
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porocbial  weather  this,  ma'am.  We  have  given  away, 
Mrs.  Corney,  we  have  given  away  a  matter  of  twenty 
quartern  loaves,  and  a  cheese  and  a  half,  this  very  blessed 
afternoon  ;  and  yet  them  paupers  are  not  contented." 

"Of  course  not.  When  would  they  be,  Mr.  Bumble?" 
said  the  matron,  sipping  her  tea. 

''When,  indeed,  ma'am  !  "  rejoined  Mr.  Bumble.  "  Why, 
Here's  one  man  that,  in  consideration  of  his  wife  and  large 
family,  has  a  quartern  loaf  and  a  good  pound  of  cheese, 
full  weight.  Is  he  grateful,  ma'am,  is  he  grateful?  Not 
a  copper  farthing's  worth  of  it !  What  does  he  do,  ma'am, 
bul  ask  for  a  few  coals;  if  it's  only  a  pocket  handkerchief 
full,  he  says!  Coals!  What  would  he  do  with  coals? 
Toast  his  cheese  with  'em  ;  and  then  come  back  for  more. 
That's  the  way  with  these  people,  ma'am;  give  'em  a 
apron  full  of  coals  to-day:  and  they'll  come  back  for 
another,  the  day  after  to-morrow,  as  brazen  as  alabaster.' 

The  matron  expressed  her  entire  concurrence  in  this 
intelligible  simile  ;  and  the  beadle  went  on. 

"  I  never,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  "  see  anything  like  the 
pitch  it's  got  to.  The  day  afore  yesterday,  a  man — you 
have  been  a  married  woman,  ma'am,  and  I  may  mention 
it  to  you — a  man,  with  hardly  a  rag  upon  his  back  (here 
Mrs.  Corney  looked  at  the  floor),  goes  to  our  overseer's 
door  when  he  has  got  company  coming  to  dinner;  and 
says,  he  must  be  relieved,  Mrs.  Corney.  As  he  wouldn't 
go  away,  and  shocked  the  company  very  much,  our  over- 
seer sent  him  out  a  pound  of  potatoes  and  half  a  pint 
of  oatmeal.  '  My  heart ! '  says  the  ungrateful  villain, 
'  what's  the  use  of  this  to  me  ?  You  might  as  well  give 
me  a  pair  of  iron  spectacles ! '  '  Very  good,'  says  our 
overseer,  taking  'em  away  again,  'you  won't  get  anything 
else  here.'  '  Then  I'll  die  in  the  streets ! '  says  the  vag- 
rant.    '  Oh  no,  you  won't,  says  our  overseer." 

"  Ha  !  ha !  That  was  very  good !  So  like  Mr.  Gran- 
nett,  wasn't  it  ? "  interposed  the  matron.  "  Well,  Mr. 
Bumble?" 

"  Well,  ma'am,"  rejoined  the  beadle,  "  he  went  away  ; 
and  he  did  die  in  the  streets.  There's  a  obstinate  pauper 
for  you ! " 

"  It  beats  anything  I  could  have  believed,"  observed 
the  matron  emphatically.  "  But  don't  you  think  out-of- 
door  relief  a  very  bad  thing,  any  way,   Mr.  Bumble? 


OLIVER  TWIST.  177 

You're  a  gentleman  of  experience,  and  ought  to  know, 
Come." 

"  Mrs.  Corney,"  said  the  beadle,  smiling  as  men  smile 
who  are  conscious  of  superior  information,  "  out-of-door 
relief,  properly  managed :  properly  managed,  ma'am :  is 
the  porochial  safeguard.  The  great  principle  of  out-of- 
door  relief  is  to  give  the  paupers  exactly  what  they  don't 
want ;  and  then  they  get  tired  of  coming." 

"  Dear  me !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Corney.  "  Well,  that  is 
a  good  one,  too ! " 

"  Yes.  Betwixt  you  and  me,  ma'am,"  returned  Mr. 
Bumble,  "  that's  the  great  principle  ;  and  that's  the  reason 
why,  if  you  look  at  any  cases  that  get  into  them  owda- 
cious  newspapers,  you'll  always  observe  that  sick  families 
have  been  relieved  with  slices  of  cheese.  That's  the  rule 
now,  Mrs.  Corney,  all  over  the  country.  But,  however," 
said  the  beadle,  stopping  to  unpack  his  bundle,  "  these 
are  official  secrets,  ma'am  :  not  to  be  spoken  of  :  except, 
as  I  may  say,  among  the  porochial  officers,  such  as  our- 
selves. This  is  the  port  wine,  ma'am,  that  the  board 
ordered  for  the  infirmary  ;  real,  fresh,  genuine  port  wine ; 
only  out  of  the  cask  this  forenoon  ;  clear  as  a  bell ;  and 
no  sediment ! " 

Having  held  the  first  bottle  up  to  the  light,  and  shaken 
it  well  to  test  its  excellence,  Mr.  Bumble  placed  them 
both  on  the  top  of  a  chest  of  drawers ;  folded  the  hand' 
kerchief  in  which  they  had  been  wrapped ;  put  it  care- 
fully in  his  pocket ;  and  took  up  his  hat,  as  if  to  go. 

"You'll  have  a  very  cold  walk,  Mr.  Bumble,"  said  the 
matron. 

"It  blows,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble,  turning  up  his 
coat-collar,  "  enough  to  cut  one's  ears  off." 

The  matron  looked,  from  the  little  kettle,  to  the  beadle, 
who  was  moving  towards  the  door  :  and  as  the  beadle 
coughed,  preparatory  to  bidding  her  good  night,  bash- 
fully inquired  whether — whether  he  wouldn't  take  a  cup 
of  tea  ? 

Mr.  Bumble  instantaneously  turned  back  his  collar 
again ;  laid  his  hat  and  stick  upon  a  chair ;  and  drew 
another  chair  up  to  the  table.  As  he  slowly  seated  him- 
self, he  looked  at  the  lady.  She  fixed  her  eyes  upon  the 
little  teapot.  Mr.  Bumble  coughed  again,  and  slightly 
smiled. 
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Mrs.  Corney  rose  to  get  another  cup  and  saucer  from 
the  closet.  As  she  sat  down,  her  eyes  once  again  en- 
countered (hose  of  the  gallant  beadle;  she  colored,  and 
applied  herself  to  the  (ask  of  making  his  tea.  Again  Mr. 
Bumble  coughed, — louder  this  time  than  he  had  coughed 
yet. 

"Sweet?  Mr.  Bumble,"  inquired  the  matron,  taking  up 
the  sugar-basin. 

"  Very  sweet,  indeed,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble. 
He  fixed  his  eyes  on  Mrs.  Corney  as  he  said  this;  and  if 
ever  a  beadle  looked  tender,  Mr.  Bumble  was  that  beadle 
at  that  moment. 

The  tea  was  made,  and  handed  in  silence.  Mr.  Bumble, 
having  spread  a  handkerchief  over  his  knee  to  prevent  the 
crumbs  from  sullying  the  splendor  of  his  shorts,  began 
to  eat  and  drink  ;  varying  these  amusements,  occasionally, 
by  fetching  a  deep  sigh ;  which,  however,  had  no  in- 
jurious effect  upon  his  appetite,  but,  on  the  contrary, 
rather  seemed  to  facilitate  his  operations  in  the  tea  and 
toast  department. 

"You  have  a  cat,  ma'am,  I  see,"  said  Mr.  Bumble, 
glancing  at  one  who,  in  the  centre  of  her  family,  was 
basking  before  the  fire  ;  "  and  kittens  too,  I  declare!  " 

"  I  am  so  fond  of  them,  Mr.  Bumble,  you  can't  think," 
replied  the  matron.  "  They're  so  happy,  so  frolicsome, 
and  so  cheerful,  that  they  are  quite  companions  for  me." 

"Very  nice  animals,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble,  ap- 
provingly; "so  very  domestic." 

"Oh,  yes!"  rejoined  the  matron,  with  enthusiasm; 
"so  fond  of  their  home  too,  that  it's  quite  a  pleasure,  I'm 
sure." 

"Mrs.  Corney,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  slowly,  and 
marking  the  time  with  his  teaspoon,  "I  mean  to  say  this, 
ma'am ;  that  any  cat,  or  kitten,  that  could  live  with  you, 
ma'am,  and  not  be  fond  of  its  home,  must  be  a  ass,  ma'am." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Bumble  !"  remonstrated  Mrs.  Corney. 

"  It's  of  no  use  disguising  facts,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Bum- 
ble, slowly  flourishing  the  teaspoon  with  a  kind  of 
amorous  dignity  which  made  him  doubly  impressive; 
"I  would  drown  it  myself,  with  pleasure." 

"  Then  you're  a  cruel  man,"  said  the  matron  vivaciously, 
as  she  held  out  her  hand  for  the  beadle's  cup;  "and  a 
very  h^rd-hearted  man  besides." 
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"Hard-hearted,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  "hard!" 
Mr.  Bumble  resigned  his  cup  without  another  word ; 
squeezed  Mrs.  Corney's  little  finger  as  she  took  it;  and 
inflicting  two  open-handed  slaps  upon  his  laced  waist- 
coat, gave  a  mighty  sigh,  and  hitched  his  chair  a  very 
little  morsel  farther  from  the  fire. 

It  was  a  round  table;  and  as  Mrs.  Coruey  and  Mr. 
Bumble  had  been  sitting  opposite  each  other ;  with  no 
great  space  between  them,  and  fronting  the  fire :  it  will 
be  seen  that  Mr.  Bumble,  in  receding  from  the  fire,  and 
still  keeping  at  the  table,  increased  the  distance  between 
himself  and  Mrs.  Corney  ;  which  proceeding,  some  pru- 
dent readers  will  doubtless  be  disposed  to  admire,  and  to 
consider  an  act  of  great  heroism  on  Mr.  Bumble's  part : 
he  being  in  some  sort  tempted  by  time,  place,  and  oppor- 
tunity, to  give  utterance  to  certain  soft  nothings,  which, 
however  well  they  may  become  the  lips  of  the  light  and 
thoughtless,  do  seem  immeasurably  beneath  the  dignity 
of  judges  of  the  land,  members  of  parliament,  ministers 
of  state,  lord  mayors,  and  other  great  public  functionaries, 
but  more  particularly  beneath  the  stateliness  and  gravity 
of  a  beadle  :  who  (as  is  well  known)  should  be  the  sternest 
and  most  inflexible  among  them  all. 

Whatever  were  Mr.  Bumble's  intentions,  however  :  and 
no  doubt  they  were  of  the  best :  it  unfortunately  happened, 
as  has  been  twice  before  remarked,  that  the  table  was  a 
round  one;  consequently  Mr.  Bumble,  moving  his  chair 
by  little  and  little,  soon  began  to  diminish  the  distance 
between  himself  and  the  matron ;  and,  continuing  to 
travel  round  the  outer  edge  of  the  circle,  brought  his 
chair,  in  time,  close  to  that  in  which  the  matron  was 
seated.  Indeed,  the  two  chairs  touched;  and  when  they 
did  so,  Mr.  Bumble  stopped. 

Now,  if  the  matron  had  moved  her  chair  to  the  right, 
she  would  have  been  scorched  by  the  fire  ;  and  if  to  the 
left,  she  must  have  fallen  into  Mr.  Bumble's  arms  ;  so 
(being  a  discreet  matron,  and  no  doubt  foreseeing  these 
consequences  at  a  glance)  she  remained  where  she  was, 
and  handed  Mr.  Bumble  another  cup  of  tea. 

"  Hard-hearted,  Mrs.  Corney  ?  "  said  Mr.  Bumble,  stir- 
ring his  tea,  and  looking  up  into  the  matron's  face;  "  are 
you  hard-hearted,  Mrs  Corney  ?  " 

"  Dear  me ! "  exclaimed  the  matron,   "  what   a  very 
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curious  question  from  a  single  man.  What  can  you  want 
to  know  for,  Mr.  Bumble?" 

The  beadle  drank  his  tea  to  the  last  drop ;  finished  a 
piece  of  toast ;  whisked  the  crumbs  off  his  knees;  wiped 
his  Lips;  and  deliberately  kissed  the  matron. 

"Mr.  Bumble,"  cried  that  discreet  lady  in  a  whisper; 
for  t  he  fright  was  so  great,  that  she  had  quite  lost  her 
voice,  "Mr.  Bumble,  I  shall  scream!''  Mr.  Bumble  made 
no  reply ;  but,  in  a  slow  and  dignified  manner,  put  his  arm 
round  the  matron's  waist. 

As  the  lady  had  stated  her  intention  of  screaming,  of 
course  she  would  have  screamed  at  this  additional  bold- 
ness, but  that  the  exertion  was  rendered  unnecessary  by 
a  hasty  knocking  at  the  door:  which  was  no  sooner  heard, 
than  Mr.  Bumble  darted,  with  much  agility,  to  the  wine 
bottles,  and  began  dusting  them  with  great  violence : 
while  the  matron  sharply  demanded  who  was  there.  It 
is  worthy  of  remark,  as  a  curious  physical  instance  of  the 
efficacy  of  a  sudden  surprise  in  counteracting  the  effects 
of  extreme  fear,  that  her  voice  had  quite  recovered  all  its 
official  asperity. 

"  If  you  please,  mistress,"  said  a  withered  old  female 
pauper,  hideously  ugly :  putting  her  head  in  at  the  door, 
"Old  Sally  is  a-going  fast." 

"Well,  what's  that  to  me?"  angrily  demanded  the 
matron.     "I  can't  keep  her  alive,  can  I?" 

"  No,  no,  mistress,"  replied  the  old  woman,  "  nobody 
can ;  she's  far  beyond  the  reach  of  help.  I've  seen  a  many 
people  die ;  little  babes  and  great  strong  men ;  and  I 
know  when  death's  a-coming,  well  enough.  But  she's 
troubled  in  her  mind ;  and  when  the  fits  are  not  on  her, 
— and  that's  not  often,  for  she  is  dying  very  hard, — she 
says  she  has  got  something  to  tell,  which  you  must  hear. 
She'll  never  die  quiet  till  you  come,  mistress." 

At  this  intelligence,  the  worthy  Mrs.  Corney  muttered 
a  variety  of  invectives  against  old  women  who  couldn't 
even  die,  without  purposely  annoying  their  betters;  and, 
muffling  herself  in  a  thick  shawl  which  she  hastily  caught 
up,  briefly  requested  Mr.  Bumble  to  stay  till  she  came 
back,  lest  anything  particular  should  occur;  and,  bidding 
the  messenger  walk  fast,  and  not  be  all  night  hobbling 
up  the  stairs,  followed  her  from  the  room  with  a  very  ill 
grace :  scolding  all  the  way. 
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Mr.  Bumble's  conduct  on  being  left  to  himself,  was 
rather  inexplicable.  He  opened  the  closet,  counted  the 
teaspoons,  weighed  the  sugar-tongs,  closely  inspected  a 
silver  milk-pot  to  ascertain  that  it  was  of  the  genuine 
metal ;  and,  having  satisfied  his  curiosity  on  these  points, 
put  on  his  cocked-hat  corner- wise,  and  danced  with  much 
gravity  four  distinct  times  round  the  table.  Having  gone 
through  this  very  extraordinary  performance,  he  took  off 
the  cocked-hat  again ;  and,  spreading  himself  before  the 
fire  with  his  back  towards  it,  seemed  to  be  mentally  en- 
gaged in  taking  an  exact  inventory  of  the  furniture. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

TREATS  OF  A    VERT    POOR    SUBJECT.      BUT    IS    A    SHORT   ONE  ; 
AND  MAY  BE  FOUND  OF    IMPORTANCE  IN  THIS  HISTORY. 

It  was  no  unfit  messenger  of  death,  that  had  disturbed 
the  quiet  of  the  matron's  room.  Her  body  was  bent  by 
age;  her  limbs  trembled  with  palsy;  and  her  face,  dis- 
torted into  a  mumbling  leer,  resembled  more  the  grotesque 
shaping  of  some  wild  pencil,  than  the  work  of  Nature's 
hand. 

Alas !  How  few  of  Nature's  faces  are  left  to  gladden 
us  with  their  beauty  !  The  cares,  and  sorrows,  and  hun- 
gerings,  of  the  world,  change  them  as  they  change  hearts  ; 
and  it  is  only  when  those  passions  sleep,  and  have  lost 
their  hold  forever,  that  the  troubled  clouds  pass  off,  and 
leave  Heaven's  surface  clear.  It  is  a  common  thing  for 
the  countenances  of  the  dead,  even  in  that  fixed  and  rigid 
state,  to  subside  into  the  long-forgotten  expression  of 
sleeping  infancy,  and  settle  into  the  very  look  of  early 
life ;  so  calm,  so  peaceful,  do  they  grow  again,  that  those 
who  knew  them  in  their  happy  childhood,  kneel  by  the 
coffin's  side  in  awe,  and  see  the  Angel  even  upon  earth. 

The  old  crone  tottered  along  the  passages,  and  up  the 
stairs,  muttering  some  indistinct  answers  to  the  chidings 
of  her  companion  ;  and,  being  at  length  compelled  to  pause 
for  breath,  gave  the  light  into  her  hand,  and  remained 
behind  to  follow  as  she  might:  while  the  more  nimble 
superior  made  her  way  to  the  room  where  the  sick  woman 
lay. 
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It  was  a  hare  garret-room,  with  a  dim  light  burning  at 
the  farther  end.    There  was  another  old  woman  watching 

by  the  bed  ;  and  the  parish  apothecary's  apprentice  was 
Btanding  by  the  Are,  making  a  toothpick  out  of  a  quill. 

"Cold  night,  -Mrs.  Corney,"  said  this  young  gentle- 
man, as  the  matron  entered. 

"  Very  cold  indeed,  Sir,"  replied  the  mistress,  in  her 
most  civil  tones, and  dropping  a  curtsey  as  she  spoke. 

"  You  should  get  better  coals  out  of  your  contractors," 
said  the  apothecary's  deputy,  breaking  a  lump  on  the  top 
of  the  fire  with  the  rusty  poker  ;  "  these  are  not  at  all 
the  sort  of  thing  for  a  cold  night." 

"  They're  the  board's  choosing,  Sir,"  returned  the  ma- 
tron. "The  least  they  could  do,  would  be  to  keep  us 
pretty  warm  :  for  our  places  are  hard  enough." 

The  conversation  was  here  interrupted  by  a  moan  from 
the  sick  woman. 

"  Oh  !  "  said  the  young  man,  turning  his  face  towards 
the  bed,  as  if  he  had  previously  quite  forgotten  the 
patient,  "  It's  all  IT.  P.  there,  Mrs.  Corney." 

"It  is,  is  it,  Sir?"  asked  the  matron. 

"  If  she  lasts  a  couple  of  hours,  I  shall  be  surprised," 
said  the  apothecary's  apprentice,  intent  upon  the  tooth- 
pick's point.  "  It's  a  break-up  of  the  system  altogether. 
Is  she  dozing,  old  lady  ?" 

The  attendant  stooped  over  the  bed,  to  ascertain  ;  and 
nodded  in  the  affirmative. 

"  Then  perhaps  she'll  go  off  in  that  way,  if  you  don't 
make  a  row,"  said  the  young  man.  "  Put  the  light  on 
the  floor.     She  won't  see  it  there." 

The  attendant  did  as  she  was  told  :  shaking  her  head 
meanwhile,  to  intimate  that  the  woman  would  not  die  so 
easily  ;  having  done  so,  she  resumed  her  seat  by  the  side 
of  the  other  nurse,  who  had  by  this  time  returned.  The 
mistress,  with  an  expression  of  impatience,  wrapped  her- 
self in  her  shawl,  and  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

The  apothecary's  apprentice,  having  completed  the 
manufacture  of  the  toothpick,  planted  himself  in  front  of 
the  fire  and  made  good  use  of  it  for  ten  minutes  or 
so  :  when,  apparently  growing  rather  dull,  he  wished 
Mrs.  Corney  joy  of  her  job,  and  took  himself  off  on  tiptoe. 

When  they  had  sat  in  silence  for  some  time,  the  two 
old  women  rose  from  the  bed  ;  and  crouching  over  the  fire, 
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held  out  their  withered  hands  to  catch  the  heat.  The 
flame  threw  a  ghastly  light  on  their  shrivelled  faces  ;  and 
made  their  ugliness  appear  perfectly  terrible,  as  in  this 
position,  they  began  to  converse  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Did  sbe  say  any  more,  Anny  dear,  while  I  was  gone  ?  " 
inquired  the  messenger. 

"Not  a  word,"  replied  the  other.  "She  plucked  and 
tore  at  her  arms  for  a  little  time ;  but  I  held  her 
hands,  and  she  soon  dropped  off.  She  hasn't  much 
strength  in  her,  so  I  easily  kept  her  quiet.  I  ain't  so 
weak  for  an  old  woman,  although  I  am  on  parish  allow- 
ance— no,  no!  " 

"Did  she  drink  the  hot  wine  the  doctor  said  she  was 
to  have  ?  "  demanded  the  first. 

"I  tried  to  get  it  down,"  rejoined  the  other.  "  But  her 
teeth  were  tight  set  ;  and  she  clenched  the  mug  so  hard 
that  it  was  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  get  it  back  again: 
So  /drank  it  ;  and  it  did  me  good !  " 

Looking  cautiously  round,  to  ascertain  that  they  were 
not  overheard,  the  two  hags  cowered  nearer  to  the  fire, 
and  chuckled  heartily. 

"  I  mind  the  time,"  said  the  first  speaker,  "  when  she 
would  have  done  the  same,  and  made  rare  fun  of  it  after- 
wards." 

"  Ay,  that  she  would,"  rejoined  the  other  ;  "  she  had  a 
merry  heart.  A  many,  many,  beautiful  corpses  she  laid 
out,  as  nice  and  neat  as  wax-work.  My  old  eyes  have 
seen  them — ay,  and  these  old  hands  have  touched  them 
too  ;  for  I  have  helped  her,  scores  of  times." 

Stretching  forth  her  trembling  fingers  as  she  spoke, 
the  old  creature  shook  them  exultingly  before  her  face  ; 
and  fumbling  in  her  pocket,  brought  out  an  old  time- 
discolored  tin  snuff-box,  from  which  she  shook  a  few 
grains  into  the  outstretched  palm  of  her  companion,  and 
a  few  more  into  her  own.  While  they  were  thus  em- 
ployed, the  matron,  who  had  been  impatiently  watching 
until  the  dying  woman  should  awaken  from  her  stupor, 
joined  them  by  the  fire,  and  sharply  asked  how  long  she 
was  to  wait. 

"  Not  long,  mistress,"  replied  the  second  woman,  look- 
ing up  into  her  face.  "  We  have  none  of  us  long  to  wait 
for  Death.  Patience,  patience  !  He'll  be  here  soon 
enough  for  us  all." 
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"Hold  your  tongue,  you  <1< >ting  idiot !"  Raid  the  matron, 
sternly.  "  You,  Martha,  tell  me  ;  has  she  been  in  this 
way  before  ?" 

"Often,"  answered  the  first  woman. 

"But  Avill  never  be  again,"  added  the  second  one; 
"that  is,  she'll  never  wake  again  but  once — and  mind, 
mistress,  that  won't  be  for  long." 

"Long  or  short,"  said  the  matron,  snappishly,  "  she 
won't  find  me  here  when  she  does  wake  :  and  take  care, 
both  of  you,  how  you  worry  me  again  for  nothing.  It's 
no  part  of  my  duty  to  see  all  the  old  women  in  the  house 
die,  and  I  won't— that's  more.  Mind  that,  you  impudent 
old  harridans.  If  you  make  a  fool  of  me  again,  I'll  soon 
cure  you,  I  warrant  you  ! " 

She  was  bouncing  away,  when  a  cry  from  the  two 
women,  who  had  turned  towards  the  bed,  caused  her  to 
look  round.  The  patient  had  raised  herself  upright,  and 
was  stretching  her  arms  towards  them. 

"Who's  that?"  she  cried,  in  a  hollow  voice. 

"Hush,  hush!  "  said  one  of  the  women,  stooping  over 
her.     "Lie  down,  lie  down  !  " 

"  I'll  never  lie  down  again  alive !  "  said  the  woman, 
struggling.  "  I  will  tell  her  !  Come  here!  Nearer!  Let 
me  whisper  in  your  ear." 

She  clutched  the  matron  by  the  arm  ;  and  forcing  her 
into  a  chair  by  the  bedside,  was  about  to  speak,  when 
looking  round,  she  caught  sight  of  the  two  old  women 
bending  forward  in  the  attitude  of  eager  listeners. 

"Turn  them  away,"  said  the  woman,  drowsily;  "  make 
haste  !  make  haste !  " 

The  two  old  crones,  chiming  in  together,  began  pour- 
ing out  many  piteous  lamentations  that  the  poor  dear 
was  too  far  gone  to  know  her  best  friends ;  and  were 
uttering  sundry  protestations  that  they  would  never 
leave  her,  when  the  superior  pushed  them  from  the 
room,  closed  the  door,  and  returned  to  the  bedside.  On 
being  excluded,  the  old  ladies  changed  their  tone,  and 
cried  through  the  keyhole  that  old  Sally  was  drunk ; 
which,  indeed,  was  not  unlikely ;  since,  in  addition  to  a 
moderate  dose  of  opium  prescribed  by  the  apothecary, 
she  was  laboring  under  the  effects  of  a  final  taste  of 
gin-and-water  which  had  been  privily  administered,  in 
the  openness  of  their  hearts,  by  the  worthy  old  ladies 
themselves. 
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"Now  listen  to  me,"  said  the  dying  woman,  aloud,  as 
if  making  a  great  effort  to  revive  one  latent  spark  of 
energy.  "  In  this  very  room — in  this  very  bed — I  once 
nursed  a  pretty  young  creetur',  that  was  brought  into 
the  house  with  her  feet  cut  and  bruised  with  walking,  and 
all  soiled  with  dust  and  blood.  Sbe  gave  birth  to  a  boy, 
and  died.     Let  me  think — what  was  the  year  again  '?" 

"Nevermind  the  year,"  said  the  impatient  auditor; 
"what  about  her?" 

"Ay,"  murmured  the  sick  woman,  relapsing  into  her 
former  drowsy  state,  "what  about  her? — what  about — I 
know  !  "  she  cried,  jumping  fiercely  up  :  her  face  flushed 
and  her  eyes  starting  from  her  head — -"  I  robbed  her,  so 
I  did  !  Sbe  wasn't  cold — I  tell  you  she  wasn't  cold, 
when  I  stole  it !  " 

"Stole  what,  for  God's  sake?"  cried  the  matron,  with 
a  gesture  as  it  sbe  would  call  for  help. 

"It/"  replied  the  woman,  laying  her  hand  over  the 
other's  mouth.  "The  only  thing  she  had.  She  wanted 
clothes  to  keep  her  warm,  and  food  to  eat ;  but  she  had 
kept  it  safe,  and  had  it  in  her  bosom.  It  was  gold,  I  tell 
you  !     Rich  gold,  that  might  have  saved  her  life  !  " 

"  Gold  ! "  echoed  the  matron,  bending  eagerly  over  the 
woman  as  she  fell  back.  "  Go  on,  go  on — yes — what  of 
it  ?     Who  was  the  mother  ?    When  was  it  ?  " 

"  She  charged  me  to  keep  it  safe,"  replied  the  woman, 
with  a  groan,  "and  trusted  me  as  the  only  woman  about 
her.  I  stole  it  in  my  heart  when  she  first  showed  it  me 
hanging  round  her  neck ;  and  the  child's  death,  perhaps, 
is  on  me  besides !  They  would  have  treated  him  better, 
if  they  had  known  it  all !  " 

"  Known  what  ?  "  asked  the  other.     "  Speak !  " 

"  The  boy  grew  so  like  his  mother,"  said  the  woman, 
rambling  on  and  not  heeding  the  question,  "  that  I  could 
never  forget  it  when  I  saw  his  face.  Poor  girl !  poor 
girl!  She  was  so  young,  too!  Such  a  gentle  lamb! 
Wait;  there's  more  to  tell.  I  have  not  told  you  all,  have 
I?" 

"No,  no,"  replied  the  matron,  inclining  her  head  to 
catch  the  words,  as  they  came  more  faintly  from  the  dy- 
ing woman.     "Be  quick,  or  it  may  be  too  late!  " 

"The  mother,"  said  the  woman,  making  a  more  vio- 
lent effort  than  before ;  "  the  mother,  when  the  pains  of 
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death  first  came  upon  her,  whispered  in  my  ear  that  if 
ber  bahy  was  horn  alive,  and  thrived,  the  d;iy  might 
come  when  it  would  not  feel  so  much  disgraced  to  hear 
iis  poor  young  mother  named.  «  And  oh,  kind  Heaven  ! ' 
she  said,  folding  her  thin  hands  together,  *  whether  it  he 
boy  or  girl,  raise  up  some  friends  for  it  in  this  troubled 
world  ;  and  take  pity  upon  a  lonely  desolate  child, 
abandoned  to  its  mercy  !'" 

"The  hoy's  name?"  demanded  the  matron. 

"  They  called  him  Oliver,"  replied  the  woman,  feebly. 
"The  gold  I  stole  was " 

"  Yes,  yes —  what?1'  cried  the  other. 

She  was  bending  eagerly  over  the  woman  to  hear  her 
reply ;  hut  drew  back,  instinctively,  as  she  once  again 
rose,  slowly  and  stiffly,  into  a  sitting  posture  ;  then, 
elntehing  the  coverlid  with  both  hands,  muttered  some 
indistinct  sounds  in  her  throat,  and  fell  lifeless  on  the 
bed. 

"  Stone  dead  ! "  said  one  of  the  old  women,  hurrying  in, 
as  soon  as  the  door  was  open. 

"  And  nothing  to  tell,  after  all,"  rejoined  the  matron, 
walking  carelessly  away. 

The  two  crones,  to  all  appearance,  too  busily  occupied 
in  the  preparations  for  their  dreadful  duties  to  make  any 
reply,  were  left  alone  :  hovering  about  the  body. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

WHEREIN  THIS  HISTORY  REVERTS  TO  MR.    FAGIN  AUT> 
COMPANY. 

While  these  things  were  passing  in  the  country  work- 
house, Mr.  Fagin  sat  in  the  old  den — the  same  from  which 
Oliver  had  been  removed  by  the  girl — brooding  over  a  dull, 
smoky  fire.  He  held  a  pair  of  bellow7s  upon  his  knee,  with 
which  he  had  apparently  been  endeavoring  to  rouse  it  into 
more  cheerful  action;  but  he  had  fallen  into  deep  thought; 
and  with  his  arms  folded  on  them,  and  his  chin  resting 
on  his  thumbs,  fixed  his  eyes,  abstractedly,  on  the  rusty 
bars. 
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At  a  table  behind  hiin  sat  the  Artful  Dodger,  Master 
Charles  Bates,  and  Mr.  Chitling:  all  intent  upon  a  game 
of  whist;  the  Artful  taking  dummy  against  Master  Bates 
and  Mr.  Chitling.  The  countenance  of  the  first-named 
gentleman,  peculiarly  intelligent  at  all  times,  acquired 
great  additional  interest  from  his  close  observance  of  the 
game,  and  his  attentive  perusal  of  Mr.  Chitling' s  hand ; 
upon  which,  from  time  to  time,  as  occasion  served,  he  be- 
stowed a  variety  of  earnest  glances  :  wisely  regulating  his 
own  play  by  the  result  of  his  observations  upon  his  neigh- 
bor's cards.  It  being  a  cold  night,  the  Dodger  wore  his 
hat,  as,  indeed,  was  often  his  custom  within  doors.  He 
also  sustained  a  clay  pipe  between  his  teeth,  which  he 
only  removed  for  a  brief  space  when  he  deemed  it  neces- 
sary to  apply  for  refreshment  to  a  quart  pot  upon  the  table, 
which  stood  ready  filled  with  gin-and-waterfor  the  accom- 
modation of  the  company. 

Master  Bates  was  also  attentive  to  the  play;  but  being 
of  a  more  excitable  nature  than  his  accomplished  friend,  it 
was  observable  that  he  more  frequently  applied  himself  to 
the  gin-and- water ;  and  moreover  indulged  in  many  jests 
and  irrelevant  remarks,  all  highly  unbecoming  a  scien- 
tific rubber.  Indeed,  the  Artful,  presuming  upon  their 
close  attachment,  more  than  once  took  occasion  to  reason 
gravely  with  his  companion  upon  these  improprieties: 
all  of  which  remonstrances,  Master  Bates  received  in 
extremely  good  part ;  merely  requesting  his  friend  to  be 
"  blowed,"  or  to  insert  his  head  in  a  sack,  or  replying  with 
some  other  neatly-turned  witticism  of  a  similar  kind,  the 
happy  application  of  which,  excited  considerable  admira- 
tion in  the  mind  of  Mr.  Chitling.  It  was  remarkable  that 
the  latter  gentleman  and  his  partner  invariably  lost;  and 
that  the  circumstance,  so  far  from  angering  Master  Bates, 
appeared  to  afford  him  the  highest  amusement,  inasmuch 
as  he  laughed  most  uproariously  at  the  end  of  every  deal, 
and  protested  that  he  had  never  seen  such  a  jolly  game  in 
all  his  born  days. 

"  That's  two  doubles  and  the  rub,"  said  Mr.  Chitling, 
with  a  very  long  face,  as  he  drew  half-a-crown  from  his 
waistcoat-pocket.  "I  never  see  such  a  feller  as  you, 
Jack;  you  win  everything.  Even  when  we've  good  cards, 
Charley  and  I  can't  make  nothing  of  'em." 

Either  the  matter  or  the  manner  of  this  remark,  which 
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was  made  very  ruefully,  delighted  Charley  Bates  so  much, 
that  his  consequent  shout  of  laughter  roused  the  Jew  from 
his  reverie,  and  induced  him  to  inquire  what  was  the 
matter. 

"  Matter,  Fagin ! "  cried  Charley.  "I  wish  you  had 
watched  the  play.  Tommy  Chitling  -hasn't  won  a  point ; 
and  I  went  partners  with  him  against  the  Artful  anddum." 

"  Ay,  ay!  "  said  the  .Jew,  with  a  grin,  which  sufficiently 
demonstrated  that  he  was  at  no  loss  to  understand  the 
reason.     "Try  'em  again,  Tom;  try  'em  again." 

"No  more  of  it  for  me,  thankee,  Fagin,"  replied  Mr. 
Chilling  ;  "  I've  had  enough.  That  'ere  Dodger  has  such 
a  run  of  luck  that  there's  no  standing  again'  him." 

"Ha!  ha!  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew,  "you  must  get 
up  very  early  in  the  morning,  to  win  against  the  Dodger. 

"  Morning!  "  said  Charley  Bates  ;  "you  must  put  your 
boots  on  overnight;  and  have  a  telescope  at  each  eye,  and 
a  opera-glass  between  your  shoulders,  if  you  want  to  come 
over  him." 

Mr.  Dawkins  received  these  handsome  compliments 
with  much  philosophy,  and  offered  to  cut  any  gentleman 
in  company,  for  the  first  picture-card,  at  a  shilling  a  time. 
Nobody  accepting  the  challenge,  and  his  pipe  being  by 
this  time  smoked  out,  he  proceeded  to  amuse  himself  by 
sketching  a  ground-plan  of  Newgate  on  the  table  with  the 
piece  of  chalk  which  had  served  him  in  lieu  of  counters; 
whistling,  meantime,  with  peculiar  shrillness. 

"  How  precious  dull  you  are,  Tommy !  "  said  the  Dodger, 
stopping  short  when  there  had  been  a  long  silence;  and 
addressing  Mr.  Chitling.  "  What  do  you  think  he's  think- 
ing of,  Fagin  ?  " 

"How  should  I  know,  my  dear?"  replied  the  Jew, 
looking  round  as  he  plied  the  bellows.  "  About  his  losses, 
may  be;  or  the  little  retirement  in  the  country  that  he's 
just  left,  eh?    Ha!  ha!     Is  that  it,  my  dear?" 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  replied  the  Dodger,  stopping  the  sub- 
ject of  discourse  as  Mr.  Chitling  was  about  to  reply. 
"  What  do  you  say,  Charley  ?  " 

"  /  should  say,"  replied  Master  Bates,  with  a  grin, 
"that  he  was  uncommon  sweet  upon  Betsy.  See  how 
he's  a-blushing !  Oh,  my  eye  !  here's  a  merry-go-rounder ! 
Tommy  Chitling's  in  love!  Oh,  Fagin,  Fagin !  what  a 
spree ! " 
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Thoroughly  overpowered  with  the  notion  of  Mr.  Chit- 
ling  being  the  victim  of  the  tender  passion,  Master  Bates 
threw  himself  back  in  his  chair  with  such  violence,  that 
he  lost  his  balance,  and  pitched  over  upon  the  floor ; 
where  (the  accident  abating  nothing  of  his  merriment) 
he  lay  at  full  length  until  his  laugh  was  over,  when  he 
resumed  his  former  position,  and  began  another. 

"Never  mind  him,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  winking  at 
Mr.  Dawkins,  and  giving  Master  Bates  a  reproving  tap 
with  the  nozzle  of  the  bellows.  "Betsy's  a  fine  girl. 
Stick  up  to  her,  Tom.     Stick  up  to  her." 

"  What  I  mean  to  say,  Fagin,"  replied  Mr.  Chitling, 
very  red  in  the  face,  "  is,  that  that  isn't  anything  to  any- 
body here." 

"No  more  it  is,"  replied  the  Jew;  "Charley  will  talk. 
Don't  mind  him,  my  dear ;  don't  mind  him.  Betsy's  a 
fine  girl.  Do  as  she  bids  you,  Tom,  and  you  will  make 
your  fortune." 

"  So  I  do  do,  as  she  bids  me,"  replied  Mr.  Chitling ; 
"  I  shouldn't  have  been  milled,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  her 
advice.  But  it  turned  out  a  good  job  for  you  ;  didn't  it, 
Fagin!  And  what's  six  weeks  of  it?  It  must  come,  some 
time  or  another,  and  why  not  in  the  winter  time  when 
vou  don't  want  to  go  out  a-walking  so  much ;  eh,  Fagin  ?" 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew. 

•'You  wouldn't  mind  it  again,  Tom,  would  you,"  asked 
the  Dodger,  winking  upon  Charley  and  the  Jew,  "  if  Bet 
was  all  right?" 

"  I  mean  to  say  that  I  shouldn't,"  replied  Tom,  angrily. 
"  There,  now !  Ah !  Who'll  say  as  much  as  that,  I 
should  like  to  know;  eh,  Fagin?" 

"Nobody,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew;  "not  a  soul, 
Tom.  I  don't  know  one  of  'em  that  would  do  it  besides 
you ;  not  one  of  'em,  my  dear." 

"I  might  have  got  clear  off,  if  I'd  split  upon  her; 
mightn't  I,  Fagin?"  angrily  pursued  the  poor  half-witted 
dupe.  "  A  word  from  me  would  have  done  it ;  wouldn't 
it,  Fagin?" 

"  To  be  sure  it  would,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"  But  I  didn't  blab  it ;  did  I,  Fagin  ?  "  demanded  Tom, 
pouring  question  upon  question  with  great  volubility. 

"  No,  no,  to  be  sure,"  replied  the  Jew ;  "  you  were  too 
stout-hearted  for  that.     A  deal  too  stout,  my  dear !  " 
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"  Perhaps  I  was,"  rejoined  Tom,  looking  round  ;  "  *iul 
if  I  was,  what's  to  laugh  at,  in  that;  eh,  Fagin?" 

The  Jew,  perceiving  that  Mr.  Chitling  was  considerably 
roused,  hastened  to  assure  him  that  nobody  was  laugh- 
ing; and,  to  prove  the  gravity  of  the  company,  appealed 
to  Master  Bates,  the  principal  offender.  But,  unfort- 
unately, Charley,  in  opening  his  mouth  to  reply  that  he 
was  never  more  serious  in  his  life,  was  unable  to  prevent 
the  escape  of  such  a  violent  roar,  that  the  abused  Mr. 
Chitling,  without  any  preliminary  ceremonies,  rushed 
across  the  room  and  aimed  a  blow  at  the  offender,  who, 
being  skilful  in  evading  pursuit,  ducked  to  avoid  it;  and 
chose  his  time  so  well  that  it  lighted  on  the  chest  of  the 
merry  old  gentleman,  and  caused  him  to  stagger  to  the 
wall,  where  he  stood  panting  for  breath,  while  Mr.  Chit- 
ling  looked  on,  in  intense  dismay. 

"Hark  !  "  cried  the  Dodger  at  this  moment,  "I  heard 
the  tinkler."  Catching  up  the  light,  he  crept  softly  up 
stairs. 

The  bell  was  rung  again,  with  some  impatience,  w?hile 
the  party  were  in  darkness.  After  a  short  pause,  the 
Dodger  reappeared  ;  and  whispered  Fagin  mysteriously. 

"  What !  "  cried  the  Jew,  «  alone  ?  " 

The  Dodger  nodded  in  the  affirmative ;  and,  shading 
the  flame  of  the  candle  with  his  hand,  gave  Charley  Bates 
a  private  intimation,  in  dumb  show,  that  he  had  better 
not  be  funny  just  then.  Having  performed  this  friendly 
office,  he  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  Jew's  face,  and  awaited 
his  directions. 

The  old  man  bit  his  yellow  fingers,  and  meditated  for 
some  seconds;  his  face  working  with  agitation  the  while, 
as  if  he  dreaded  something,  and  feared  to  know  the  worst, 
At  length  he  raised  his  head. 

"  Where  is  he  ?  "  he  asked.- 

The  Dodger  pointed  to  the  floor  above ;  and  made  a 
gesture,  as  if  to  leave  the  room. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Jew,  answering  the  mute  inquiry ; 
"bring  him  down.  Hush!  Quiet,  Charley!  Gently, 
Tom  !     Scarce,  scarce !  " 

This  brief  direction  to  Charley  Bates,  and  his  recent 
antagonist,  was  softly  and  immediately  obeyed.  There 
was  no  sound  of  their  whereabout,  when  the  Dodger  de- 
scended the  stairs,  bearing  the  light  in  his  hand,  and 
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followed  by  a  man  in  a  coarse  smock-frock ;  who,  after 
casting  a  hurried  glance  round  the  room,  pulled  off  a 
large  wrapper  which  had  concealed  the  lower  portion  of 
his  face,  and  disclosed :  all  haggard,  unwashed,  and  un- 
shorn :  the  features  of  flash  Toby  Crackit. 

"  How  are  you,  Faguey  ?  "  said  this  worthy,  nodding  to 
the  Jew.  "Pop  that  shawl  away  in  my  castor,  Dodger, 
so  that  I  may  know  where  to  find  it  when  I  cut ;  that's 
the  time  of  day  !  You'll  be  a  fine  young  cracksman  afor? 
the  old  file  now." 

With  these  words  he  pulled  up  the  smock-frock  ;  and 
winding  it  round  his  middle,  drew  a  chair  to  the  fire 
and  placed  his  feet  upon  the  hob. 

"  See  there,  Fagney,"  he  said,  pointing  disconsolately 
to  his  top-boots ;  "  not  a  drop  of  Day  and  Martin  since 

you   know   when;   not   a  bubble   of   blacking,   by ! 

But  don't  look  at  me  in  that  way,  man.  All  in  good 
time;  I  can't  talk  about  business  till  I've  eat  and  drank  ; 
so  produce  the  sustainance,  and  let's  have  a  quiet  fill-out 
for  the  first  time  these  three  days ! " 

The  Jew  motioned  to  the  Dodger  to  place  what  eatables 
there  were,  upon  the  table ;  and,  seating  himself  opposite 
the  housebreaker,  waited  his  leisure. 

To  judge  from  appearances,  Toby  was  by  no  means  in 
a  hurry  to  open  the  conversation.  At  first,  the  Jew 
contented  himself  with  patiently  watching  his  counte- 
nance, as  if  to  gain  from  its  expression  some  clue  to  the 
intelligence  he  brought  ;  but  in  vain.  He  looked  tired 
and  worn,  but  there  was  the  same  complacent  repose  upon 
his  features  that  they  always  wore ;  and  through  dirt, 
and  beard,  and  whisker,  there  still  shone,  unimpaired,  the 
self-satisfied  smirk  of  flash  Toby  Crackit.  Then,  the 
Jew,  in  an  agony  of  impatience,  watched  every  morsel  he 
put  into  his  mouth  ;  pacing  up  and  down  the  room,  mean- 
while, in  irrepressible  excitement.  It  was  all  of  no  use. 
Toby  continued  to  eat  with  the  utmost  outward  indif- 
ference, until  he  could  eat.  no  more;  then,  ordering  the 
Dodger  out,  he  closed  the  door,  mixed  a  glass  of  spirits 
and  water,  and  composed  himself  for  talking. 

"  First  and  foremost,  Faguey,"  said  Toby. 

"Yes,  yes  !  "  interposed  the  Jew,  drawing  up  his  chair. 

Mr.  Crackit  stopped  to  take  a  draught  of  spirits  and 
water,  and  to  declare  that  the  gin  was  excellent ;  and 
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then,  placing  his  feet  against  the  low  mantelpiece,  so  as 
to  bring  his  boots  to  about  the  level  of  his  eye,  quietly 
resumed. 

"  First  and  foremost,  Faguey,"  said  the  housebreaker, 
"how's  Bill?" 

"  What !  "  screamed  tbe  Jew,  starting  from  his  seat. 

"Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say "  began  Toby,  turn- 
ing pale. 

''Mean!"  cried  the  Jew,  stamping  furiously  on  the 
ground.  "  Where  are  they  ?  Sikes  and  the  boy !  Where 
are  they?  Where  have  they  been?  Where  are  they 
hiding?     Why  have  they  not  been  here?" 

"  The  crack  failed,"  said  Toby,  faintly. 

"  I  know  it,"  replied  the  Jew,  tearing  a  newspaper  from 
his  pocket,  and  pointing  to  it.     "  What  more?" 

"They  fired  and  hit  the  boy.  We  cut  over  the  fields 
at  the  back,  with  him  between  us — straight  as  the 
crow  flies — through  hedge  and  ditch.  They  gave  chase. 
D — me !  the  whole  country  was  awake,  and  the  dogs 
upon  us." 

"  The  boy  !  "  gasped  the  Jew. 

"  Bill  had  him  on  his  back,  and  scudded  like  the  wind. 
We  stopped  to  take  him  between  us  ;  his  head  hung 
down,  and  he  was  cold.  They  were  close  upon  our  heels  ; 
every  man  for  himself,  and  each  from  the  gallows  !  We 
parted  company,  and  left  the  youngster  lying  in  a  ditch. 
Alive  or  dead,  that's  all  I  know  about  him." 

The  Jew  stopped  to  hear  no  more  ;  but  uttering  a  loud 
yell,  and  twining  his  hands  in  his  hair,  rushed  from 
the  room,  and  from  the  house. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

IN  WHICH  A  MYSTERIOUS  CHARACTER  APPEARS  UPON  THE 
SCENE  ;  AND  MANY  THINGS,  INSEPARABLE  FROM  THIS 
HISTORY,    ARE    DONE    AND    PERFORMED. 

The  old  man  had  gained  the  street  corner,  before  he 
began  to  recover  the  effect  of  Toby  Crackit's  intelligence. 
He  had  relaxed  nothing  of  his  unusual  speed ;  but  was 
still  pressing  onward,  in  the  same  wild  and  disordered 
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manner,  when  the  sudden  dashing  past  of  a  carriage  :  and 
a  boisterous  cry  from  the  foot  passengers,  who  saw  his 
danger  :  drove  him  back  upon  the  pavement.  Avoiding, 
as  much  as  possible,  all  the  main  streets ;  and  skulking 
only  through  the  byways  and  alleys  ;  he  at  length  emerged 
on  Snow  Hill.  Here  he  walked  even  faster  than  before ; 
nor  did  he  linger  until  he  had  again  turned  into  a  court; 
when,  as  if  conscious  that  he  was  now  in  his  proper  ele- 
ment, he  fell  into  his  usual  shuffling  pace,  and  seemed  to 
breathe  more  freely. 

Nearer  to  the  spot  on  which  Snow  Hill  and  Holborn 
Hill  meet,  there  opens  :  upon  the  right  hand  as  you  come 
out  of  the  City  :  a  narrow  and  dismal  alley  leading  to 
Saffron  Hill.  In  its  filthy  shops  are  exposed  for  sale  huge 
bunches  of  second-hand  silk  handkerchiefs,  of  all  sizes 
and  patterns  ;  for  here  reside  the  traders  who  purchase 
them  from  pickpockets.  Hundreds  of  these  handkerchiefs 
hang  dangling  from  pegs  outside  the  windows  or  flaunt- 
ing from  the  door-posts  ;  and  the  shelves,  within,  are  piled 
with  them.  Confined  as  the  limits  of  Field  Lane  are,  it 
had  its  barber,  its  coffee-shop,  its  beer-shop,  and  its  fried- 
fish  warehouse.  It  is  a  commercial  colony  of  itself :  the 
emporium  of  petty  larceny  :  visited  at  early  morning,  and 
setting-inof  dusk,  by  silent  merchants,  who  traffic  in  dark 
back-parlors ;  and  who  go  as  strangely  as  they  come. 
Here,  the  clothesman,  the  shoe- vam per,  and  the  rag-mer- 
chant, display  their  goods,  as  signboards  to  the  petty 
thief ;  here,  stores  of  old  iron  and  bones,  and  heaps  of 
mildewy  fragments  of  woollen-stuff  and  linen,  rust  and 
rot  in  the  grimy  cellars. 

It  was  into  this  place  that  the  Jew  turned.  He  was 
well  known  to  the  sallow  denizens  of  the  lane ;  for  such 
of  them  as  were  on  the  look-out  to  buy  or  sell,  nodded, 
familiarly,  as  he  passed  along.  He  replied  to  their  saluta- 
tions in  the  same  way ;  but  bestowed  no  closer  recogni- 
tion until  he  reached  the  further  end  of  the  alley  ;  when 
he  stopped,  to  address  a  salesman  of  small  stature,  who 
had  squeezed  as  much  of  his  person  into  a  child's  chair 
as  the  chair  would  hold,  and  was  smoking  a  pipe  at 
his  warehouse  door. 

"Why,  the  sight  of  you,  Mr.  Fagin,  would  cure  the 
hoptalmy !  "  said  this  respectable  trader,  in  acknowledg- 
ment of  the  Jew's  inquiry  after  his  health. 
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"The  neighborhood  was  a  little  too  hot,  Lively,"  said 
Fagin,  elevating  his  eyebrows,  and  crossing  his  hands 
upon  his  shoulders. 

"  Well,  I've  heerd  that  complaint  of  it,  once  or  twice 
before,"  replied  the  trader  ;  "  but  it  soon  cools  down 
again;  don't  you  find  it  so?" 

Fagin  nodded  in  the  affirmative.  Pointing  in  the 
direction  of  Saffron  Hill,  he  inquired  whether  any  one 
was  up  yonder  to-night. 

"At  the  Cripples  ?"  inquired  the  man. 

The  Jew  nodded. 

"  Let  me  see,"  pursued  the  merchant,  reflecting.  "  Yes, 
there's  some  half-dozen  of  'em  gone  in,  that  I  knows.  I 
don't  think  your  friend's  there." 

"Sikes  is  not,  I  suppose?"  inquired  the  Jew,  with  a 
disappointed  countenance. 

"JVon  istioentus,  as  the  lawyers  say,"  replied  the 
little  man,  shaking  his  head,  and  looking  amazingly  sly. 
"Have  you  got  anything  in  my  line  to-night  ?" 

"  Nothing  to-night,"  said  the  Jew,  turning  away. 

"  Are  you  going  up  to  the  Cripples,  Fagin  ?  "  cried  the 
little  man,  calling  after  him.  "Stop!  I  don't  mind  it  I 
have  a  drop  there  with  you  !  " 

But  as  the  Jew,  looking  back,  waved  his  hand  to  in- 
timate that  he  preferred  being  alone;  and,  moreover,  as 
the  little  man  could  not  very  easily  disengage  himself  from 
the  chair  ;  the  sign  of  the  Cripples  was,  for  a  time,  bereft 
of  the  advantage  of  Mr.  Lively's  presence.  By  the  time 
he  had  got  upon  his  legs,  the  Jew  had  disappeared  ;  so 
Mr.  Lively,  after  ineffectually  standing  on  tiptoe,  in  the 
hope  of  catching  sight  of  him,  again  forced  himself  into 
the  little  chair,  and  exchanging  a  shake  of  the  head  with  a 
lady  in  the  opposite  shop,  in  which  doubt  and  mistrust 
were  plainly  mingled,  resumed  his  pipe  with  a  grave  de- 
meanor. 

The  Three  Cripples,  or  rather  the  Cripples :  which  was 
the  sign  by  which  the  establishment  was  familiarly 
known  to  its  patrons :  was  the  same  public-house  in 
which  Mr.  Sikes  and  his  dog  have  already  figured. 
Merely  making  a  sign  to  a  man  at  the  bar,  Fagin  walked 
straight  up  stairs ;  and  opening  the  door  of  a  room,  and 
•oftly    insinuating   himself  into  the   chamber,  looked 
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anxiously  about :  shading  bis  eyes  with  his  hand,  as  if  in 
search  of  some  particular  person. 

The  room  was  illuminated  by  two  gas-lights  the 
glare  of  which  was  prevented  by  the  barred  shutters, 
and  closely-drawn  curtains  of  faded  red,  from  being 
visible  outside.  The  ceiling  was  blackened,  to  prevent 
its  colors  from  being  injured  by  the  flaring  of  the 
lamps ;  and  the  place  was  so  full  of  dense  tobacco  smoke, 
that  at  first  it  was  scarcely  possible  to  discern  anything 
more.  By  degrees,  however,  as  some  of  it  cleared  away 
through  the  open  door,  an  assemblage  of  heads,  as  con- 
fused as  the  noises  that  greeted  the  ear,  might  be  made 
out ;  and  as  the  eye  grew  more  accustomed  to  the  scene, 
the  spectator  gradually  became  aware  of  the  presence  of 
a  numerous  company,  male  and  female,  crowded  round  a 
long  table :  at  the  upper  end  of  which,  sat  a  chairman 
with  a  hammer  of  office  in  his  hand ;  while  a  professional 
gentleman,  with  a  bluish  nose,  and  his  face  tied  up  for 
the  benefit  of  a  toothache,  presided  at  a  jingling  piano  in 
a  remote  corner. 

As  Fagin  stepped  softly  in,  the  professional  gentle- 
man, running  over  the  keys  by  the  way  of  prelude,  oc- 
casioned a  general  cry  of  order  for  a  song ;  which,  having 
subsided,  a  young  lady  proceeded  to  entertain  the  com- 
pany with  a  ballad  in  four  verses,  between  each  of  which 
the  accompanyist  played  the  melody,  all  through,  as  loud 
as  he  could.  When  this  was  over,  the  chairman  gave  a 
sentiment;  after  which,  the  professional  gentlemen  on 
the  chairman's  right  and  left  volunteered  a  duet,  and 
sang  it,  with  great  applause. 

It  was  curious  to  observe  some  faces  which  stood  out 
prominently  from  among  the  group.  There  was  the 
chairman  himself  (the  landlord  of  the  house),  a  coarse, 
rough,  heavy-built  fellow,  who,  while  the  songs  were 
proceeding,  rolled  his  eyes  hither  and  thither,  and,  seem- 
ing to  give  himself  up  to  joviality,  had  an  eye  for  every- 
thing that  was  done,  and  an  ear  for  everything  than  wa8 
said — and  sharp  ones,  too.  Near  him  were  the  singers  : 
receiving,  with  professional  indifference,  the  compliments 
of  the  company,  and  applying  themselves,  in  turn,  to  a 
dozen  proffered  glasses  of  spirits  avnd  water,  tendered  by 
their  more  boisterous  admirers  ;  whose  countenances,  ex- 
pressive of  almost  every  vice  in  almost  every  grade,  irresist* 
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ibly  attracted  the  attention,  by  their  very  repulsiveness. 
Cunning,  ferocity,  and  drunkenness  in  all  its  stages,  were 
there,  in  their  strongest  aspects  ;  and  women  :.somc  With 
the  last  lingering  tinge  of  their  early  freshness  almost 
fading  as  you  looked  :  others  with  every  mark  and  stain)) 
of  their  sex  utterly  beaten  out,  and  presenting  but  one 
loathsome  blank  of  profligacy  and  crime;  some  mere 
girls,  others  but  young  women,  and  none  past  the  prime  of 
life ;  formed  the  darkest  and  saddest  portion  of  this  dreary 
picture. 

Fagin,  troubled  by  no  grave  emotions,  looked  eagerly 
from  face  to  face  while  these  proceedings  were  in  progress ; 
but  apparently  without  meeting  that  of  which  he  was  in 
search.  Succeeding,  at  length,  in  catching  the  eye  of  the 
man  who  occupied  the  chair,  he  beckoned  to  him  slightly, 
and  left  the  room,  as  quietly  as  he  had  entered  it. 

"  What  can  I  do  for  you,  Mr.  Fagin  ? "  inquired  the 
man,  as  he  followed  him  out  to  the  landing.  "  Won't  you 
join  us  ?    They'll  be  delighted,  every  one  of  'em." 

The  Jew  shook  his  head  impatiently,  and  said  in  a 
whisper,  "  Is  he  here  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  the  man. 

"  And  no  news  of  Barney  ?  "  inquired  Fagin. 

"  None,"  replied  the  landlord  of  the  Cripples ;  for  it 
was  he.  "He  won't  stir  till  it's  all  safe.  Depend  on 
it,  they're  on  the  scent  down  there  ;  and  that  if  he  moved, 
he'd  blow  upon  the  thing  at  once.  He's  all  right  enough, 
Barney  is,  else  I  should  have  heard  of  him.  I'll  pound  it, 
that  Barney's  managing  properly.  Let  him  alone  for  that." 

"  Will  he  be  here  to-night';"  asked  the  Jew,  laying  the 
same  emphasis  on  the  pronoun  as  before. 

"  Monks,  do  you  mean  ?  "  inquired  the  landlord,  hesitat- 
ing. 

"  Hush  !  "  said  the  Jew.     "  Yes." 

"Certain,"  replied  the  man,  drawing  a  gold  watch  from 
his  fob  ;  "  I  expected  him  here,  before  now.  If  you'll  wait 
ten  minutes,  he'll  be " 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  Jew,  hastily ;  as  though,  however 
desirous  he  might  be  to  see  the  person  in  question,  he  was 
nevertheless  relieved  by  his  absence.  "  Tell  him  I  came 
here  to  see  him ;  and  that  he  must  come  to  me  to-night. 
No,  say  to-morrow.  As  he  is  not  here,  to-morrow  will 
be  time  enough." 
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"  Good ! "  said  the  man.     "  Nothing  more  ?  " 

"  Not  a  word  now,"  said  the  Jew,  descending  the  stairs. 

"I  say,"  said  the  other,  looking  over  the  rails,  and 
speaking  in  a  hoarse  whisper  ;  "  what  a  time  this  would  he 
for  a  sell !  I've  got  Phil  Barker  here  :  so  drunk,  that  a 
hoy  might  take  him." 

"Aha!  But  it's  not  Phil  Barker's  time,"  said  the  Jew, 
looking  up.  "  Phil  lias  something  more  to  do,  before  we 
can  afford  to  part  with  him ;  so  go  hack  to  the  company, 
my  dear,  and  tell  them  to  lead  merry  lives — while  they  last. 
Ha !  ha !  ha ! " 

The  landlord  reciprocated  the  old  man's  laugh ;  and 
returned  to  his  guests.  The  Jew  was  no  sooner  alone, 
than  his  countenance  resumed  its  former  expression  of 
anxiety  and  thought.  After  a  brief  reflection,  he  called  a 
hack-cabriolet,  and  bade  the  man  drive  towards  Bethnal 
Green.  He  dismissed  him  within  some  quarter  of  a  mile 
of  Mr.  Sikes's  residence ;  and  performed  the  short  re- 
mainder of  the  distance,  on  foot. 

"  Now,"  muttered  the  Jew,  as  he  knocked  at  the  door, 
"  if  there  is  any  deep  play  here,  I  shall  have  it  out  of  you, 
my  girl,  cunning  as  you  are." 

She  was  in  her  room,  the  woman  said.  Fagin  crept 
softly  up  stairs,  and  entered  it  without  any  previous  cere- 
mony. The  girl  was  alone;  lying  with  her  head  upon 
the  table,  and  her  hair  straggling  over  it. 

"  She  has  been  drinking,"  thought  the  Jew,  coolly,  "  or 
perhaps  she  is  only  miserable." 

The  old  man  turned  to  close  the  door,  as  he  made  this 
reflection ;  and  the  noise  thus  occasioned,  roused  the  girl. 
She  eyed  his  crafty  face  narrowly,  as  she  inquired  whether 
there  was  any  news,  and  listened  to  his  recital  of  Toby 
Crackit's  story.  When  it  was  concluded,  she  sank  into 
her  former  attitude,  but  spoke  not  a  word.  She  pushed 
the  candle  impatiently  away  ;  and  once  or  twice,  as  she 
feverishly  changed  her  position,  shuffled  her  feet  upon  the 
ground ;  but  this  was  all. 

During  this  silence,  the  Jew  looked  restlessly  about  the 
room,  as  if  to  assure  himself  that  there  were  no  appear- 
ances of  Sikes  having  covertly  returned.  Apparently 
satisfied  with  his  inspection,  he  coughed  twice  or  thrice, 
and  made  as  many  efforts  to  open  a  conversation  ;  but  the 
girl  heeded  him  no  more  than  if  he  had  been  made  of 
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stone.     At  length  ho  made  another  attempt ;  and,  rubbing 

his  hands  together,  said,  in  his  most  conciliatory  tone, 

"  And  where  should  you  think  Bill  was  now,  my 
dear?" 

The  girl  moaned  out  some  half  intelligible  reply,  that 
she  could  not  tell;  and  seemed,  from  the  smothered  noise 
that  escaped  her,  to  he  crying. 

"And  the  boy,  too,"  said  the  Jew,  straining  his  eyes  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  her  face.  "  Poor  leetle  child !  Left 
in  a  ditch,  Nance  ;  only  think  !  " 

"  The  child,"  said  the  girl,  suddenly  looking  up,  "  is  bet- 
ter where  he  is,  than  among  us ;  and  if  no  harm  comes 
to  Bill  from  it,  I  hope  he  lies  dead  in  the  ditch,  and  that 
his  young  bones  may  rot  there." 

"  What !  "  cried  the  Jew,  in  amazement. 

"  Ay,  I  do,"  returned  the  girl,  meeting  his  gaze.  "  I 
shall  be  glad  to  have  him  away  from  my  eyes,  and  to 
know  that  the  worst  is  over.  I  can't  bear  to  have  him 
about  me.  The  sight  of  him  turns  me  against  myself, 
and  all  of  you." 

"  Pooh !  "  said  the  Jew,  scornfully.     "  You're  drunk." 

"Am  I?"  cried  the  girl,  bitterly.  "It's  no  fault  of 
yours,  if  I  am  not !  You'd  never  have  me  anything  else, 
if  you  had  your  will,  except  now; — the  humor  doesn't 
suit  you,  doesn't  it  ?  " 

"  No !  "  rejoined  the  Jew,  furiously.     "  It  does  not." 

"  Change  it,  then ! "  responded  the  girl,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Change  it !  "  exclaimed  the  Jew,  exasperated  beyond 
all  bounds  by  his  companion's  unexpected  obstinacy,  and 
the  vexation  of  the  night,  "  I  will  change  it !  Listen  to 
me,  you  drab !  Listen  to  me,  who,  with  six  words,  can 
strangle  Sikes  as  surely  as  if  I  had  his  bull's  throat  be- 
tween my  fingers  now.  If  he  comes  back,  and  leaves  that 
boy  behind  him,— if  he  gets  off  free;  and,  dead  or  alive, 
fails  to  restore  him  to  me ;  murder  him  yourself  if  you 
would  have  him  escape  Jack  Ketch :  and  do  it  the  mo- 
ment he  sets  foot  in  this  room,  or,  mind  me,  it  will  be  too 
late ! " 

"What  is  all  this?"  cried  the  girl,  involuntarily. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  pursued  Fagin,  mad  with  rage.  "  When 
the  boy's  worth  hundreds  of  pounds  to  me,  am  I  to  lose 
what  chance  threw  me  in  the  way  of  getting  safely,  through 
the  whims  of  a  drunken  gang  that  I  could  whistle  away 
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the  lives  of !  And  me  bound,  too,  to  a  born  devil  that 
only  wants  the  will,  and  has  the  power  to,  to " 

Panting  for  breath,  the  old  man  stammered  for  a  word; 
and  in  that  instant  cheeked  the  torrent  of  his  wrath,  and 
changed  his  whole  demeanor.  A  moment  before,  his 
clenched  hands  had  grasped  the  air;  his  eyes  had  dilated; 
and  his  face  grown  livid  with  passion ;  but  now,  he 
shrank  into  a  chair,  and,  cowering  together,  trembled 
with  the  apprehension  of  having  himself  disclosed  some 
hidden  villainy.  After  a  short  silence,  he  ventured  to 
look  round  at  his  companion.  He  appeared  somewhat 
reassured,  on  beholding  her  in  the  same  listless  attitude 
from  which  he  had  first  roused  her. 

"  Nancy,  dear  !  "  croaked  the  Jew,  in  his  usual  voice. 
"  Did  you  mind  me,  dear  ?  " 

"Don't  worry  me,  now,  Fagin?"  replied  the  girl,  rais- 
ing her  head  languidly.  "  If  Bill  has  not  done  it  this 
time,  he  will  another.  He  has  done  many  a  good  job  for 
you,  and  will  do  many  more  when  he  can ;  and  when  he 
can't,  he  won't ;  so  no  more  about  that." 

"Regarding  this  boy,  my  dear?"  said  the  Jew,  rub- 
bing the  palms  of  his  hands  nervously  together. 

"The  boy  must  take  his  chance  with  the  rest,"  inter- 
rupted Nancy,  hastily;  "and  1  say  again,  I  hope  he  is 
dead,  and  out  of  harm's  way,  and  out  of  yours, — that  is, 
if  Bill  comes  to  no  harm.  And  if  Toby  got  clear  off,  he's 
pretty  sure  to  be  safe ;  for  he's  worth  two  of  him  any 
time." 

"  And  about  what  I  was  saying,  my  dear  ? "  observed 
the  Jew,  keeping  his  glistening  eye  steadily  upon  her. 

"  You  must  say  it  all  over  again,  if  it's  anything  you 
want  me  to  do,"  rejoined  Nancy  ;  "  and  if  it  is,  you  had 
better  wait  till  to-morrow.  You  put  me  up  for  a  minute ; 
but  now  I'm  stupid  again." 

Fagin  put  several  other  questions :  all  with  the  same 
drift  of  ascertaining  whether  the  girl  had  profited  by  his 
unguarded  hints ;  but,  she  answered  them  so  readily, 
and  was  withal  so  utterly  unmoved  by  his  searching  looks, 
that  his  original  impression  of  her  being  more  than  a 
trifle  in  liquor,  was  fully  confirmed.  Nancy,  indeed,  was 
not  exempt  from  a  failing  which  was  very  common  among 
the  Jew's  female  pupils ;  and  in  which,  in  their  tenderer 
years,  they  were  rather  encouraged  than  checked.     Her 
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disordered  appearance,  and  a  wholesale  perfume  of  Geneva 
which  pervaded  the  apartment,  afforded  strong  confirma- 
tory evidence  of  the  justice  of  the  Jew's  supposition  ;  and 
when,  after  indulging  in  the  temporary  display  of  violence 
above  described,  she  subsided,  first  into  dulness,  and  after- 
wards into  a  compound  of  feelings  :  under  the  influence  of 
which,  she  shed  tears  one  minute  :  and  in  the  next  gave 
utterance  to  various  exclamations  of  "  Never  say  die  !  " 
and  divers  calculations  as  to  what  might  be  the  amount 
of  the  odds  so  long  as  a  lady  or  gentleman  was  happy  : 
Mr.  Fagin,  who  had  had  considerable  experience  of  such 
matters  in  his  time,  saw,  with  great  satisfaction,  that  she 
was  very  far  gone  indeed. 

Having  eased  his  mind  by  this  discovery;  and  having 
accomplished  his  twofold  object  of  imparting  to  the  girl 
what  he  had  that  night  heard,  and  of  ascertaining;  with  his 
own  eyes,  that  Sikes  had  not  returned ;  Mr.  Fagin  again 
turned  his  face  homeward:  leaving  his  young  friend 
asleep,  with  her  head  upon  the  table. 

It  was  within  an  hour  of  midnight;  and  the  weather 
being  dark  and  piercing  cold,  he  had  no  great  temptation 
to  loiter.  The  sharp  wind  that  scoured  the  streets, 
seemed  to  have  cleared  them  of  passengers,  as  of  dust 
and  mud,  for  few  people  were  abroad:  and  they  were  to 
all  appearance  hastening  fast  home.  It  blew  from  the 
right  quarter  for  the  Jew,  however,  and  straight  before 
it  he  went:  trembling,  and  shivering,  as  every  fresh  gust 
drove  him  rudely  on  his  way. 

He  had  reached  the  corner  of  his  own  street,  and  was 
already  fumbling  in  his  pocket  for  the  door-key,  when  a 
dark  figure  emerged  from  a  projecting  entrance  which 
lay  in  deep  shadow,  and,  crossing  the  road,  glided  up  to 
him  unperceived. 

"Fagin  !  "  whispered  a  voice  close  to  his  ear. 

"  Ah ! "  said  the  Jew,  turning  quickly  round,  "  is 
that " 

"  Yes  !  "  interrupted  the  stranger,  harshly.  "  I  have 
been  lingering  here  these  two  hours.  Where  the  devil 
have  you  been  ?  " 

"  On  your  business,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew,  glanc- 
ing uneasily  at  his  companion,  and  slackening  his  pace 
as  he  spoke.     "  On  our  business  all  night." 
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"Oh,  of  course!"  said  the  stranger,  with  a  sneer. 
"Well;  and  what's  come  of  it?" 

"  Nothing  good,"  said  the  Jew. 

"Nothing  bad,  I  hope?"  said  the  stranger,  stopping 
short,  and  turning  a  startled  look  on  his  companion. 

The  Jew  shook  his  head,  and  was  about  to  reply,  when 
the  stranger,  interrupting  him,  motioned  to  the  house, 
before  which  they  had  by  this  time  arrived  :  remarking, 
that  he  had  better  say  what  he  had  got  to  say,  under 
cover :  for  his  blood  was  chilled  with  standing  about  so 
long,  and  the  wind  blew  through  him. 

Fagin  looked  as  if  he  could  have  willingly  excused 
himself  from  taking  home  a  visitor  at  that  unseasonable 
hour  ;  and,  indeed,  muttered  something  about  having  no 
fire ;  but  his  companion  repeating  his  request  in  a  per- 
emptory manner,  he  unlocked  the  door,  and  requested 
him  to  close  it  softly,  while  he  got  a  light. 

"  It's  as  dark  as  the  grave,"  said  the  man,  groping  for- 
ward a  few  steps.     "  Make  haste  !  " 

"  Shut  the  door,"  whispered  Fagin  from  the  end  of  the 
passage.    As  he  spoke,  it  closed  with  a  loud  noise. 

"  That  wasn't  my  doing,"  said  the  other  man,  feeling  his 
way.  "The  wind  blew  it  to,  or  it  shut  of  its  own  accord  ; 
one  or  the  other.  Look  sharp  with  the  light,  or  I  shall 
knock  my  brains  out  against  something  in  this  con- 
founded hole." 

Fagin  stealthily  descended  the  kitchen  stairs.  After  a 
short  absence,  he  returned  with  a  lighted  candle,  and  the 
intelligence  that  Toby  Crackit  was  asleep  in  the  back 
room  below,  and  the  boys  in  the  front  one.  Beckoning 
the  man  to  follow  him,  he  led  the  way  upstairs. 

"  We  can  say  the  few  words  we've  got  to  say  in  here, 
my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  throwing  open  a  door  on  the 
first  floor ;  "  and  as  there  are  holes  in  the  shutters,  and 
we  never  show  lights  to  our  neighbors,  we'll  set  the 
candle  on  the  stairs.     There ! " 

With  these  words,  the  Jew,  stooping  down,  placed  the 
candle  on  an  upper  flight  of  stairs,  exactly  opposite  to  the 
room  door.  This  done,  he  led  the  way  into  the  apartment; 
which  was  destitute  of  all  movables  save  a  broken  arm- 
chair, and  an  old  couch  or  sofa  without  covering,  which 
stood  behind  the  door.  Upon  this  piece  of  furniture,  the 
stranger  flung  himself  with  the  air  of  a  weary  man  ;  and 
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the  Jew,  drawing  up  the  arm-chair  opposite,  they  sat 
face  to  face.  It  was  not  quite  dark;  for  the  door  was 
partially  open  ;  and  the  candle  outside  threw  a  feeble  re- 
flection on  the  opposite  wall. 

They  conversed  for  some  time  in  whispers.  Though 
nothing  of  the  conversation  was  distinguishable  beyond  a 
few  disjointed  words  here  and  there,  a  listener  might 
easily  have  perceived  that  Fagin  appeared  to  be  defend- 
ing himself  against  some  remarks  of  the  stranger;  and 
that  the  latter  was  in  a  state  of  considerable  irritation. 
They  might  have  been  talking,  thus,  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  or  more,  when  Monks — by  which  name  the  Jew  had 
designated  the  strange  man  several  times  in  the  course  of 
their  colloquy — said,  raising  his  voice  a  little, 

"I  tell  you  again,  it  was  badly  planned.  Why  not 
have  kept  him  here  among  the  rest,  and  made  a  sneak- 
ing, snivelling  pickpocket  of  him  at  once?" 

"Only  hear  him!"  exclaimed  the  Jew,  shrugging  his 
shoulders. 

"  Why,  do  you  mean  to  say  you  couldn't  have  done  it, 
if  you  had  chosen  ?  "  demanded  Monks,  sternly.  "  Haven't 
you  done  it,  with  other  boys,  scores  of  times?  If  you  had 
had  patience  for  a  twelvemonth,  at  most,  couldn't  you 
have  got  him  convicted,  and  sent  safely  out  of  the  king- 
dom ;  perhaps  for  life  ?  " 

"  Who's  turn  would  that  have  served,  my  dear?"  in- 
quired the  Jew,  humbly. 

"  Mine,"  replied  Monks. 

"  But  not  mine,"  said  the  Jew,  submissively.  "  He 
might  have  become  of  use  to  me.  When  there  are  two 
parties  to  a  bargain,  it  is  only  reasonable  that  the  interests 
of  both  should  be  consulted  ;  is  it,  my  good  friend  ?  " 

"What  then?"  demanded  Monks,  sulkily. 

"I  saw  it  was  not  easy  to  train  him  to  the  business," 
replied  the  Jew  ;  "  he  was  not  like  other  boys  in  the  same 
circumstances." 

"  Curse  him,  no  !  "  muttered  the  man,  "  or  he  would 
have  been  a  thief,  long  ago." 

"I  had  no  hold  upon  him,  to  make  him  worse,"  pursued 
the  Jew,  anxiously  watching  the  countenance  of  his  com- 
panion. "  His  hand  was  not  in.  I  had  nothing  to 
frighten  him  with  ;  which  we  always  must  have  in  the 
beginning,  or  we  labor  in  vain.     What  could  I  do  ?    Send 
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him  out  with  the  Dodger  and  Charley  ?  We  had  enough 
of  that,  at  first,  my  dear  ;  I  trembled  for  us  all." 

"  That  was  not  my  doing,"  observed  Monks. 

"No,  no,  my  dear!"  renewed  the  Jew.  "And  I  don't 
quarrel  with  it  now  ;  because,  if  it  had  never  happened, 
you  might  never  have  clapped  eyes  upon  the  boy  to  notice 
him,  and  so  led  to  the  discovery  that  it  was  him  you  were 
looking  for.  Well  ;  I  got  him  back  for  you  by  means  of 
the  girl  ;  and  then  she  begins  to  favor  him." 

"Throttle  the  girl !  "  said  Monks,  impatiently. 

"  Why,  we  can't  afford  to  do  that  just  now,  my  dear," 
replied  the  Jew,  smiling  ;  "  and,  besides,  that  sort  of 
thing  is  not  in  our  way  ;  or,  one  of  these  days,  I  might 
be  glad  to  have  it  done.  I  know  what  these  girls  are, 
Monks,  well.  As  soon  as  the  boy  begins  to  harden,  she'll 
care  no  more  for  him,  than  for  a  block  of  wood.  You 
want  him  made  a  thief.  If  he  is  alive,  I  can  make  him 
one  from  this  time ;  and  if— if — "  said  the  Jew,  drawing 
nearer  to  the  other, — "  it's  not  likely,  mind, — but  if  the 
worst  comes  to  the  worst,  and  he  is  dead " 

"It's  no  fault  of  mine  if  he  is !  "  interposed  the  other  man, 
with  a  look  of  terror,  and  clasping  the  Jew's  arm  with 
trembling  hands.  "  Mind  that,  Fagin  !  I  had  no  hand  in 
it.  Anything  but  his  death,  I  told  you  from  the  first.  I 
won't  shed  blood  •  it's  always  found  out,  and  haunts  a 
man  besides.  If  they  shot  him  dead,  I  was  not  the  cause  ; 
do  you  hear  me  ?  Fire  this  infernal  den  !  What's 
that  ? " 

"  What !  "  cried  the  Jew,  grasping  the  coward  round 
the  body,  with  both  arms,  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet. 
"Where?" 

"Yonder!"  replied  the  man,  glaring  at  the  opposite 
wall.  "  The  shadow  !  I  saw  the  shadow  of  a  woman,  in 
a  cloak  and  bonnet,  pass  along  the  wainscot  like  a 
breath  !  " 

The  Jew  released  his  hold  ;  and  they  rushed  tumult- 
uously  from  the  room.  The  candle,  wasted  by  the 
draught,  was  standing  where  it  had  been  placed.  It 
showed  them  only  the  empty  staircase,  and  their  own 
white  faces.  They  listened  intently  ;  but  a  profound 
silence  reigned  throughout  the  house. 

"  It's  your  fancy,"  said  the  Jew,  taking  up  the  light, 
and  turning  to  his  companion, 
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"  I'll  swear  f  saw  it!  "  replied  Monks,  trembling.  "It 
was  bending  forward,  when  I  saw  it  first ;  and  when  I 
spoke,  it  darted  away." 

The  Jew  glanced  contemptuously  at  the  pale  face  of 
his  associate,  and,  telling  him  he  could  follow,  if  he 
pleased,  ascended  the  stairs.  They  looked  into  all  the 
rooms  ;  they  were  cold,  bare,  and  empty.  They  descended 
into  the  passage,  and  thence  into  the  cellars  below.  The 
green  damp  hung  upon  the  low  walls  ;  and  the  tracks  of 
the  snail  and  slug  glistened  in  the  light  of  the  candle  ; 
but  all  was  still  as  death. 

"  What  do  you  think  now  ?  "  said  the  Jew,  when  they 
had  regained  the  passage.  "  Besides  ourselves,  there's 
not  a  creature  in  the  house  except  Toby  and  the  boys  ; 
and  they're  safe  enough.     See  here  !  " 

As  a  proof  of  the  fact,  the  Jew  drew  forth  two  keys 
from  his  pocket  ;  and  explained,  that  when  he  first  went 
downstairs,  he  had  locked  them  in,  to  prevent  any  in- 
trusion on  the  conference. 

This  accumulated  testimony  effectually  staggered  Mr. 
Monks.  His  protestations  had  gradually  become  less  and 
less  vehement  as  they  proceeded  in  their  search  without 
making  any  discovery  ;  and,  now,  he  gave  vent  to  several 
very  grim  laughs,  and  eonfessed  it  could  only  have  been 
his  excited  imagination.  He  declined  any  renewal  of  the 
conversation,  however,  for  that  night  :  suddenly  remem- 
bering that  it  was  past  one  o'clock  ;  and  so  the  amiable 
couple  parted. 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

ATONES   FOR   THE    UNPOLITENESS    OF     A    FORMER    CHAPTER  ; 
WHICH    DESERTED    A    LADY,    MOST    UNCEREMONIOUSLY. 

As  it  would  be,  by  no  means,  seemly  m  a  humble 
author  to  keep  so  mighty  a  personage  as  a  beadle  wait- 
ing, with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and  the  skirts  of  his  coat 
gathered  up  under  his  arms,  until  such  time  as  it  might 
suit  his  pleasure  to  relieve  him  ;  and  as  it  would  still 
less  become  his  station,  or  his  gallantry,  to  involve  in 
the  same  neglect  a  lady  on  whom  that  beadle  had  looked 
with  an  eye  of  tenderness  and  affection,  and  in  whose  ear 
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he  had  whispered  sweet  words,  which,  coming  from  such 
a  quarter,  might  well  thrill  the  bosom  of  maid  or  matron 
of  whatsoever  degree  ;  the  historian  whose  pen  traces 
these  words — trusting  that  he  knows  his  place,  and  that 
he  entertains  a  becoming  reverence  for  those  upon  earth 
to  whom  high  and  important  authority  is  delegated — 
hastens  to  pay  them  that  respect  which  their  position  de- 
mands, and  to  treat  them  with  all  that  duteous  ceremony 
which  their  exalted  rank,  and  (by  consequence)  great  vir- 
tues, imperatively  claim  at  his  hands.  Towards  this  end, 
indeed,  he  had  purposed  to  introduce,  in  this  place,  a  dis- 
sertation touching  the  divine  right  of  beadles,  and  eluci- 
dative of  the  position,  that  a  beadle  can  do  no  wrong  ; 
which  could  not  fail  to  have  been  both  pleasurable  and 
profitable  to  the  right-minded  reader,  but  which  he  is 
unfortunately  compelled,  by  want  of  time  and  space,  to 
postpone  to  some  more  convenient  and  fitting  opportunity ; 
on  the  arrival  of  which,  he  will  be  prepared  to  show,  that 
a  beadle  properly  constituted  :  that  is  to  say,  a  parochial 
beadle,  attached  to  a  parochial  workhouse,  and  attending 
in  his  official  capacity  the  parochial  church  :  is,  in  right 
and  virtue  of  his  office,  possessed  of  all  the  excellences  and 
best  qualities  of  humanity ;  and  that  to  none  of  those 
excellences,  can  mere  companies'  beadles,  or  court-of- 
law  beadles,  or  even  chapel-of-ease  beadles  (save  the  last, 
and  they  in  a  very  lowly  and  inferior  degree),  lay  the  re- 
motest sustainable  claim. 

Mr.  Bumble  had  re-counted  the  tea-spoons,  re-weighed 
the  sugar-tongs,  made  a  closer  inspection  of  the  milk-pot, 
and  ascertained  to  a  nicety  the  exact  condition  of  the 
furniture,  down  to  the  very  horsehair  seats  of  the  chairs ; 
and  had  repeated  each  process  full  half-a-dozen  times ; 
before  he  began  to  think  that  it  was  time  for  Mrs.  Corney 
to  return.  Thinking  begets  thinking;  and,  as  there  were 
no  sounds  of  Mrs.  Corney's  approach,  it  occurred  to  Mr. 
Bumble  that  it  would  be  an  innocent  and  virtuous  way 
of  spending  the  time,  if  he  were  further  to  allay  his 
curiosity  by  a  cursory  glance  at  the  interior  of  Mrs. 
Corney's  chest  of  drawers. 

Having  listened  at  the  keyhole,  to  assure  himself  that 
nobody  was  approaching  the  chamber,  Mr.  Bumble,  begin- 
ning at  the  bottom,  proceeded  to  make  himself  acquainted 
with  the  contents  of  the  three  long  drawers :  which,  being 
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filled  with  various  garments  of  good  fashion  and  texture, 
carefully  preserved  between  two  layers  of  old  news- 
papers, speckled  with  dried  lavender  :  seemed  to  yield 
hi  in  exceeding  satisfaction.  Arriving,  in  course  of  time, 
at  the  right-hand  corner  drawer  (in  which  was  the  key), 
and  beholding  therein  a  small  padlocked  box,  which,  be- 
ing shaken,  gave  forth  a  pleasant  sound,  as  of  the  chink- 
ing of  coin,  Mr.  Bumble  returned  with  a  stately  walk  to 
the  fireplace  ;  and,  resuming  his  old  attitude,  said,  with  a 
grave  and  determined  air,  "  I'll  do  it !  "  lie  followed  up 
this  remarkable  declaration,  by  shaking  his  head  in  a 
waggish  manner  for  ten  minutes,  as  though  he  were  re- 
monstrating with  himself  for  being  such  a  pleasant  dog ; 
and  then,  he  took  a  view  of  his  legs  in  profile,  with  much 
seeming  pleasure  and  interest. 

He  was  still  placidly  engaged  in  this  latter  survey, 
when  Mrs.  Corney,  hurrying  into  the  room,  threw  herself, 
in  a  breathless  state,  on  a  chair  by  the  fireside;  and 
covering  her  eyes  with  one  hand,  placed  the  other  over 
her  heart,  and  gasped  for  breath. 

"Mrs.  Corney,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  stooping  over  the 
matron,  "  what  is  this,  ma'am  ?  Has  anything  happened, 
ma'am?  Pray  answer  me;  I'm  on — on — "  Mr.  Bumble, 
in  his  alarm,  could  not  immediately  think  of  the  word 
"  tenter-hooks,"  so  he  said,  "  broken  bottles." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Bumble ! "  cried  the  lady,  "  I  have  been  so 
dreadfully  put  out !  " 

"Put  out,  ma'am  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bumble;  "who  has 
dared  to — ?  I  know!"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  checking  him- 
self, with  native  majesty,  "  this  is  them  wicious  paupers !  " 

"  It's  dreadful  to  think  of !  "  said  the  lady,  shuddering. 

"  Then  don't  think  of  it,  ma'am,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  I  can't  help  it,"  whimpered  the  lady. 

"Then  take  something,  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Bumble, 
soothingly.     "  A  little  of  the  wine?  " 

"  Not  for  the  world  !  "  replied  Mrs.  Corney.  "  I 
couldn't — oh  !  the  top  shelf  in  the  right-hand  corner — 
oh !  "  Uttering  these  words,  the  good  lady  pointed,  dis- 
tractedly, to  the  cupboard  ;  and  underwent  a  convulsion 
from  internal  spasms.  Mr.  Bumble  rushed  to  the  closet ; 
and,  snatching  a  pint  green-glass  bottle  from  the  shelf 
thus  incoherently  indicated,  filled  a  tea-cup  with  its  con- 
tents, and  held  it  to  the  lady's  lips. 
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"  I'm  better  now,"  said  Mrs.  Corney,  falling  back,  after 
drinking  half  of  it. 

Mr.  Bumble  raised  his  eyes  piously  to  the  ceiling  in 
thankfulness ;  and,  bringing  them  down  again  to  the 
brim  of  the  cup,  lifted  it  to  his  nose. 

"Peppermint,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Corney, in  a  faint  voice, 
smiling  gently  on  the  beadle  as  she  spoke.  "Try  it! 
There's  a  little — a  little  something  else  in  it." 

Mr.  Bumble  tasted  the  medicine  with  a  doubtful  look  ; 
smacked  his  lips ;  took  another  taste ;  and  put  the  cup 
down  empty. 

"It's  very  comforting,"  said  Mrs.  Corney. 

"  Very  much  so  indeed,  ma'am,"  said  the  beadle.  As 
he  spoke,  he  drew  a  chair  beside  the  matron,  and  tenderly 
inquired  what  had  happened  to  distress  her. 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Mrs.  Corney.  "  I  am  a  foolish, 
excitable,  weak  creetur.'' 

"Not  weak,  ma'am,"  retorted  Mr.  Bumble,  drawing 
his  chair  a  little  closer.  "  Are  you  a  weak  creetur,  Mrs. 
Corney?" 

"  We  are  all  weak  creeturs,"  said  Mrs.  Corney,  laying 
down  a  general  principle. 

"  So  we  are,"  said  the  beadle. 

Nothing  was  said,  on  either  side,  for  a  minute  or  two 
afterwards ;  by  the  expiration  of  that  time,  Mr.  Bumble 
had  illustrated  the  position  by  removing  his  left  arm 
from  the  back  of  Mrs.  Corney's  chair,  where  it  had 
previously  rested  :  to  Mrs.  Corney's  apron-string,  round 
which  it  gradually  became  entwined. 

"  We  are  all  weak  creeturs,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

Mrs.  Corney  sighed. 

"  Don't  sigh,  Mrs.  Corney,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  I  can't  help  it,"  said  Mrs.  Corney.  And  she  sighed 
again. 

"  This  is  a  very  comfortable  room,  ma'am,"  said  Mr. 
Bumble,  looking  round.  "Another  room  and  this, 
ma'am,  would  be  a  complete  thing." 

"  It  would  be  too  much  for  one,"  murmured  the  lady. 

"  But  not  for  two,  ma'am,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumble,  in 
soft  accents.     "Eh,  Mrs.  Corney?" 

Mrs.  Corney  drooped  her  head,  when  the  beadle  said 
this ;  the  beadle  drooped  his,  to  got  a  view  of  Mrs. 
Corney's  face.     Mrs.  Corney,  with  great  propriety,  turned 
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her  head  away,  and  released  her  hand  to  get  at  her 
pocket-handkerchief ;  but  insensibly  replaced  it  in  that 
of  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  The  board  allow  you  coals,  don't  they,  Mrs.  Corney  ?" 
inquired  the  beadle,  affectionately  pressing  her  hand. 

-  And  candles,"  replied  Mrs.  Corney,  slightly  returning 
the  pressure. 

"  Coals,  candles,  and  house-rent  free,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 
"  Oh,  Mrs.  Corney,  what  a  angel  you  are ! " 

The  lady  was  not  proof  against  this  burst  of  feeling. 
She  sank  into  Mr.  Bumble's  arms;  and  that  gentleman, 
in  his  agitation,  imprinted  a  passionate  kiss  upon  her 
chaste  nose. 

"  Such  porochial  perfection  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bumble, 
rapturously.  "You  know  that  Mr.  Slout  is  worse  to- 
night, my  fascinator?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mrs.  Corney,  bashfully. 

"He  can't  live  a  week,  the  doctor  says,"  pursued  Mr. 
Bumble.  "  He  is  the  master  of  this  establishment ;  his 
death  will  cause  a  wacancy ;  that  Avacancy  must  be  filled 
up.  Oh,  Mrs.  Corney,  what  a  prospect  this  opens  !  What 
a  opportunity  for  a  joining  of  hearts  and  housekeep- 
ings ! " 

Mrs.  Corney  sobbed. 

"  The  little  word  ?  "  said  Mr.  Bumble,  bending  over  the 
bashful  beauty.  "  The  one  little,  little,  little  word,  my 
blessed  Corney  ?  " 

«  Ye — ye — yes  !  "  sighed  out  the  matron. 

"  One  more,"  pursued  the  beadle ;  "  compose  your 
darling  feelings  for  only  one  more.  When  is  it  to  come 
off?" 

Mrs.  Corney  twice  essayed  to  speak ;  and  twice  failed. 
At  length,  summoning  up  courage,  she  threw  her  arms 
round  Mr.  Bumble's  neck,  and  said,  it  might  be  as  soon 
as  ever  he  pleased,  and  that  he  was  "  a  irresistible  duck." 

Matters  being  thus  amicably  and  satisfactorily  ar- 
ranged, the  contract  was  solemnly  ratified  in  another  tea- 
cupful  of  the  peppermint  mixture;  which  was  rendered 
the  more  necessary,  by  the  flutter  and  agitation  of  the 
lady's  spirits.  While  it  was  being  disposed  of,  she  ac- 
quainted Mr.  Bumble  with  the  old  woman's  decease. 

"  Very  good,"  said  that  gentleman,  sipping  his  pepper- 
mint.    "  I'll  call  at  Sowerberry's  as  I  go   home,  and  tell 
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him  to  send  to-morrow  morning.  Was  it  that  as 
frightened  you,  love?" 

"  It  wasn't  anything  particular,  dear,'?  said  the  lady, 
evasively. 

"  It  must  have  been  something,  love,"  urged  Mr. 
Bumble.     "  Won't  you  tell  your  own  B.  ?" 

"Not  now,"  rejoined  the  lady;  "one  of  these  days. 
After  we're  married,  dear." 

"  After  we're  married  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bumble.  "  It 
wasn't  any  impudence  from  any  of  them  male  paupers 
as " 

"  No,  no,  love !  "  interposed  the  lady,  hastily. 

"  If  I  thought  it  was,"  continued  Mr.  Bumble ;  "if  I 
thought  as  any  one  of  'em  had  dared  to  lift  his  wulgar 
eyes  to  that  lovely  countenance " 

"  They  wouldn't  have  dared  to  do  it,  love,"  responded 
the  lady. 

"  They  had  better  not!"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  clenching 
his  fist.  Let  me  see  any  man,  parochial  or  extra-poro- 
chial,  as  would  presume  to  do  it;  and  I  can  tell  him  that 
he  wouldn't  do  it,  a  second  time  !  " 

Unembellished  by  any  violence  of  gesticulation,  this 
might  have  seemed  no  very  high  compliment  to  the  lady's 
charms ;  but,  as  Mr.  Bumble  accompanied  the  threat 
with  many  warlike  gestures,  she  was  much  touched  with 
this  proof  of  his  "devotion ;  and  protested,  with  great 
admiration,  that  he  was  indeed  a  dove. 

The  dove  then  turned  up  his  coat-collar,  and  put  on  his 
cocked-hat ;  and,  having  exchanged  a  long  and  affectionate 
embrace  with  his  future  partner,  once  again  braved  the 
cold  wind  of  the  night;  merely  pausing,  for  a  few  min- 
utes, in  the  male  paupers'  ward,  to  abuse  them  a  little ; 
with  the  view  of  satisfying  himself  that  he  could  fill  the 
office  of  workhouse-master  with  needful  acerbity.  As- 
sured of  his  qualifications,  Mr.  Bumble  left  the  building 
with  a  light  heart,  and  bright  visions  of  his  future  promo- 
tion :  which  served  to  occupy  his  mind  until  he  reached 
the  shop  of  the  undertaker. 

Now,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sowerberry  having  gone  out  to  tea 
and  supper :  and  Noah  Claypole  not  being  at  any  time  dis- 
posed to  take  upon  himself  a  greater  amount  of  physical 
exertion  than  is  necessary  to  a  convenient  performance  of 
the  two  functions  of  eating  and  drinking :  the  shop  was 
14 
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not  closed,  although  it  was  past  the  usual  hour  of  slink 
ting-up.  Mr.  Bumble  tapped  with  his  cane  on  the  counter 
several  times;  but,  attracting  no  attention,  and  behold- 
ing a  light  shining  through  the  glass-window  of  the  little 
parlor  at  the  back  of  the  shop,  he  made  bold  to  peep  in 
and  see  what  was  going  forward ;  and,  when  he  saw  what 
was  going  forward,  he  was  not  a  little  surprised. 

The  cloth  was  laid  for  supper ;  and  the  table  was  covered 
with  bread  and  butter,  plates  and  glasses  ;  a  porter-pot  and 
a  wine-bottle.  At  the  upper  end  of  the  table,  Mr.  Noah 
Claypole  lolled  negligently  in  an  easy-chair,  with  his  legs 
thrown  over  one  of  the  arms :  an  open  clasp-knife  in  one 
hand,  and  a  mass  of  buttered  bread  in  the  other;  close 
beside  him  stood  Charlotte,  opening  oysters  from  a  barrel  : 
wdiich  Mr.  Claypole  condescended  to  swallow,with  remark- 
able avidity.  A  more  than  ordinary  redness  in  the  region 
of  the  young  gentleman's  nose,  and  a  kind  of  fixed  wink 
in  his  right  eye,  denoted  that  he  was  in  a  slight  degree 
intoxicated  ;  and  these  symptoms  were  confirmed  by  the 
intense  relish  with  which  he  took  his  oysters,  for  which 
nothing  but  a  strong  appreciation  of  their  cooling  proper- 
ties, in  cases  of  internal  fever,  could  have  sufficiently  ac- 
counted. 

"  Here's  a  delicious  fat  one,  Noah  dear !  "  said  Charlotte ; 
"  try  him,  do ;  only  this  one." 

"  What  a  delicious  thing  is  a  oyster ! "  remarked  Mr. 
Claypole,  after  he  had  swrallowed  it.  "  What  a  pity  it  is, 
a  number  of  'em  should  ever  make  you  feel  uncomfort- 
able;  isn't  it,  Charlotte?" 

"  It's  quite  a  cruelty,"  said  Charlotte. 

"  So  it  is,"  acquiesced  Mr.  Claypole.  "  A'nt  yer  fond  of 
oysters  ?  " 

"  Not  overmuch,"  replied  Charlotte,  "  I  like  to  see  you 
eat  'em,  Noah  dear,  better  than  eating  'em  myself." 

"  Lor' !  "  said  Noah,  reflectively  ;  "  how  queer !  " 

"  Have  another,"  said  Charlotte.  "  Here's  one  with 
such  a  beautiful,  delicate  beard ! " 

"  I  can't  manage  any  more,"  said  Noah.  "  I'm  very 
sorry.     Come  here,  Charlotte,  and  I'll  kiss  yer." 

"  What !  "  said  Mr.  Bumble,  bursting  into  the  room. 
"  Say  that  again,  Sir." 

Charlotte  uttered  a  scream,  and  hid  her  face  in  her 
apron  j  Mr.  Claypole,  without  making  any  further  change 
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in  his  position  than  suffering  his  legs  to  reach  the  ground, 
gazed  at  the  beadle  in  drunken  terror. 

"  Say  it  again,  you  vile,  owdacious  fellow  !  "  said  Mr. 
Bumble.  "How  dare  you  mention  such  a  thing,  Sir? 
And  how  dare  you  encourage  him,  you  insolent  minx? 
Kiss  her ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Bumble,  in  strong  indignation. 
"  Faugh ! " 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  do  it !  "  said  Noah,  blubbering. 
"  She's  always  a-kissing  of  me,  whether  1  like  it,  or  not." 

"Oh,  Noah!"  cried  Charlotte,  reproachfully. 

"  Yer  are  ;  yer  know  yer  are  !  "  retorted  Noah.  "  She's 
always  a-doing  of  it,  Mr.  Bumble,  Sir ;  she  chucks  me 
under  the  chin,  please,  Sir ;  and  makes  all  manner  of 
love ! " 

"Silence!"  cried  Mr.  Bumble,  sternly.  "Take  your- 
self downstairs,  ma'am.  Noah,  you  shut  up  the  shop ; 
say  another  word  till  your  master  comes  home,  at  your 
peril ;  and,  when  he  does  come  home,  tell  him  that  Mr. 
Bumble  said  he  was  to  send  a  old  woman's  shell  after 
breakfast  to-morrow  morning.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ?  Kiss- 
ing !  "  cried  Mr.  Bumble,  holding  up  his  hands.  "  The  sin 
and  wickedness  of  the  lower  orders  in  this  porochial  dis- 
trict is  frightful !  If  parliament  don't  take  their  abomi- 
nable courses  under  consideration,  this  country's  ruined, 
and  the  character  of  the  peasantry  gone  forever  !  "  With 
these  words,  the  beadle  strode,  with  a  lofty  and  gloomy 
air,  from  the  undertaker's  premises. 

And  now  that  we  have  accompanied  him  so  far  on  his 
road  home,  and  have  made  all  necessary  preparations  for 
the  old  woman's  funeral,  let  us  set  on  foot  a  few  inquiries 
after  young  Oliver  Twist ;  and  ascertain  whether  he  be 
still  lying  in  the  ditch  where  Toby  Crackit  left  him. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

LOOKS  AFTER  OLIVER,  AND  PROCEEDS  WITH  HIS  ADVENT- 
URES. 

"Wolves  tear  your  throats!"  muttered  Sikes,  grind- 
ing his  teeth.  "  I  wish  I  was  among  some  of  you ;  you'd 
howl  the  hoarser  for  it." 
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As  Sikes  growled  forth  this  imprecation,  with  the  raogt 
desperate  ferocity  that  his  desperate  nature  was  capable  of, 
lie  rested  the  hotly  of  the  wounded  hoy  across  bis  bended 
knee;  and  turned  his  head,  for  an  instant,  to  look  hack  at 
his  pursuers. 

There  was  little  to  he  made  out,  in  the  mist  and  dark- 
ness; but  the  loud  shouting  of  men  vibrated  through  the 
air;  and  the  barking  of  the  neighboring  dogs,  roused  by 
the  sound  of  the  alarm -bell,  resounded  in  every  direction. 

"  Stop,  you  white-livered  hound!"  cried  the  robber, 
shouting  after  Toby  Crackit,  who,  making  the  best  use  of 
his  long  legs,  was  already  ahead.     "  Stop  !  " 

The  repetition  of  the  word  brought  Toby  to  a  dead 
stand-still.  For  he  was  not  quite  satisfied  that  he  was 
beyond  the  range  of  pistol-shot;  and  Sikes  was  in  no  mood 
to  be  played  with. 

"  Bear  a  hand  with  the  boy,"  roared  Sikes,  beckoning 
furiously  to  his  confederate.     "Come  back!" 

Toby  made  a  show  of  returning ;  but  ventured,  in  a  low 
voice,  broken  for  want  of  breath,  to  intimate  considerable 
reluctance  as  he  came  slowly  along. 

"  Quicker !  "  cried  Sikes,  laying  the  boy  in  a  dry  ditch  at 
at  his  feet,  and  drawing  a  pistol  from  his  pocket.  "  Don't 
play  booty  with  me." 

At  this  moment  the  noise  grew  louder.  Sikes,  again 
looking  round,  could  discern  that  the  men  who  had  given 
chase  were  already  climbing  the  gate  of  the  field  in  which 
he  stood ;  and  that  a  couple  of  dogs  were  some  paces  in 
advance  of  them. 

"  It's  all  up,  Bill !  "cried  Toby  ;  "  drop  the  kid,  and  show 
'em  your  heels."  With  this  parting  advice,  Mi".  Crackit : 
preferring  the  chance  of  being  shot  by  his  friend,  to  the 
certainty  of  being  taken  by  his  enemies:  fairly  turned 
tail,  and  darted  off  at  full  speed.  Sikes  clenched  his 
teeth ;  took  one  look  round ;  threw  over  the  prostrate 
form  of  Oliver,  the  cape  in  which  he  had  been  hurriedly 
muffled;  ran  along  the  front  of  the  hedge, as  if  to  distract 
the  attention  of  those  behind,  from  the  spot  where  the 
boy  lay ;  paused,  for  a  second,  before  another  hedge  which 
met  it  at  right  angles;  and  whirling  his  pistol  high  into 
the  air,  cleared  it  at  a  bound,  and  was  gone. 

"  Ho,  ho,  there  !  "  cried  a  tremulous  voice  in  the  rear. 

"Pincher  !     Neptune  !  Come  here,  come  here !" 
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The  dogs,  who,  in  coumon  with  their  masters,  seemed 
to  have  no  particular  relish  for  the  sport  in  which  they 
were  engaged,  readily  answered  to  the  command  ;  and 
three  men,  who  had  by  this  time  advanced  some  distance 
into  the  field,  stopped  to  take  counsel  together. 

"  My  advice,  or  leastways,  I  should  say,  my  orders,  is," 
said  the  fattest  man  of  the  party,  "  that  we  'mediately  go 
home  again," 

"I  am  agreeable  to  anything  which  is  agreeable  to 
Mr.  Giles,"  said  a  shorter  man ;  who  was  by  no  means  of 
a  slim  figure,  and  who  was  very  pale  in  the  face,  and 
very  polite  :  as  frightened  men  frequently  are. 

"  I  shouldn't  wish  to  appear  ill-mannered,  gentlemen," 
said  the  third,  who  had  called  the  dogs  back,  "Mr.  Giles 
ought  to  know." 

"  Certainly,"  replied  the  shorter  man ;  "  and  whatever 
Mr.  Giles  says,  it  isn't  our  place  to  contradict  him.  Not, 
no,  I  know  my  sitiwation  !  Thank  my  stars,  I  know  my 
sitiwatinn."  To  tell  the  truth,  the  little  man  did  seem  to 
know  his  situation,  and  to  know  perfectly  well  that  it  was 
by  no  means  a  desirable  one;  for  his  teeth  chattered  in 
his  head  as  he  spoke. 

"  You  are  afraid,  Brittles,"  said  Mr.  Giles. 

"  I  a'n't,"  said  Brittles." 

"  You  are,"  said  Giles. 

"  You're  a  falsehood,  Mr.  Giles,"  said  Brittles. 

"  You're  a  lie,  Brittles,"  said  Mr.  Giles. 

Now,  these  four  retorts  arose  from  Mr.  Giles's  taunt ; 
and  Mr.  Giles's  taunt  had  arisen  from  his  indignation  at 
having  the  responsibility  of  going  home  again,  imposed 
upon  himself  under  cover  of  a  compliment.  The  third 
man  brought  the  dispute  to  a  close,  most  philosophically. 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  we're  all 
afraid." 

"  Speak  for  yourself,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Giles,  who  was  the 
palest  of  the  party. 

"  So  I  do,"  replied  the  man.  "It's  natural  and  proper 
to  be  afraid,under  such  circumstance.     jT;im." 

"  So  am  I,"  said  Brittles ;  "  only  there's  no  call  to  tell 
a  man  he  is,  so  bounceably." 

These  frank  admissions  softened  Mr.  Giles,  who  at  once 
owed  that  he  was  afraid ;  upon  which  they  all  three  faced 
about,  and  ran  back  again  with  the  completest  unanimity, 
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until  Mr.  Giles  (who  bad  the  shortest  wind  of  the  party, 
and  was  encumbered  with  a  pitchfork)  most  handsomely 
insisted  on  stopping,  to  make  an  apology  for  his  hastiness 
of  speech. 

"But  it's  wonderful,"  said  Mr.  Giles,  when  he  had  ex- 
plained, "what  a  man  will  do,  when  his  blood  is  up.  I 
should  have  committed  murder  :  I  know  1  should :  if  we'd 
eaught  one  of  the  rascals." 

As  the  other  two  were  impressed  with  a  similar  presen- 
timent ;  and  as  their  blood,  like  his,  had  all  gone  down 
again ;  some  speculation  ensued  upon  the  cause  of  this 
sudden  change  in  their  temperament. 

"  I  know  what  it  was,"  said  Mr.  Giles ;  "  it  was  the  gate." 

"I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  was,"  exclaimed  Brittles, 
catching  at  the  idea. 

"You  may  depend  upon  it,"  said  Giles,  "  that  that  gate 
stopped  the  flow  of  the  excitement.  I  felt  all  mine  sud- 
denly going  away,  as  I  was  climbing  over  it." 

By  a  remarkable  coincidence,  the  other  two  had  been 
visited  with  the  same  unpleasant  sensation  at  that  precise 
moment ;  it  was  quite  obvious,  therefore,  that  it  was  the 
gate  ;  especially  as  there  was  no  doubt  regarding  the  time 
at  which  the  change  had  taken  place,  because  all  three 
remembered  that  they  had  come  in  sight  of  the  robbers  at 
the  very  instant  of  its  occurrence. 

This  dialogue  was  held  between  the  two  men  who  had 
surprised  the  burglars  ;  and  a  travelling  tinker,  who  had 
been  sleeping  in  an  outhouse  :  and  who  had  been  roused, 
together  with  his  two  mongrel  curs,  to  join  in  the  pursuit. 
Mr.  Giles  acted  in  the  double  capacity  of  butler  and  stew- 
ard to  the  old  lady  of  the  mansion ;  and  Brittles  was  a 
lad  of  all- work ;  who,  having  entered  her  service  a  mere 
child,  was  treated  as  a  promising  young  boy  still,  though 
he  was  something  past  thirty. 

Encouraging  each  other  with  such  converse  as  this ; 
but  keeping  very  close  together,  notwithstanding;  and 
looking  apprehensively  round,  when  ever  fresh  gusts 
rattled  through  the  boughs  ;  the  three  men  hurried  back 
to  a  tree,  behind  which  they  had  left  their  lantern,  lest 
its  light  should  inform  the  thieves  in  what  direction  to  fire. 
Catching  up  the  light,  they  made  the  best  of  their  way 
home,  at  a  good  round  trot  :  and  long  after  their  dusky 
forms  had  ceased  to  be  discernible,  it  might  have  been 
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seen  twinkling  and  dancing  in  the  distance,  like  some  ex- 
halation of  the  damp  and  gloomy  atmosphere  through 
which  it  was  swiftly  borne. 

The  air  grew  cold,  as  day  came  slowly  on  ;  and  the  mist 
rolled  along  the  ground  like  a  dense  cloud  of  smoke.  The 
grass  was  wet ;  the  pathways,  and  low  places  were  all  mire 
and  water ;  and  the  damp  breath  of  an  unwholesome  wind 
went  languidly  by,  with  a  hollow  moaning.  Still,  Oliver 
lay  motionless  and  insensible  on  the  spot  where  Sikes  had 
left  him. 

Morning  drew  on  apace.  The  air  became  more  sharp 
and  piercing,  as  its  first  dull  hue :  the  death  of  night, 
rather  than  the  birth  of  day :  glimmered  faintly  in  the 
sky.  The  objects  which  had  looked  dim  and  terrible  in 
the  darkness,  grew  more  and  more  defined,  and  gradually 
resolved  into  their  familiar  shapes.  The  rain  came 
down,  thick  and  fast,  and  pattered  noisily  among  the 
leafless  bushes.  But,  Oliver  felt  it  not,  as  it  beat  against 
him  ;  for  he  still  lay  stretched,  helpless  and  unconscious, 
on  his  bed  of  clay. 

At  length,  a  low  cry  of  pain  broke  the  stillness  that 
prevailed  ;  and  uttering  it,  the  boy  awoke.  His  left  arm, 
rudely  bandaged  in  a  shawl,  hung  heavy  and  useless  at 
his  side :  and  the  bandage  was  saturated  with  blood.  He 
was  so  weak,  that  he  could  scarcely  raise  himself  into  a 
sitting  posture;  and  when  he  had  done  so,  he  looked 
feebly  round  for  help,  and  groaned  with  pain.  Trem- 
bling in  every  joint,  from  cold  and  exhaustion,  he  made  an 
effort  to  stand  upright ;  but,  shuddering  from  head  to  foot, 
fell  prostrate  on  the  ground. 

After  a  short  return  of  the  stupor  in  which  he  had  been 
so  long  plunged,  Oliver :  urged  by  a  creeping  sickness  at 
his  heart,  which  seemed  to  warn  him  that  if  he  lay  there, 
he  must  surely  die :  got  upon  his  feet,  and  essayed  to 
walk.  His  head  was  dizzy;  and  he  staggered  to  and  fro 
like  a  drunken  man  ;  but  he  kept  up,  nevertheless,  and, 
with  his  head  drooping  languidly  on  his  breast,  went 
stumbling  onward,  he  knew  not  whither. 

And  now,  hosts  of  bewildering  and  confused  ideas 
came  crowding  on  his  mind.  He  seemed  to  be  still  walk- 
ing between  Sikes  and  Crackit,  who  were  angrily  disput- 
ing: for  the  very  words  they  said,  sounded  in  his  ears; 
and  when  he  caught  his  own  attention,  as  it  were,  by 
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making  some  violent  effort  to  save  himself  from  falling, 
he  found  that  he  was  talking-  to  them.  Then,  he  was 
alone  with  Sikes,  plodding  on  as  they  had  done  the  pre- 
vious day ;  and  as  shadowy  people  passed  them,  he  felt 
the  robber's  grasp  upon  his  wrist.  Suddenly,  he  started 
back  at  the  report  of  fire-arms;  and  there  rose  into  the 
air,  loud  cries  and  shouts  ;  lights  gleamed  before  his  eyes  ; 
and  all  was  noise  and  tumult,  as  some  unseen  hand  bore 
him  hurriedly  away.  Through  all  these  rapid  visions, 
there  ran  an  undefined,  uneasy  consciousness  of  pain, 
which  wearied  and  tormented  him  incessantly. 

Thus  he  staggered  on,  creeping,  almost  mechanically, 
between  the  bars  of  gates,  or  through  hedge-gaps  as  they 
came  in  his  way,  until  he  reached  a  road  ;  here  the  rain 
began  to  fall  so  heavily,  that  it  roused  him. 

He  looked  about,  and  saw  that  at  no  great  distance 
there  was  a  house,  which  perhaps  he  could  reach.  Pity- 
ing his  condition,  they  might  have  compassion  on  him ; 
and  if  they  did  not,  it  would  be  better,  he  thought,  to  die 
near  human  beings,  than  in  the  lonely  open  fields.  lie 
summoned  up  all  his  strength  for  one  last  trial,  and  bent 
his  faltering  steps  towards  it. 

As  he  drew  nearer  to  this  house,  a  feeling  came  over 
him  that  he  had  seen  it  before.  He  remembered  nothing 
of  its  details  ;  but  the  shape  and  aspect  of  the  building 
seemed  familiar  to  him. 

That  garden  wall !  On  the  grass  inside,  he  had  fallen 
on  his  knees  last  night,  and  prayed  the  two  men's  mercy. 
It  was  the  very  same  house  they  had  attempted  to  rob. 

Oliver  felt  such  fear  come  over  him  when  he  recognized 
the  place,  that,  for  the  instant,  he  forgot  the  agony  of 
his  wound,  and  thought  only  of  flight.  Flight !  lie  could 
scarcely  stand :  and  if  he  were  in  full  possession  of  all 
the  best  powers  of  his  slight  and  youthful  frame,  whither 
could  he  fly?  He  pushed  against  the  garden -gate ;  it 
was  unlocked,  and  swung  open  on  its  hinges.  He  tottered 
across  the  lawn  ;  climbed  the  steps  ;  knocked  faintly  at  the 
door;  and,  his  whole  strength  failing  him,  sank  down 
against  one  of  the  pillars  of  the  little  portico. 

It  happened  that  about  this  time,  Mr.  Giles,  Brittles, 
and  the  tinker,  were  recruiting  themselves,  after  the 
fatigues  and  terrors  of  the  night,  with  tea  and  sundries, 
in   the  kitchen.     Not  that  it  "was  Mr.  Giles's   habit  to 
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admit  to  too  great  familiarity  the  humbler  servants  :  to- 
wards whom  it  was  rather  his  wont  to  deport  himself 
with  a  lofty  affability,  which,  while  it  gratified,  could  not 
fail  to  remind  them  of  his  superior  position  in  society. 
But,  death,  fires,  and  burglary,  make  all  men  equals  ;  so 
Mr.  Giles  sat  with  his  legs  stretched  out  before  the  kitchen 
fender,  leaning  his  left  arm  on  the  table,  while,  with  his 
right,  lie  illustrated  a  circumstantial  and  minute  account 
of  the  robbery,  to  which  his  hearers  (but  especially  the 
cook  and  housemaid,  who  were  of  the  party)  listened  with 
breathless  interest. 

"It  was  about  half-past  two,"  said  Mr.  Giles,  "or  I 
wouldn't  swear  that  it  mightn't  have  been  a  little  nearer 
three,  when  I  woke  up,  and,  turning  round  in  my  bed,  as  it 
might  be  so  (here  Mr.  Giles  turned  round  in  his  chair, 
and  pulled  the  corner  of  the  table-cloth  over  him  to  imi- 
tate bed-clothes),   I  fancied  I  heerd  a  noise." 

At  this  point  of  the  narrative  the  cook  turned  pale, 
and  asked  the  housemaid  to  shut  the  door,  who  asked 
Brittles,  who  asked  the  tinker,  who  pretended  not  to 
hear. 

" — Heerd  a  noise,"  continued  Mr.  Giles.  "I  says,  at 
first,  '  This  is  illusion  ; '  and  was  composing  myself  off  to 
sleep,  when  I  heerd  the  noise  again,  distinct." 

"  What  sort  of  a  noise  ?"  asked  the  cook. 

"A  kind  of  a  busting  noise,"  replied  Mr.  Giles,  looking 
round  him. 

"  More  like  the  noise  of  powdering  an  iron  bar  on  a 
nutmeg-grater,"  suggested  Brittles. 

"  It  was,  when  you  heerd  it,  Sir,"  rejoined  Mr.  Giles ; 
"but,  at  this  time,  it  had  a  busting  sound.  I  turned 
down  the  clothes;"  continued  Giles,  rolling  back  the 
table-cloth,  "  sat  up  in  bed  ;  and  listened." 

The  cook  and  housemaid  simultaneously  ejaculated 
"Lor!  "  and  drew  their  chairs  closer  together. 

"  I  heerd  it  now,  quite  apparent,"  resumed  Mr.  Giles. 
" '  Somebody,'  I  says,  '  is  forcing  of  a  door,  or  window ; 
what's  to  be  done?  I'll  call  up  that  poor  lad,  Brittles,  and 
save  him  from  being  murdered  in  his  bed  ;  or  his  throat,' 
I  says,  '  may  be  cut  from  his  right  ear  to  his  left,  with- 
out his  ever  knowing  it.' " 

Here,  all  eyes  were  turned  upon  Brittles ;  who  fixed 
his  upon  the  speaker,  and  stared  at  him,  with  his  mouth 
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wide  open,  and  li is  face  expressive  of  the  most  unmiti- 
gated horror. 

"I  tossed  <i(f  the  clothes,"  said  Giles,  throwing  away 
the  table-eloth,  and  looking  very  hard  at  the  cook  and 
housemaid,  "  got  softly  out  of  hed;  drew  on  a  pair  of — " 

"  Ladies  present,  Mr.  Giles,"  murmured  the  tinker. 

" — Of  shoes,  Sir,"  said  Giles,  turning  upon  him,  and  lay- 
ing great  emphasis  on  the  word;  "seized  the  loaded 
pistol  that  always  goes  upstairs  with  the  plate-basket ; 
and  walked  on  tiptoes  to  his  room.  'Brittles,'  I  says, 
when  I  had  woke  him,  '  don't  he  frightened! '  " 

"So  you  did,"  observed  Brittles,  in  a  low  voice. 

"'We're  dead  men,  I  think,  Brittles,' I  says,"  con- 
tinued Giles  ;  "  'but  don't  be  frightened.'  " 

"  Was  he  frightened  ?  "  asked  the  cook. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  replied  Mr.  Giles.  "  He  was  as  firm 
—ah!  pretty  near  as  firm  as  I  was." 

"  I  should  have  died  at  once,  I'm  sure,  if  it  had  been 
me,"  observed  the  housemaid. 

"  You're  a  woman,"  retorted  Brittles,  plucking  up  a 
little. 

"Brittles  is  right,"  said  Mr.  Giles,  nodding  his  head, 
approvingly ;  "  from  a  woman,  nothing  else  was  to  be 
expected.  We,  being  men,  took  a  dark  lantern  that  was 
standing  on  Brittles's  hob,  and  groped  our  way  down 
stairs  in  the  pitch  dark, — as  it  might  be  so." 

Mr.  Giles  had  risen  from  his  seat,  and  taken  two  steps 
with  his  eyes  shut,  to  accompany  his  description  with 
appropriate  action,  when  he  started  violently,  in  common 
with  the  rest  of  the  company,  and  hurried  back  to  his 
chair.     The  cook  and  housemaid  screamed. 

"It  was  a  knock,"  said  Mr.  Giles,  assuming  perfect 
serenity.     "  Open  the  door,  somebody." 

Nobody  moved. 

"  It  seems  a  strange  sort  of  a  thing,  a  knock  coming  at 
such  a  time  in  the  morning,"  said  Mr.  Giles,  surveying 
the  pale  faces  which  surrounded  him,  and  looking  very 
blank  himself;  "but  the  door  must  be  opened.  Do  you 
hear,  somebody?" 

Mr.  Giles,  as  he  spoke,  looked  at  Brittles ;  but  that 
young  man,  being  naturally  modest,  probably  considered 
himself  nobody,  and  so  held  that  the  inquiry  could  not 
have  any  application  to  him ;  at  all  events,  he  tendered 
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no  reply.  Mr.  Giles  directed  an  appealing  glance  at  the 
tinker ;  but  be  bad  suddenly  fallen  asleep.  The  women 
were  out  of  the  question. 

"  If  Brittles  would  rather  open  the  door,  in  the  pres- 
ence of  witnesses,"  said  Mr.  Giles,  after  a  short  silence, 
" 1  am  ready  to  make  one." 

"  So  am  I,"  said  the  tinker,  waking  up,  as  suddenly  as 
he  had  fallen  asleep. 

Brittles  capitulated  on  these  terms  ;  and  the  party  be- 
ing somewhat  reassured  by  the  discovery  (made  on  throw- 
ing open  the  shutters)  that  it  was  now  broad  day,  took 
their  way  upstairs ;  with  the  dogs  in  front ;  and  the  two 
women,  who  were  afraid  to  stay  below,  bringing  up  the 
rear.  By  the  advice  of  Mr.  Giles,  they  all  talked  very 
loud,  to  warn  any  evil-disposed  person  outside,  that  they 
were  strong  in  numbers ;  and  by  a  master-stroke  of 
policy,  originating  in  the  brain  of  the  same  ingenious 
gentleman,  the  dogs'  tails  were  well  pinched,  in  the  hall, 
to  make  them  bark  savagely. 

These  precautions  having  been  taken,  Mr.  Giles  held  on 
fast  by  the  tinker's  arm  (to  prevent  his  running  away,  as 
he  pleasantly  said),  and  gave  the  word  of  command  to 
open  the  door.  Brittles  obeyed ;  and  the  group,  peeping 
timorously  over  each  other's  shoulders,  beheld  no  more 
formidable  object  than  poor  little  Oliver  Twist,  speech- 
less and  exhausted,  who  raised  his  heavy  eyes,  and  mutely 
solicited  their  compassion. 

"A  boy  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Giles,  valiantly  pushing  the 
tinker  into  the  background.  "  What's  the  matter  with 
the — eh  ? — Why — Brittles — look  here — don't  you  know?" 

Brittles,  who  had  got  behind  the  door  to  open  it,  no 
sooner  saw  Oliver,  than  he  uttered  a  loud  cry.  Mr.  Giles, 
seizing  the  boy  by  one  leg  and  one  arm  :  fortunately  not 
the  broken  limb:  lugged  him  straight  into  the  hall,  and 
deposited  him  at  full  length  on  the  floor  thereof. 

"Here  he  is  !  "  bawled  Giles,  calling  in  a  state  of  great 
excitement,  up  the  staircase ;  "  here's  one  of  the  thieves, 
ma'am!  Here's  a  thief,  miss!  Wounded,  miss !  I  shot 
him,  miss;  and  Brittles  held  the  light." 

" — In  a  lantern,  miss,"  cried  Brittles,  applying  one 
hand  to  the  side  of  his  mouth,  so  that  his  voice  might 
travel  the  better. 

The  two  women-servants  ran  upstairs  to  carry  the  in- 
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telligence  that  Mr.  Giles  had  captured  a  robber ;  and  the 
fiinker  busied  himself  in  endeavoring  to  restore  Oliver, 
lest  he  should  die  before  be  could  be  hanged.  In  the 
midst  of  all  this  noise  and  commotion,  there  was  heard 
a  sweet  female  voice,  which  quelled  it  in  an  instant.     \ 

"Giles!"  whispered  the  voice  from  the  stair-head. 

"I'm  here,  miss,"  replied  Mr.  Giles.  "Don't  be  fright- 
ened, miss  ;  T  ain't  much  injured,  lie  didn't  make  a  very 
desperate  resistance,  nriss  ;  I  was  soon  too  many  for  him." 

"Hush!"  replied  the  young  lady;  "you  frighten  my 
aunt  as  much  as  the  thieves  did.  Is  the  poor  creature 
much  hurt?" 

"  Wounded  desperate,  miss,"  replied  Giles,  with  inde- 
scribable complacency. 

"lie  looks  as  if  be  was  a-going,  miss,"  bawled  Brittles, 
in  the  same  manner  as  before.  "  Wouldn't  you  like  to 
come  and  look  at  him,  miss,  in  case  he  should?" 

"  Hush,  pray;  there's  a  good  man!"  rejoined  the 
young  lady.  "  Wait  quietly  one  instant,  while  I  speak  to 
aunt." 

With  a  footstep  as  soft  and  gentle  as  the  voice,  the 
speaker  tripped  away ;  and  soon  returned,  with  the 
direction  that  the  wounded  person  was  to  be  carried  care- 
fully, upstairs  to  Mr.  Giles's  room  ;  and  that  Brittles 
was  to  saddle  the  pony  and  betake  himself  instantly  to 
Chertsey  :  from  which  place,  he  was  to  despatch,  with  all 
speed,  a  constable  and  doctor. 

"But  won't  you  take  one  look  at  him,  first,  miss?" 
as<ked  Mr.  Giles,  with  as  much  pride  as  if  Oliver  were 
some  bird  of  rare  plumage,  that  he  had  skilfully  brought 
down.     "Not  one  little  peep,  miss?" 

"  Not  now,  for  the  world,"  replied  the  young  lady. 
"  Poor  fellow !  Oh !  treat  him  kindly,  Giles,  for  my 
sake !  " 

The  old  servant  looked  up  at  the  speaker,  as  she  turned 
away ;  with  a  glance  as  proud  and  admiring  as  if  she  had 
been  his  own  child.  Then,  bending  over  Oliver,  he  helped 
to  carry  him  upstairs,  with  the  care  and  solicitude  of  a 
woman. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

HAS   AN   INTRODUCTORY   ACCOUNT   OF   THE    INMATES   OF   THB 
HOUSE,    TO    WHICH    OLIVER   RESORTED. 

In  a  handsome  room  :  though  its  furniture  had  rather 
the  air  of  old-fashioned  comfort,  than  of  modern  elegance : 
there  sat  two  ladies  at  a  well-spread  breakfast-table.  Mr. 
Giles,  dressed  with  scrupulous  care  in  a  full  suit  of  black, 
was  in  attendance  upon  them.  He  had  taken  his  station 
some  half-way  between  the  sideboard  and  the  breakfast- 
table  ;  and,  with  his  body  drawn  up  to  its  full  height,  his 
head  thrown  back,  and  inclined  the  merest  trifle  on  one 
side,  his  left  leg  advanced,  and  his  right  hand  thrust  into 
his  waistcoat,  while  his  left  hung  down  by  his  side,  grasp- 
ing a  waiter,  looked  like  one  who  labored  under  a  very 
agreeable  sense  of  his  own  merits  and  importance. 

Of  the  two  ladies,  one  was  well  advanced  in  years  ; 
but  the  high-backed  oaken  chair  in  which  she  sat,  was  not 
more  upright  than  she.  Dressed  with  the  utmost  nicety 
and  precision,  in  a  quaint  mixture  of  by-gone  coctume, 
with  some  slight  concessions  to  the  prevailing  taste, 
which  rather  served  to  point  the  old  style  pleasantly  than 
to  impair  its  effect,  she  sat,  m  a  stately  manner,  with  her 
hands  folded  on  the  table  before  her.  Her  eyes  (and  age 
had  dimmed  but  little  of  their  brightness)  were  atten- 
tively fixed  upon  her  young  companion. 

The  younger  lady  was  in  the  lovely  bloom  and  spring- 
time of  womanhood;  at  that  age,  when,  if  ever  angels 
be  for  God's  good  purposes  enthroned  in  mortal  forms, 
they  may  be,  without  impiety,  supposed  to  abide  in  such 
as  hers. 

She  was  not  past  seventeen.  Cast  in  so  slight  and  ex- 
quisite a  mould  ;  so  mild  and  gentle ;  so  pure  and  beauti- 
ful ;  that  earth  seemed  not  her  element,  nor  its  rough 
creatures  her  fit  companions.  The  very  intelligence  that 
shone  in  her  deep  blue  eye,  and  was  stamped  upon  her 
noble  head,  seemed  scarcely  of  her  age,  or  of  the  world  ; 
and  yet  the  changing  expression  of  sweetness  and  good 
humor;  the  thousand  lights  that  played  about  the  face, 
and  left  no  shadow  there ;  above  all,  the  smile,  the  cheer- 
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ful,  happy  smile,  were  made  for  Home,  and  fireside  peace 
and  happiness. 

She  was  busily  engaged  in  the  little  offices  of  the  table. 
Chancing  to  raise  her  eyes  as  the  elder  lady  was  regard- 
ing her,  she  playfully  put  back  her  hair,  which  was 
simply  braided  on  her  forehead  ;  and  threw  into  one 
beaming  look,  such  a  gush  of  affection  and  artless  loveli 
ness,  that  blessed  spirits  might  have  smiled  to  look  upon 
her. 

"  And  Brittles  has  been  gone  upwards  of  an  hour,  has 
he?"  asked  the  old  lady,  after  a  pause. 

"An  hour  and  twelve  minutes,  ma'am,"  replied  Mr. 
Giles,  referring  to  a  silver  watch,  which  he  drew  forth  by 
a  black  ribbon. 

"  He  is  always  slow,5'  remarked  the  old  lady. 

"  Brittles  always  was  a  slow  boy,  ma'am,"  replied  the 
attendant.  And  seeing,  by-the-by,  that  Brittles  had 
been  a  slow  boy  for  upwards  of  thirty  years,  there  ap- 
peared no  great  probability  of  his  ever  being  a  fast  one. 

"  He  gets  worse  instead  of  better,  I  think,"  said  the 
elder  lady. 

"  It  is  very  inexcusable  in  him  if  he  stops  to  play  with 
any  other  boys,"  said  the  young  lady,  smiling. 

Mr.  Giles  was  apparently  considering  the  propriety  of 
indulging  in  a  respectful  smile  himself,  when  a  gig  drove 
up  to  the  garden  gate :  out  of  which  there  jumped  a  fat 
gentleman,  who  ran  straight  up  to  the  door :  and  who, 
getting  quickly  into  the  house  by  some  mysterious 
process,  burst  into  the  room,  and  nearly  overturned  Mr. 
Giles  and  the  breakfast-table  together. 

"  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing !  "  exclaimed  the  fat 
gentleman.  "  My  dear  Mrs.  Maylie — bless  my  soul — in 
the  silence  of  night,  too — I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing!  " 

With  these  expressions  of  condolence,  the  fat  gentle- 
man shook  hands  with  both  ladies  ;  and  drawing  up  a 
chair,  inquired  how  they  found  themselves. 

"  You  ought  to  be  dead ;  positively  dead  with  the 
fright,"  said  the  fat  gentleman.  "  Why  didn't  you  send  ? 
Bless  me,  my  man  should  have  come  in  a  minute ;  and  so 
would  I ;  and  my  assistant  would  have  been  delighted ; 
or  anybody,  I'm  sure,  under  such  circumstances.  Dear, 
dear  !     So  unexpected !     In  the  silence  of  night,  too  !  " 

The  doctor  seemed  especially  troubled  by  the  fact  of 
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the  robbery  having  been  unexpected,  and  attempted  in  the 
night-time ;  as  if  it  were  the  established  custom  of  gen- 
tlemen in  the  housebreaking  way  to  transact  business  at 
noon,  and  to  make  an  appointment,  by  the  twopenny 
post,  a  day  or  two  previous. 

"And  you,  Miss  Rose,"  said  the  doctor,  turning  to  the 
young  lady,  "  I " 

"Oh!  very  much  so,  indeed,"  said  Rose,  interrupting 
him ;  "  but  there  is  a  poor  creature  upstairs,  whom  aunt 
wishes  you  to  see." 

"Ah!' to  be  sure,"  replied  the  doctor,  "so  there  is. 
That  was  your  handiwork,  Giles,  I  understand." 

Mr.  Giles,  who  had  been  feverishly  putting  the  tea- 
cups to  rights,  blushed  very  red,  and  said  that  he  had  had 
that  honor. 

"Honor,  eh?"  said  the  doctor;  "  well,  I  don't  know ; 
perhaps  it's  as  honorable  to  hit  a  thief  in  a  bad:  kitchen, 
as  to  hit  your  man  at  twelve  paces.  Fancy  that  he  fired 
in  the  air;  and  you've  fought  a  duel,  Giles.'' 

Mr.  Giles,  who  thought  this  lighi  treatment  of  the 
matter  an  unjust  attempt  at  diminishing  his  glory, 
answered  respectfully,  that  it  was  not  for  the  like  of  him 
to  judge  about  that;  but  he  rather  thought  it  was  no 
joke  to  the  opposite  party. 

"  Gad,  that's  true  ! "  said  the  doctor.  "  Where  is  he  ? 
Show  me  the  way.  I'll  look  in  again,  as  I  come  down, 
Mrs.  Maylie.  That's  the  little  window  that  he  got  in  at, 
eh  ?    Well,  I  couldn't  have  believed  it !  " 

Talking  all  the  way,  he  followed  Mr.  Giles  upstairs ; 
and  while  he  is  going  upstairs,  the  reader  maybe  in- 
formed,  that  Mr.  Losberne,  a  surgeon  in  the  neighbor- 
hood known  through  a  circuit  of  ten  miles  round  as  "  the 
doctor,"  had  grown  fat :  more  from  good-humor  than  from 
good  living:  and  was  as  kind  and  hearty,  and  withal  as 
eccentric  an  old  bachelor,  as  will  be  found  in  five  times 
that  space,  by  any  explorer  alive. 

The  doctor  was  absent,  much  longer  than  either  he  or 
the  ladies  had  anticipated.  A  large  flat  box  was  fetched 
out  of  the  gig ;  and  a  bedroom  bell  was  rung  very  often  ; 
and  the  servants  ran  up  and  down  stairs  prepetually ; 
from  which  tokens  it  was  justly  concluded  that  some- 
thing important  was  going  on  above.  At  length  he  re- 
turned; and  in   reply  to  an  anxious   inquiry  after  his 


22>|  OLIVER  TWIST. 

pati.nt,  looked  very   mysterious,  and  closed  the  door, 
carefully. 

"  This  is  a  very  extraordinary  thing,  Mrs.  May  he,  said 
the  doctor,  standing  with  his  hack  to  the  door,  as  if  to 
fceep  it  shut. 

"He  is  not  in  danger,  I  hope?"  said  the  old  lady. 

"  Why,  that  would  nothe  an  extraordinary  thing,  under 
the  circumstances,"  replied  the  doctor  ;  "  though  I  don't 
think  he  is.     Have  you  seen  this  thief  ?" 

"  No,"  rejoined  the  old  lady. 

"  Nor  heard  anything  about  him  ?  " 

"No." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,"  interposed  Mr.  Giles ; 
"  but  I  was  going  to  tell  you  about  him  when  Doctor 
Losberne  came  in." 

The  fact  was,  that  Mr.  Giles  had  not,  at  first,  been  able 
to  bring  his  mind  to  the  avowal,  that  he  had  only  shot  a 
boy.  Such  commendations  had  been  bestowed  upon  his 
bravery,  that  he  could  not  for  the  life  of  him,  help  post- 
poning the  explanation  for  a  few  delicious  minutes*, 
during  which  he  had  flourished  in  the  very  zenith  of  a 
brief  reputation  for  undaunted  courage. 

"  Rose  wished  to  see  the  man,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie,  "  but  I 
wouldn't  hear  of  it." 

"  Humph  !  "  rejoined  the  doctor.  "  There  is  nothing 
very  alarming  in  his  appearance.  Have  you  any  objection 
to  see  him  in  my  presence  ?  " 

"  If  it  be  necessary,"  replied  the  old  lady,  "  certainly  not." 

»  Then  I  think  it  is  necessary,"  said  the  doctor ;  "  at  all 
events,  I  am  quite  sure  that  you  would  deeply  regret  not 
having  done  so,  if  you  postponed  it.  He  is  perfectly 
quiet  and  comfortable  now.  Allow  me — Miss  Rose,  will 
you  permit  me  ?  Not  the  slightest  fear,  I  pledge  you  my 
honor  1 " 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

RELATES  WHAT  OLIVER'S   NEW  VISITORS  THOUGHT  OF  HIM. 

With  many  loquacious  assurances  that  they  would  be 
agreeably  surprised  in  the  aspect  of  the  criminal,  the 
doctor  drew  the  young  lady's  arm  through  one  of  his  ;  and 
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offering  his  disengaged  hand  to  Mrs.  Maylie,  led  them, 
with  much  ceremony  and  stateliness,  upstairs. 

"Now,"  said  the  doctor,  in  a  whisper,  as  he  softly 
turned  the  handle  of  a  bedroom-door,  "  let  us  hear  what 
you  think  of  him.  He  has  not  been  shaved  very  recently, 
but  he  don't  look  at  all  ferocious  notwithstanding.  Stop, 
though!     Let  me  first  see  that  he  is  in  visiting  order." 

Stepping  before  them,  he  looked  into  the  room.  Mo- 
tioning them  to  advance,  he  closed  the  door  when  they 
had  entered ;  and  gently  drew  back  the  curtains  of  the 
bed.  Upon  it,  in  lieu  of  the  dogged,  black- visaged  ruffian 
they  had  expected  to  behold,  there  lay  a  mere  child : 
worn  with  pain  and  exhaustion :  and  sunk  into  a  deep 
sleep.  His  wounded  arm,  bound  and  splintered  up,  was 
crossed  upon  his  breast ;  his  head  reclined  upon  the  other 
T,rm,  which  was  half  hidden  by  his  long  hair,  as  it 
streamed  over  the  pillow. 

The  honest  gentleman  held  the  curtain  in  his  hand ; 
and  looked  on,  for  a  minute  or  so,  in  silence.  Whilst  he 
was  watching  the  patient  thus,  the  younger  lady  glided 
softly  past ;  and  seating  herself  in  a  chair  by  the  bed- 
side, gathered  Oliver's  hair  from  his  face.  As  she  stooped 
over  him,  her  tears  fell  upon  his  forehead. 

The  boy  stirred,  and  smiled  in  his  sleep,  as  though 
these  marks  of  pity  and  compassion  had  awakened  some 
pleasant  dream  of  a  love  and  affection  he  had  never 
known;  as  a  strain  of  gentle  music,  or  the  rippling 
of  water  in  a  silent  place,  or  the  odor  of  a  flower,  or 
even  the  mention  of  a  familiar  word,  will  sometimes  call 
up  sudden  dim  remembrances  of  scenes  that  never  were, 
in  this  life ;  which  vanish  like  a  breath ;  which  some 
brief  memory  of  a  happier  existence,  long  gone  by,  would 
seem  to  have  awakened  ;  for  no  voluntary  exertion  of  the 
mind  can  ever  recall  them. 

"  What  can  this  mean  ? "  exclaimed  the  elder  lady 
"  This  poor  child  can  never  have  been  the  pupil  of  rob- 
bers ! " 

"  Vice,"  sighed  the  surgeon,  replacing  the  curtain, 
"  takes  up  her  abode  in  many  temples  ;  and  who  can  say 
that  a  fair  outside  shall  not  enshrine  her?" 

"  But  at  so  early  an  age !  "  urged  Rose. 

"  My  dear  young  lady,"  rejoined  the  surgeon,  mourn- 
fully shaking  his  head ;  "  crime,  like  death,  is  not  con- 
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fined  to  the  old  and  withered  alone.  The  youngest  and 
fairest  are  too  often  its  chosen  victims." 

"  But,  can  you — oh,  Sir  !  can  you  really  helieve  that  this 
delicate  hoy  has  been  the  voluntary  associate  of  the  worst 
outcasts  of  society?"  said  Rose. 

The  surgeon  shook  his  head,  in  a  manner  which  in- 
timated that  lie  feared  it  was  very  possible;  and  observ- 
ing that  they  might  disturb  the  patient,  led  the  way 
into  an  adjoining  apartment. 

"  But  even  if  he  has  been  wicked,"  pursued  Rose,  "  think 
how  young  he  is  ;  think  that  he  may  never  have  known  a 
mother's  love,  or  the  comfort  of  a  home;  and  that  ill- 
usage  and  blows,  or  the  want  of  bread,  may  have  driven 
him  to  herd  with  men  who  have  forced  him  to  guilt. 
Aunt,  dear  aunt,  for  mercy's  sake,  think  of  this,  before 
you  let  them  drag  this  sick  child  to  a  prison,  which  in 
any  case  must  be  the  grave  of  all  his  chances  of  amend- 
ment. Oh  !  as  you  love  me,  and  know  that  I  have  never 
felt  the  want  of  parents  in  your  goodness  and  affection, 
but  that  I  might  have  done  so,  and  might  have  been 
equally  helpless  and  unprotected  with  this  poor  child, 
have  pity  upon  him  before  it  is  too  late." 

"My  dear  love  !  "  said  the  elder  lady,  as  she  folded  the 
weeping  girl  to  her  bosom,  "  do  you  think  I  would  harm 
a  hair  of  his  head?" 

"  Oh,  no  !  "  replied  Rose,  eagerly. 

"No,"  said  the  old  lady  with  a  trembling  lip;  "my 
days  are  drawing  to  their  close  ;  and  may  mercy  be  shown 
to  me  as  I  show  it  to  others !  What  can  I  do  to  save  him, 
Sir?" 

"Let  me  think,  ma'am,"  said  the  doctor;  "let  me 
think." 

Mr.  Losberne  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets ;  and 
took  several  turns  up  and  down  the  room  :  often  stop- 
ping, and  balancing  himself  on  his  toes  :  and  frowning 
frightfully.  After  various  exclamations  of  "I've  got  it 
now"  and  "no,  I  haven't,"  and  as  many  renewals  of  the 
walking  and  frowning,  he  at  length  made  a  dead  halt, 
and  spoke  as  follows  : 

"I  think  if  you  give  me  a  full  and  unlimited  commis- 
sion to  bully  Giles,  and  that  little  boy,  Brittles,  I  can 
manage  it.  He  is  a  faithful  fellow  and  an  old  servant,  I 
know ;  but  you  can  make  it  up  to  him  in  a  thousand  ways, 
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and  reward  him  for  being-  such  a  good  shot  besides.    You 
don't  object  to  that?" 

"Unless  there  is  some  other  way  of  preserving  the 
child,"  replied  Mrs.  Maylie. 

"  There  is  no  other,"  said  the  doctor.  "  No  other,  take 
my  word  for  it." 

"  Then  my  aunt  invests  you  with  full  power,"  said  Rose, 
smiling  through  her  tears;  "but  pray  don't  be  harder 
upon  the  poor  fellows  than  is  indispensably  necessary." 

"  You  seem  to  think,"  retorted  the  doctor,  "  that  every- 
body is  disposed  to  be  hard-hearted  to-day,  except  your- 
self, Miss  Rose.  I  only  hope,  for  the  sake  of  the  rising 
male  sex  generally,  that  you  may  be  found  in  as  vulner- 
able and  soft-hearted  a  mood  by  the  first  eligible  young 
fellow  who  appeals  to  your  compassion  ;  and  I  wish  I  were 
a  young  fellow,  that  I  might  avail  myself,  on  the  spot,  of 
such  a  favorable  opportunity  for  doing  so,  as  the  pres- 
ent." 

"  You  are  as  great  a  boy  as  poor  Brittles  himself,"  re- 
turned Rose,  blushing. 

"Well,"  said  the  doctor,  laughing  heartily,  "that  is  no 
very  difficult  matter.  But  to  return  to  this  boy.  The 
great  point  of  our  agreement  is  yet  to  come.  Pie  will 
wake  in  an  hour  or  so,  I  dare  say ;  and  although  I  have 
told  that  thick-headed  constable-fellow  downstairs  that 
he  mustn't  be  moved  or  spoken  to,  on  peril  of  his  life,  I 
think  we  may  converse  with  him  without  danger.  Now, 
I  make  this  stipulation — that  I  shall  examine  him  in  your 
presence,  and  that  if  from  what  he  says,  we  judge,  and  I 
can  show  to  the  satisfaction  of  your  cool  reason,  that  he 
is  a  real  and  thorough  bad  one  (which  is  more  than  pos- 
sible), he  shall  be  left  to  his  fate,  without  any  further  in- 
terference on  my  part,  at  all  events." 

"  Oh  no,  aunt !  "  entreated  Rose. 

"  Oh  yes,  aunt !  "  said  the  doctor.     "  Is  it  a  bargain  ?  " 

"  He  cannot  be  hardened  in  vice,"  said  Rose ;  "  It  is 
impossible." 

"  Very  good,"  retorted  the  doctor ;  "  then  so  much  the 
more  reason  for  acceding  to  my  proposition." 

Finally  the  treaty  was  entered  into;  and  the  parties 
thereunto  sat  clown  to  wait,  with  some  impatience,  until 
Oliver  should  awake. 

The  patience  of  the  two  ladies  was  destined  to  undergo 
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a  longer  trial  than  Mr.  Losberne  had  led  them  to  expect ; 
for  hour  after  hour  passed  on,  and  still  Oliver  slumbered 
heavily.  It  was  evening,  indeed,  before  the  hind-hearted 
doctor  brought  them  the  intelligence,  that  he  was  at 
length  sufficiently  restored  to  be  spoken  to.  The  boy 
was  very  ill,  he  said,  and  weak  from  the  loss  of  blood ; 
but  his  mind  was  so  troubled  with  anxiety  to  disclose 
something,  that  he  deemed  it  better  to  give  him  the 
opportunity,  than  to  insist  upon  his  remaining  quiet 
until  next  morning:  which  he  should  otherwise  have 
done. 

The  conference  was  a  long  one ;  for  Oliver  told  them  all 
his  simple  history,  and  was  often  compelled  to  stop,  by 
pain  and  want  of  strength.  It  was  a  solemn  thing,  to 
hear,  in  the  darkened  room,  the  feeble  voice  of  the  sick 
child  recounting  a  weary  catalogue  of  evils  and  calamities 
which  hard  men  had  brought  upon  him.  Oh  !  if,  when 
we  oppress  and  grind  our  fellow-creatures,  we  bestowed 
but  one  thought  on  the  dark  evidences  of  human  error, 
which,  like  dense  and  heavy  clouds,  are  rising,  slowly  it 
is  true,  but  not  less  surely,  to  Heaven,  to  pour  their  after- 
vengeance  on  our  heads  ;  if  we  heard  but  one  instant,  in 
imagination,  the  deep  testimony  of  dead  men's  voices, 
which  no  power  can  stifle,  and  no  pride  shut  out ;  where 
would  be  the  injury  and  injustice,  the  suffering,  misery, 
cruelty,  and  wrong,  that  each  day's  life  brings  with  it! 

Oliver's  pillow  was  smoothed  by  gentle  hands  that 
night:  and  loveliness  and  virtue  watched  him  as  he  slept. 
He  felt  calm  and  happy  ;  and  could  have  died  without  a 
murmur. 

The  momentous  interview  was  no  sooner  concluded, 
and  Oliver  composed  to  rest  again,  than  the  doctor,  after 
wiping  his  eyes,  and  condemning  them  for  being  weak 
all  at  once,  betook  himself  downstairs  to  open  upon  Mr. 
Giles.  And  finding  nobody  about  the  parlors,  it  occurred 
to  him,  that  he  could  perhaps  originate  the  proceedings 
with  better  effect  in  the  kitchen ;  so  into  the  kitchen  he 
went. 

There  were  assembled,  in  that  lower  house  of  the  do- 
mestic parliament,  the  women-servants,  Mr  Brittles,  Mr. 
Giles,  the  tinker  (who  had  received  a  special  invitation  to 
regale  himself  for  the  remainder  of  the  day,  in  considera- 
tion of  his  services),  and  the  constable.   The  latter  gentle- 
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man  had  a  large  staff,  a  large  head,  large  features,  and 
large  half-boots;  and  looked  as  if  he  had  been  taking  a 
proportionate  allowance  of  ale,  as  indeed  he  had. 

The  adventures  of  the  previous  night  were  still  under 
discussion  :  for  Mr.  Giles  was  expatiating  upon  his  pres- 
ence of  mind,  when  the  doctor  entered  ;  and  Mr.  Brittles, 
with  a  mug  of  ale  in  his  hand,  was  corroborating  every- 
thing, before  his  superior  said  it. 

"  Sit  still,"  said  the  doctor,  waving  his  hand. 

"  Thank  you,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Giles.  "  Misses  wished 
some  ale  to  be  given  out,  Sir ;  and  as  I  felt  no  ways  in- 
clined for  my  own  little  room,  Sir,  and  was  disposed  for 
company,  I  am  taking  mine  among  'em  here. 

Brittles  headed  a  low  murmur,  by  which  the  ladies  and 
gentlemen  generally  were  understood  to  express  the 
gratification  they  derived  from  Mr.  Giles's  condescension. 
Mr.  Giles  looked  round  with  a  patronizing  air,  as  much  as 
to  say  that  so  long  as  they  behaved  properly,  he  would 
never  desert  them. 

"How  is  the  patient  to-night,  Sir?"  asked  Giles. 

"  So-so; "  returned  the  doctor.  "  I  am  afraid  you  have 
got  yourself  into  a  scrape  there,  Mr.  Giles." 

"  I  hope  you  don't  mean  to  say,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Giles, 
trembling,  "  that  he's  going  to  die.  If  I  thought  it,  I 
should  never  be  happy  again.  I  wouldn't  cut  a  boy  off : 
no,  not  even  Brittles  here :  not  for  all  the  plate  in  the 
country,  Sir." 

"  That's  not  the  point,"  said  the  doctor,  mysteriously. 
"  Mr.  Giles,  are  you  a  Protestant  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sir,  I  hope  so,"  faltered  Mr.  Giles  who  had  turned 
very  pale. 

"And  what  are  you,  boy?"  said  the  doctor,  turned 
sharply  upon  Brittles. 

"Lord  bless  me,  Sir!"  replied  Brittles,  starting  vio- 
lently ;  "  I'm  the  same  as  Mr.  Giles,  Sir." 

"  Then  tell  me  this,"  said  the  doctor,  "  both  of  you— 
both  of  you !  Are  you  going  to  take  upon  yourselves  to 
swear,  that  that  boy  upstairs  is  the  boy  that  was  put 
through  the  little  window  last  night!  Out  with  it! 
Come !     We  are  prepared  for  you !  " 

The  doctor,  who  was  unversally  considered  one  of  the 
best-tempered  creatures  on  earth,  made  this  demand  in 
such  a  dreadful  tone  of  anger,  that  Giles  and  Brittles,  who 
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were  considerably  muddled  by  ale  and  excitement,  stared 
at  each  other  in  a  state  of  stupefaction. 

"  Pay  attention  to  the  reply,  constable, will  you?" said 
the  doctor,  shaking  his  forefinger  with  great  solemnity 
of  manner,  and  tapping  the  bridge  of  his  nose  with  it,  to 
bespeak  the  exercise  of  that  worthy's  utmost  acuteness. 
"  Something  may  come  of  this  before  long." 

The  constable  looked  as  wise  as  he  could,  and  took  up 
his  staff  of  office  :  which  had  been  reclining  indolently  in 
the  chimney-corner. 

"  It's  a  simple  question  of  identity,  you  will  observe," 
said  the  doctor. 

"  That's  what  it  is,  Sir,"  replied  the  constable,  cough- 
ing with  great  violence  ;  for  he  had  finished  his  ale  in  a 
hurry,  and  some  of  it  had  gone  the  wrong  way. 

"Here's  a  house  broken  into,"  said  the  doctor,  "and  a 
couple  of  men  catch  one  moment's  glimpse  of  a  boy,  in 
the  midst  of  gunpowder-smoke,  and  in  all  the  distraction 
of  alarm  and  darkness.  Here's  a  boy  comes  to  that  very 
same  house,  next  morning,  and  because  he  happens  to 
have  his  arm  tied  up,  these  men  lay  violent  hands  upon 
him  ;  by  doing  which,  they  place  his  life  in  great  danger, 
and  swear  he  is  the  thief.  Now,  the  question  is,  whether 
these  men  are  justified  by  the  fact  ;  and  if  not,  in  what 
situation  do  they  place  themselves  ?  " 

The  constable  nodded  profoundly.  He  said,  if  that 
wasn't  law,  he  would  be  glad  to  know  what  was. 

"  I  ask  you  again,"  thundered  the  doctor,  "  are  you,  on 
your  solemn  oaths,  able  to  identify  that  boy?" 

Brittles  looked  doubtfully  at  Mr.  Giles  ;  Mr.  Giles 
looked  doubtfully  at  Brittles  ;  the  constable  put  his  hand 
behind  his  ear,  to  catch  the  reply  ;  the  two  women  and 
the  tinker  leaned  forward  to  listen  ;  and  the  doctor 
glanced  keenly  round  ;  when  a  ring  was  heard  at  the 
gate,  and  at  the  same  moment,  the  sound  of  wheels. 

"It's  the  runners  !"  cried  Brittles,  to  all  appearance 
much  relieved. 

"  The  what !  "  exclaimed  the  doctor,  aghast  in  his  turn. 

"The  Bow  Street  officers,  Sir,"  replied  Brittles,  taking 
up  a  candle  ;  "  me  and  Mr.  Giles  sent  for  'em  this  morn- 
ing." 

"  What !  "  cried  the  doctor. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Brittles  ;  "  I  sent  a  message  up  by  the 
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coachman,  and  I  only  wonder  they  weren't  here  before, 
Sir." 

"You  did,  did  you?  Then  confound  your — slow 
coaches  down  here  ;  that's  all,"  said  the  doctor,  walking 
away. 


CHAPTER  XXXL 

INVOLVES    A   CRITICAL   POSITION. 

"Who's  that  ?"  inquired  Brittles,  opening  the  door  a 
little  way,  with  the  chain  up,  and  peeping  out,  shading 
the  candle  with  his  hand. 

"Open  the  door,"  replied  the  man  outside  ;  "it's  the 
officers  from  Bow  Street,  as  was  sent  to,  to-day." 

Much  comforted  by  this  assurance,  Brittles  opened  the 
door  to  its  full  width,  and  confronted  a  portly  man  in  a 
great-coat,  who  walked  in  without  saying  anything  more, 
and  wiped  his  shoes  on  the  mat,  as  coolly  as  if  he  lived 
there. 

"  Just  send  somebody  out  to  relieve  my  mate,  will  you, 
young  man  ?  "  said  the  officer  ;  "he's  in  the  gig,  a-mind- 
ing  the  prad.  Have  you  got  a  coach'us  here,  that  you 
could  put  it  up  in,  for  five  or  ten  minutes?" 

Brittles  replying  in  the  affirmative,  and  pointing  out 
the  building,  the  portly  man  stepped  back  to  the  garden- 
gate,  and  helped  his  companion  to  put  up  the  gig :  while 
Brittles  lighted  them,  in  a  state  of  great  admiration. 
This  done,  they  returned  to  the  house  ;  and,  being  shown 
into  the  parlor,  took  off  their  great-coats  and  hats,  and 
showed  like  what  they  were. 

The  man  who  had  knocked  at  the  door,  was  a  stout 
personage  of  middle  height :  aged  about  fifty  :  with 
shiny  black  hair,  cropped  pretty  close  ;  half-whiskers,  a 
round  face,  and  sharp  eyes.  The  other  was  a  red-headed, 
bony  man,  in  top-boots ;  with  a  rather  ill-favored  coun- 
tenance, and  a  turned-up  sinister-looking  nose. 

"  Tell  your  governor  that  Blathers  and  Duff  is  here, 
will  you?"  said  the  stouter  man,  smoothing  down  his 
hair,  and  laying  a  pair  of  handcuffs  on  the  table.  "  Oh  ! 
Good-evening,  master.  Can  I  have  a  word  or  two  with 
you  in  private,  if  you  please  ?  " 
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This  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Losberne,  who  now  made 
his  appearance  ;  that  gentleman,  motioning  Brittlea  to 
retire,  brought  in  the  two  ladies,  and  shut  the  door. 

"  This  is  the  lady  of  the  house,"  said  Mr.  Losberne, 
motioning  towards  Mrs.  Maylie. 

Mr.  Blathers  made  a  bow.  Being  desired  to  sit  down  he 
put  his  hat  upon  the  floor,  and,  taking  a  chair,  motioned 
Duff  to  do  the  same.  The  latter  gentleman,  who  did  not 
appear  quite  so  much  accustomed  to  good  society,  or  quite 
so  much  at  his  ease  in  it — one  of  the  two — seated  himself, 
after  undergoing  several  muscular  affections  of  the  limbs  ; 
and  forced  the  head  of  his  stick  into  his  mouth,  with  some 
embarrassment. 

"  Now,  with  regard  to  this  here  robbery,  master,"  said 
Blathers.     "  What  are  the  circumstances?" 

Mr.  Losberne,  who  appeared  desirous  of  gaining  time, 
recounted  them  at  great  length,  and  with  much  circumlo- 
cution. Messrs.  Blathers  and  Duff  looked  very  knowing 
meanwhile,  and  occasionally  exchanged  a  nod. 

"  I  can't  say,  for  certain,  till  I  see  the  place,  of  course," 
said  Blathers  ;  "but  my  opinion  at  once  is, — I  don't  mind 
committing  myself  to  that  extent, — that  this  wasn't  done 
by  a  yokel;  eh,  Duff?" 

"  Certainly  not,"  replied  Duff. 

"  And,  translating  the  word  yokel  for  the  benefit  of  the 
ladies,  I  apprehend  your  meaning  to  be,  that  this  attempt 
was  not  made  by  a  countryman  ? "  said  Mr.  Losberne, 
with  a  smile. 

"That's  it,  master,"  replied  Blathers.  "This  is  all 
about  the  robbery,  is  it?" 

"  All,"  replied  the  doctor. 

"  Now,  what  is  this,  about  this  here  boy  that  the  servants 
are  talking  on  ?  "  said  Blathers. 

"Nothing  at  all,"  replied  the  doctor.  "One  of  the 
frightened  "servants  chose  to  take  it  into  his  head,  that 
he  had  something  to  do  with  this  attempt  to  break  into 
the  house  ;  but  it's  nonsense  :  sheer  absurdity." 

"Wery  easy  disposed  of,  if  it  is,"  remarked  Duff. 

"  What  he  says  is  quite  correct,"  observed  Blathers, 
nodding  his  head  in  a  confirmatory  way,  and  playing 
carelessly  with  the  handcuffs,  as  if  they  were  a  pair  of 
castanets.     "  Who  is  the  boy  ?    What  account  does  he 
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give  of  himself  ?  Where  did  he  come  from  ?  He  didn't 
drop  out  of  the  clouds,  did  he,  master?" 

"Of  course  not,"  replied  the  doctor,  with  a  nervous 
glance  at  the  two  ladies.  "  I  know  his  whole  history; 
hut  we  can  talk  about  that  presently.  You  would  like, 
first,  to  see  the  place  where  the  thieves  made  their  attempt 
I  suppose?" 

"  Certainly,"  rejoined  Mr.  Blathers.  "  We  had  better 
inspect  the  premises  first,  and  examine  the  servants 
arterwards.     That's  the  usual  way  of  doing  business." 

Lights  were  then  procured ;  and  Messrs.  Blathers  and 
Duff,  attended  by  the  native  constable,  Brittles,  Giles,  and 
everybody  else  in  short,  went  into  the  little  room  at  the 
end  of  the  passage  and  looked  out  at  the  window ;  and 
afterwards  went  round  by  way  of  the  lawn,  and  looked 
in  at  the  window ;  and  after  that,  had  a  candle  handed 
out  to  inspect  the  shutter  with ;  and  after  that  a  lantern 
to  trace  the  footsteps  with ;  and  after  that,  a  pitchfork 
to  poke  the  bushes  with.  This  done,  amidst  the  breath- 
less interest  of  all  beholders,  they  came  in  again ;  and  Mr. 
Giles  and  Brittles  were  put  through,  a  melodramatic 
representation  of  their  share  in  the  previous  night's 
adventures  :  which  they  performed  some  six  times  over ; 
contradicting  each  other,  in  not  more  than  one  important 
respect,  the  first  time,  and  in  not  more  than  a  dozen  the 
last.  This  consummation  being  arrived  at,  Blathers  and 
Duff  cleared  the  room,  and  held  a  long  council  together, 
compared  with  which,  for  secrecy  and  solemnity,  a  con- 
sultation of  great  doctors  on  the  knottiest  point  in 
medicine,  would  be  mere  child's  play. 

Meanwhile,  the  doctor  walked  up  and  down  the  next 
room  in  a  very  uneasy  state ;  and  Mrs.  Maylie  and  Rose 
looked  on,  with  anxious  faces. 

"  Upon  my  word,"  he  said,  making  a  halt,  after  a  great 
number  of  very  rapid  turns,  "I  hardly  know  what  to  do." 

"Surely,"  said  Rose,  "the  poor  child's  story,  faithfully 
repeated  to  these  men,  will  be  sufficient  to  exonerate  him." 

"I  doubt  it,  my  dear  young  lady,"  said  the  doctor, 
shaking  his  head.  "  I  don't  think  it  would  exonerate  him, 
either  with  them,  or  with  legal  functionaries  of  a  higher 
grade.  What  is  he,  after  all,  they  would  say  ?  A  runaway. 
Judged  by  mere  worldly  considerations  and  probabilities, 
his  story  is  a  very  doubtful  one." 
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"You  believe  it,  surely?"  interrupted  Rose. 

"/believe  it,  strange  as  it  is;  and  perhaps  1  maybe 
an  old  fool  for  doing  so,"  rejoined  the  doctor  ;  "  but  I 
don't  think  it  is  exactly  the  tale  for  a  practised  police- 
officer,  nevertheless." 

"Why  not?"  demanded  Hose. 

"  Because,  my  pretty  cross-examiner,"  replied  the 
doctor:  "because,  viewed  with  their  eyes,  there  are  many 
ugly  points  about  it;  he  can  only  prove  the  parts  that  look 
ill,  and  none  of  those  that  look  well.  Confound  the  fel- 
lows, they  will  have  the  why  and  the  wherefore,  and  will 
t:ike  nothing  for  granted.  On  his  own  showing,  you  see, 
he  has  been  the  companion  of  thieves  for  some  time  past: 
he  has  been  carried  to  a  police-office,  on  a  charge  of  picking 
a  gentleman's  pocket;  he  has  been  taken  away,  forcibly, 
from  that  gentleman's  house,  to  a  place  which  he  cannot 
describe  or  point  out,  and  of  the  situation  of  which  he 
has  not  the  remotest  idea.  He  is  brought  down  to 
Ciertsey,  by  men  who  seem  to  have  taken  a  violent  fancy 
to  him,  whether  he  will  or  no ;  and  is  put  through  a 
window  to  rob  a  house ;  and  then,  just  at  the  very  mo- 
ment when  he  is  going  to  alarm  the  inmates,  and  so 
do  the  very  thing  that  would  set  him  all  to  rights,  there 
rushes  into  the  way,  a  blundering  dog  of  a  half-bred 
butler,  and  shoots  him  ;  as  if  on  purpose  to  prevent  his 
doing  any  good  for  himself.     Don't  you  see  all  this  ?  " 

"  I  see  it,  of  course,"  replied  Rose,  smiling  at  the 
doctor's  impetuosity;  "but  still  I  do  not  see  anything  in 
it,  to  criminate  the  poor  child." 

"  No,"  replied  the  doctor;  "of  course  not!  Bless  the 
bright  eyes  of  your  sex !  They  never  see,  whether  for 
good  or  "bad,  more  than  one  side  of  any  question;  and 
that  is,  always,  the  one  which  first  presents  itself  to 
them." 

Having  given  vent  to  this  result  of  experience,  the 
doctor  put  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and  walked  up  and 
down  the  room  with  even  greater  rapidity  than  before. 

"  The  more  I  think  of  it,"  said  the  doctor,  "  the  more  T 
see  that  it  will  occasion  endless  trouble  and  difficulty  if 
we  put  these  men  in  possession  of  the  boy's  real  story. 
I  am  certain  it  will  not  be  believed  ;  and  even  if  they  can 
do  nothing  to  him  in  the  end,  still  the  dragging  it  for- 
ward, and  giving  publicity  to  all  the  doubts  that  will  b« 
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cast  upon  it,  must  interfere,  materially,  with  your  be- 
nevolent plan  of  rescuing  him  from  misery." 

"  Oh  !  what  is  to  be  done  ?  "  cried  Rose.  "  Dear,  dear ! 
why  did  they  send  for  these  people?" 

"  Why,  indeed!  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Maylie.  "I  would  not 
have  had  them  here,  for  the  world." 

"All  I  know  is,"  said  Mr.  Losberne  at  last:  sitting 
down  with  a  kind  of  desperate  calmness,  "  tbat  we  must 
try  and  carry  it  off  with  a  bold  face ;  that's  all.  The 
object  is  a  good  one,  and  that  must  be  the  excuse.  The 
boy  has  strong  symptoms  of  fever  upon  him,  and  is  in  no 
condition  to  be  talked  to  any  more ;  that's  one  comfort. 
We  must  make  the  best  of  it ;  and  if  bad  be  the  best,  it 
is  no  fault  of  ours.     Come  in  !  " 

"  Well,  master,"  said  Blathers,  entering  the  room 
followed  by  his  colleague,  and  making  the  door  fast, 
before  he  said  any  more.     "This  warn't  a  put-up  thing." 

"And  what  the  devil's  a  put-up  thing?"  demanded  the 
doctor,  impatiently. 

"  We  call  it  a  put-up  robbery,  ladies,"  said  Blathers, 
turning  to  them,  as  if  he  pitied  their  ignorance,  but  had 
a  contempt  for  the  doctor's,  "  when  the  servants  is  in  it." 

"Nobody  suspected  them,  in  this  case,"  said  Mrs. 
Maylie. 

"  Wery  likely  not,  ma'am,"  replied  Blathers ;  "  but 
they  might  have  been  in  it,  for  all  that." 

"  More  likely  on  that  wery  account,"  said  Duff. 

"  We  find  it  was  a  town  hand,"  said  Blathers,  con- 
tinuing his  report ;  "for  the  style  of  work  is  first-rate." 

"Wery  pretty  indeed  it  is,"  remarked  Duff,  in  an 
under  tone. 

"  There  was  two  of  'em  in  it,"  continued  Blathers ; 
"  and  they  had  a  boy  with  'em ;  that's  plain  from  the 
size  of  the  window.  That's  all  to  be  said  at  present. 
We'll  see  this  lad  that  you've  got  upstairs  at  once,  if  you 
please." 

"  Perhaps  they  will  take  something  to  drink  first,  Mrs. 
Maylie?"  said  the  doctor:  his  face  brightening,  as  if 
some  new  thought  had  occured  to  him. 

"  Oh !  to  be  sure !  "  exclaimed  Rose,  eagerly.  "  You 
shall  have  it  immediately,  if  you  will." 

"Why,  thank  you,  miss!"  said  Blathers,  drawing  his 
coat-sleeve  across  his  mouth ;  "  it's  dry  work,  this  sort  of 
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duty.  Any  think  that's  handy,  miss;  don't  put  yourself 
out  of  the  May,  on  our  accounts." 

"What  shall  it  be  ?"  asked  the  doctor,  following  the 
young  lady  to  the  sideboard. 

"  A  little  drop  of  spirits,  master,  if  it's  all  the  same," 
replied  Blathers.  "  It's  a  cold  ride  from  London,  ma'am  ; 
and  1  always  find  that  spirits  comes  home  warmer  to  the 
feelings." 

This  interesting  communication  was  addressed  to  Mrs. 
Maylie,  who  received  it  very  graciously.  While  it  was 
being  conveyed  to  her  the  doctor  slipped  out  of  the  room. 

"Ah!"  said  Mr.  Blathers :  not  holding  his  wine-glass 
by  the  stem,  but  grasping  the  bottom  between  the  thumb 
and  forefinger  of  his  left  hand :  and  placing  it  in  front  of 
his  chest;  "  I  have  seen  a  good  many  pieces  of  business 
like  this,  in  my  time,  ladies." 

"  That  crack  clown  in  the  back  lane  at  Edmonton, 
Blathers,"  said  Mr.  Duff,  assisting  his  colleague's 
memory. 

"  That  was  something  in  this  way,  warn't  it  ?  "  rejoined 
Mr.  Blathers ;  "  that  was  done  by  Conkey  Chickweed, 
that  was." 

"You  always  gave  that  to  him,"  replied  Duff .  "It  was 
the  Family  Pet,  I  tell  you.  Conkey  hadn't  any  more  to 
do  with  it  than  I  had." 

"  Get  out !  "  retorted  Mr.  Blalhers ;  "  I  know  better. 
Do  you  mind  that  time  when  Conkey  was  robbed  of  his 
money,  though?  What  a  start  that  was  !  Better  than 
any  novel-book  I  ever  see!  " 

"What  was  that?"  inquired  Rose:  anxious  to  en- 
courage symptoms  of  good-humor  in  the  unwelcome 
visitors. 

"It  was  a  robbery,  miss,  that  hardly  anybody  would 
have  been  down  upon,"  said  Blathers.  "This  here  Con- 
key Chickweed — " 

"  Conkey  means  Nosey,  ma'am,"  interposed  Duff. 

"  Of  course  the  lady  knows  that,  don't  she?"  demanded 
Mr.  Blathers.  "Always  interrupting,  you  are,  partner ! 
This  here  Conkey  Chickweed,  miss,  kept  a  public-house 
over  Battlebridge  way  ;  and  had  a  cellar,  where  a  good 
many  young  lords  went  to  see  cock-fighting,  and  badger- 
drawing,  and  that;  and  a  wery  intellectual  manner  the 
sports  was  conducted  in,  for  I've  seen  'em  off'en.    He 
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warn't  one  of  the  family,  at  that  time ;  and  one  night  he 
was  robbed  of  three  hundred  and  twenty-seven  guineas  in 
a  canvas  bag :  that  was  stole  out  of  his  bedroom  in  the 
dead  of  night,  by  a  tall  man  with  a  black  patch  over  his 
eye,  who  had  concealed  himself  under  the  bed,  and.  after 
committing  the  robbery,  jumped  slap  out  of  window: 
which  was  only  a  story  high.  He  was  wery  quick  about 
it.  But  Conkey  was  quick,  too ;  for  he  was  woke  by  the 
noise ;  and  darting  out  of  bed,  he  fired  a  blunderbuss  arter 
him,  and  roused  the  neighborhood.  They  set  up  a  hue- 
and-cry,  directly,  and  when  they  came  to  look  about  'em, 
found  that  Conkey  had  hit  the  robber;  for  there  was 
traces  of  blood,  all  the  way  to  some  palings  a  good  dis- 
tance off;  and  there  they  lost  'em.  However,  he  had 
made  off  with  the  blunt;  and,  consequently,  the  name  of 
Mr.  Chickweed,  licensed  witler,  appeared  in  the  Gazette 
among  the  other  bankrupts ;  and  all  manner  of  benefits 
and  subscriptions,  and  I  don't  know  what  all,  was  got  up 
for  the  poor  man,  who  was  in  a  wery  low  state  of  mind 
about  his  loss,  and  went  up  and  down  the  streets,  for 
three  or  four  days,  pulling  his  hair  off  in  such  a  desperate 
manner  tnat  many  people  was  afraid  he  might  be  going 
to  make  away  with  himself.  One  day  he  come  up  to  the 
office,  all  in  a  hurry,  and  had  a  private  interview  with 
the  magistrate,  who,  after  a  deal  of  talk,  rings  the  bell, 
and  orders  Jem  Spyers  in  (Jem  was  a  active  officer),  and 
tells  him  to  go  and  assist  Mr.  Chickweed  in  apprehend- 
ing the  man  as  robbed  his  house.  '  I  see  him,  Spyers,' 
said  Chickweed,  'pass  my  house  yesterday  morning.' 
4  Why  didn't  you  up,  and  collar  him?'  says  Spyers.  'I 
was  so  struck  all  of  a  heap,  that  you  might  have  fractured 
my  skull  with  a  toothpick,'  says  the  poor  man;  'but 
we're  sure  to  have  him;  for  between  ten  and  eleven 
o'clock  at  night  he  passed  again.'  Spyers  no  sooner  heard 
this,  than  he  put  some  clean  linen  and  a  comb,  in  his 
pocket,  in  case  he  should  have  to  stop  a  day  or  two ;  and 
away  he  goes,  and  sets  himself  down  at  one  of  the  public- 
house  windows  behind  the  little  red  curtain,  with  his  hat 
on,  all  ready  to  bolt  out,  at  a  moment's  notice.  He  was 
smoking  his  pipe  here,  late  at  night,  when  all  of  a  sudden 
Chickweed  roars  out  '  Here  he  is !  Stop  thief !  Murder! 
Jem  Spyers  dashes  out ;  and  there  he  sees  Chickweed, 
a-tearing  down  the  street  full  cry.    Away  goes  Spyers  ; 
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on  goes  Chickweed;  round  turns  the  people-,  every- 
body roars  out,  'Thieves!'  and  Chickweed  himself  keeps 
mi  shouting,  all  the  time,  like  mad.  Spyers  loses  sight  of 
him  a  minute  as  he  turns  the  corner;  shoots  round;  sees 
a  little  crowd  ;  dives  in  ;  '  Which  is  the  man  V '  '  D —  me ! ' 
says  Chickweed,  '  I've  lost  him  again  ! '  It  was  a  remark- 
able occurrence,  but  he  warn't  to  be  seen  nowhere,  so 
they  went  back  to  the  public-house;  and  next  morning, 
Spyers  took  his  old  place,  and  looked  out,  from  behind 
the  curtain,  for  a  tall  man  with  a  black  patch  over  his 
eye,  till  his  own  two  eyes  ached  again.  At  last,  he 
couldn't  help  shutting  'em,  to  ease  'em  a  minute;  and  the 
very  moment  he  did  so,  he  hears  Chickweed  a-roaring 
out,  '  Here  he  is ! '  Off  he  starts  once  more,  with  Chick- 
weed half-way  down  the  street  ahead  of  him ;  and  after 
twice  as  long  a  run  as  the  yesterday's  one,  the  man's  lost 
again!  This  was  done,  once  or  twice  more,  till  one-half 
the  neighbors  gave  out  that  Mr.  Chickweed  had  been 
robbed  by  the  devil,  who  was  playing  tricks  with  him 
arterwards ;  and  the  other  half,  that  poor  Mr.  Chickweed 
had  gone  mad  with  grief." 

"What  did  Jem  Spyers  say?"  inquired  the  doctor: 
who  had  returned  to  the  room  shortly  after  the  commence- 
ment of  the  story. 

"Jem  Spyers,"  resumed  the  officer,  "for  a  long  time 
said  nothing  at  all,  and  listened  to  everything  without 
seeming  to,  which  showed  he  understood  his  business. 
But,  one  morning,  he  walked  into  the  bar,  and  taking  out 
his  snuff-box,  said,  '  Chickweed,  I've  found  out  who's  done 
this  here  robbery.'  'Have  you?'  said  Chickweed.  'Oh, 
my  dear  Spyers,  only  let  me  have  wengeance,  and  I  shall 
die  contented !  Oh,  my  dear  Spyers,  where  is  the  villain  ? ' 
'  Come ! '  said  Spyers,  offering  him  a  pinch  of  snuff,  '  none 
of  that  gammon !  You  did  it  yourself.'  So  he  had ;  and 
a  good  bit  of  money  he  had  make  by  it,  too;  and  nobody 
would  ever  have  found  it  out,  if  he  hadn't  been  so  precious 
anxious  to  keep  up  appearances,  that's  more !  "  said  Mr. 
Blathers,  putting  down  his  wine-glass,  and  clinking  the 
hand-cuffs  together. 

"Very  curious,  indeed,"  observed  the  doctor.  "Now, 
if  you  please,  you  can  walk  upstairs." 

"If  you  please,  Sir,"  returned  Mr.  Blathers;  and, 
closely  following  Mr.  Losberne,  the  two  officers  ascended 
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to  Oliver's  bedroom  ;  Mr,  Giles  preceding  the  party,  with 
a  lighted  candle. 

Oliver  had  been  dozing ;  but  looked  worse,  and  was 
more  feverish  than  he  had  appeared  yet.  Being  assisted 
by  the  doctor,  he  managed  to  sit  up  in  bed  for  a  minute 
or  so;  and  looked  at  the  strangers  without  at  all  under- 
standing what  was  going  forward — in  fact,  without  seem- 
ing to  recollect  where  he  was,  or  what  had  been  passing. 

"  This,"  said  Mr.  Losberne,  speaking  softly,  but  with 
great  vehemence  notwithstanding,  "this  is  the  lad,  who 
being  accidentally  wounded  by  a  spring-gun  in  some 
boyish  trespass  on  Mr.  What-d'ye-call-him's  grounds,  at 
the  back  here,  comes  to  the  house  for  assistance  this 
morning,  and  is  immediately  laid  hold  of  and  maltreated, 
by  that  ingenious  gentleman  with  the  candle  in  his  hand: 
who  has  placed  his  life  in  considerable  danger,  as  I  can 
professionally  certify." 

Messrs.  Blathers  and  Duff  looked  at  Mr.  Giles,  as  he 
was  thus  recommended  to  their  notice;  the  bewildered 
butler  gazed  from  them  towards  Oliver,  and  from  Oliver 
towards  Mr.  Losberne,  with  a  most  ludicrous  mixture  of 
fear  and  perplexity, 

"  You  don't  mean  to  deny  that,  I  suppose?"  said  the 
doctor,  laying  Oliver  gently  down  again. 

"  It  was  all  done  for  the — for  the  best,  Sir!"  answered 
Giles.  "  I  am  sure  I  thought  it  was  the  boy,  or  I  wouldn't 
have  meddled  with  him.  I  am  not  of  an  inhuman  disposi- 
tion, Sir." 

"  Thought  it  was  what  boy  ? "  inquired  the  senior 
officer. 

"  The  housebreaker's  boy,  Sir !  "  replied  GileSo  "  They 
— they  certainly  had  a  boy." 

"  Well !     Do  you  think  so  now?"  inquired  Blathers. 

"  Think  what,  now?"  replied  Giles,  looking  vacantly  at 
his  questioner. 

"  Think  it's  the  same  boy,  Stupid-head?"  rejoined  Mr. 
Blathers,  impatiently. 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  really  don't  know,"  said  Giles,  with 
a  rueful  countenance.     "  I  couldn't  swear  to  him." 

"  What  do  you  think?"  asked  Mr.  Blathers. 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  think,"  replied  poor  Giles* 
"  I  don't  think  it  is  the  boy;  indeed,  I'm  almost  certain 
that  it  isn't.     You  know  it  can't  be," 
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"Has  this  man  been  a  drinking,  Sir?"  inquired  Bla- 
triers,  turning  to  the  doctor. 

"  What  a  precious  muddle-headed  chap  you  are!"  said 
Duff,  addressing  Mr.  (dies  with  supreme  contempt. 

ZMr.  Losberne  had  been  feeling  the  patient's  pulse  dur- 
ing this  short  dialogue;  hut  lie  now  rose  from  the  chair 
hy  the  bedside,  and  remarked,  that  if  the  officers  had  any 
doubts  upon  the  subject,  they  would  perhaps  like  to  step 
into  the  next  room,  and  have  Brittles  before  them. 

Acting  upon  tins  suggestion,  they  adjourned  to  a 
neighboring  apartment,  where  Mr.  Brittles,  being  called 
in,  involved  himself  and  his  respected  superior  in  such  a 
wonderful  maze  of  fresh  contradictions  and  impossibilities, 
as  tended  to  throw  no  particular  light  on  anything,  but 
the  fact  of  bis  own  strong  mystification ;  except,  indeed, 
his  declarations  that  he  shouldn't  know  the  real  boy,  if  he 
were  put  before  him  that  instant ;  that  be  had  only  taken 
Oliver  to  be  he,  because  Mr.  (dies  had  said  he  was;  and 
that  Mr.  Giles  bad,  five  minutes  previously,  admitted  in 
the  kitchen,  that  be  began  to  be  very  much  afraid  that  be 
bad  been  a  little  too  hasty. 

Among  other  ingenious  surmises,  the  question  was  then 
raised,  whether  Mr.  Giles  had  really  hit  anybody;  and 
apon  examination  of  the  fellow  pistol  to  that  which  he 
had  fired,  it  turned  out  to  have  no"  more  destructive  load- 
ing than  gunpowder  and  brown  paper :  a  discovery  which 
made  a  considerable  impression  on  everybody  but  the 
doctor,  who  had  drawn  the  ball  about  ten  minutes  before. 
Upon  no  one,  however,  did  it  make  a  greater  impression 
than  on  Mr.  Giles  himself;  who,  after  laboring,  for  some 
hours,  under  the  fear  of  having  mortally  wounded  a 
fellow-creature,  eagerly  caught  at  this  new  idea,  and 
favored  it  to  the  utmost.  Finally,  the  officers,  without 
troubling  themselves  very  much  about  Oliver,  left  the 
Chertsey  constable  in  the  house,  and  took  up  their  rest 
for  that  night  in  the  town :  promising  to  return  next 
morning. 

With  the  next  morning,  there  came  a  rumor,  that  two 
men  and  a  boy  were  in  the  cage  at  Kingston,  who  had 
been  apprehended  over  night  under  suspicious  circum- 
stances; and  to  Kingston  Messrs.  Blathers  and  Duff 
journeyed  accordingly.  The  suspicious  circumstances, 
however,  resolving  themselves,  on  investigation,  into  the 
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one  fact,  that  they  had  been  discovered  sleeping'  under  a 
haystack:  which,  although  a  great  crime,  is  only  punish- 
able  by  imprisonment;  and  is,  in  the  meiciful  eye  of  the 
English  law,  and  its  comprehensive  love  of  all  the  King's 
subjects,  held  to  be  no  satisfactory  proof ,  in  the  absence 
of  all  other  evidence,  that  the  sleeper,  or  sleepers,  have 
committed  burglary  accompanied  with  violence,  and  have 
therefore  rendered  themselves  liable  to  the  punishment 
of  death  :  Messrs.  Blathers  and  Duff  came  back  again  as 
wise  as  they  went. 

In  short,  after  some  more  examination,  and  a  great  deal 
more  conversation,  a  neighboring  magistrate  was  readily 
induced  to  take  the  joint  bail  of  Mrs.  Maylie  and  Mr. 
Losberne  for  Oliver's  appearance  if  he  should  ever  he 
called  upon  ;  and  Blathers  and  Duff,  being  rewarded  with 
a  couple  of  guineas,  returned  to  town  with  divided 
opinions  on  the  subject  of  their  expedition :  the  latter 
gentleman  on  a  mature  consideration  of  all  the  circum- 
stances, inclining  to  the  belief  that  the  burglarious  attempt 
had  originated  with  the  Family  Pet ;  and  the  former  be- 
ing equally  disposed  to  concede  the  full  merit  of  it  to  the 
great  Mr.  (Donkey  duckweed. 

Meanwhile,  Oliver  gradually  throve  and  prospered 
under  the  united  care  of  Mrs.  Maylie,  Rose,  and  the  kind- 
hearted  Mr.  Losberne.  If  fervent  prayers,  gushing  from 
hearts  overcharged  with  gratitude,  be  heard  in  Heaven — 
and  if  they  be  not,  what  prayers  are! — the  blessings 
which  the  orphan  child  called  down  upon  them,  sank  into 
their  souls,  diffusing  peace  and  happiness. 


CHAPTER  XXXIL 

OF    THE  HAPPY  LIFE    OLIVER    BEGAN  TO    LEAD    WITH    HIS 
KIND  FRIENDS. 

Oliver's  ailings  were  neither  slight  nor  few.  In  addi- 
tion to  the  pain  and  delay  attendant  upon  a  broken  limb, 
his  exposure  to  the  wet  and  cold  had  brought  on  fever  and 
ague :  which  hung  about  him  for  many  weeks,  and  reduced 
him  sadly.  But,  at  length,  he  began,  by  slow  degrees,  to 
get  better,  and  to  be  able  to  say  sometimes  in  a  few  tearful 
16 
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words,  how  deeply  he  felt  the  goodness  of  the  two  sweet 
ladies,  and  how  ardently  he  hoped  that  when  he  grew 
strong  and  well  again,  he  could  do  something  to  show  his 
gratitude;  only  something  which  would  let  them  see  the 
love  and  duty  with  which  his  breast  was  full;  something, 
however  slight,  which  would  prove  to  them  that  their 
gentle  kindness  had  not  heen  cast  away;  hut  that  the 
poor  boy  whom  their  charity  had  rescued  from  misery, 
or  death,  was  eager  to  serve  them  with  his  wdiole  heart 
and  soul. 

"  Poor  fellow !  "  said  Rose,  when  Oliver  had  been  one 
day  feebly  endeavoring  to  utter  the  words  of  thankful- 
ness that  rose  to  his  pale  lips:  "you  shall  have  many 
opportunities  of  serving  us  if  you  will.  We  are  going 
into  the  country;  and  my  aunt  intends  that  you  shall 
accompany  us.  The  quiet  place,  the  pure  air,  and  all  the 
pleasures  and  beauties  of  spring,  will  restore  you  in  a  few 
days ;  and  we  will  employ  you  in  a  hundred  ways,  when 
you  can  bear  the  trouble." 

«  The  trouble  !  "  cried  Oliver.  "  Oh  !  dear  lady,  if  I 
could  but  work  for  you  ;  if  I  could  only  give  you  pleasure 
by  watering  your  flowers,  or  watching  your  birds,  or  run- 
ning up  and  down  the  wdiole  day  long,  to  make  you 
happy ;  what  would  I  give  to  do  it !  " 

"You  shall  give  nothing  at  all,"  said  Miss  Maylie, 
smiling;  "for,  as  I  told  you  before,  we  shall  employ  you 
in  a  hundred  ways  ;  and  if  you  only  take  half  the  trouble 
to  please  us,  that  you  promise  now,  you  will  make  me 
very  happy  indeed." 

"  Happy,  mcfcm  !  "  cried  Oliver ;  "  how  kind  of  you  to 
say  so ! " 

"  You  will  make  me  happier  than  I  can  tell  you," 
replied  the  young  lady.  "To  think  that  my  clear  good 
aunt  should  have  been  the  means  of  rescuing  any  one  from 
such  sad  misery  as  you  have  described  to  us,  would  be  an 
unspeakable  pleasure  to  me;  but  to  know  that  the  object 
of  her  goodness  and  compassion  was  sincerely  grateful 
and  attached,  in  consequence,  would  delight  me,  moje 
than  you  can  well  imagine.  Do  you  understand  me?" 
she  inquired,  watching  "Oliver's  thoughtful  face. 

"  Oh  yes,  ma'am,  yes !  "  replied  Oliver,  eagerly  ;  «  but  1 
was  thinking  that  1  am  ungrateful  now." 

"  To  whom  ?  "  inquired  the  young  lady. 
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"  To  the  kind  gentleman,  and  the  dear  old  nurse,  who 
took  so  much  care  of  me  before,"  rejoined  Oliver.  "If 
they  knew  how  happy  I  am,  they  would  be  pleased,  I  am 
sure." 

"  I  am  sure  they  would,"  rejoined  Oliver's  benefactress ; 
"and  Mr.  Losberne  has  already  been  kind  enough  to 
promise  that  when  you  are  well  enough  to  bear  the 
journey,  he  will  carry  you  to  see  them." 

"  Has  he,  ma'am  ?  "  cried  Oliver,  his  face  brightening 
with  pleasure.  "  I  don't  know  what  I  shall  do  for  joy 
when  I  see  their  kind  faces  once  again ! " 

In  a  short  time  Oliver  was  sufficiently  recovered  to 
undergo  the  fatigue  of  this  expedition  ;  and  one  morning 
he  and  Mr.  Losberne  set  out,  accordingly,  in  a  little 
carriage  which  belonged  to  Mrs.  Maylie.  When  they 
came  to  Chertsey  Bridge,  Oliver  turned  very  pale,  and 
uttered  a  loud  exclamation. 

"What's  the.  matter  wj/ft i  the  boy?"  cried  the  doctor, 
as  usual,  all  in  a  hustle.  "  Do  you  see  anything — hear 
anything — feel  anything — eh?  " 

"  That,  Sir,"  cried  Oliver,  pointing  out  of  the  carriage 
window.     "  That  house  !  " 

"  Yes  ;  well,  what  of  it  ?  Stop,  coachman.  Pull  up 
here,"  cried  the  doctor.  "  What  of  the  house,  my  man  ; 
eh?" 

"  The  thieves ;  the  house  they  took  me  to,"  whispered 
Oliver. 

"  The  devil  it  is  ! "  cried  the  doctor.  "  Halloa,  there ! 
let  me  out ! " 

But  before  the  coachman  could  dismount  from  his  box, 
he  had  tumbled  out  of  the  coach,  by  some  means  or  other ; 
and,  running  down  to  the  deserted  tenement,  began  kick- 
ing at  the  door  like  a  madman. 

"  Halloa  ! "  said  a  little  ugly  humpbacked  man  :  open, 
ing  the  door  so  suddenly,  that  the  doctor,  from  the  very 
impetus  of  his  last  kick,  nearly  fell  forward  into  the 
passage.     "  What's  the  matter  here  ?  " 

"Matter!"  exclaimed  the  other,  collaring  him,  with- 
out a  moment's  reflection.  "A  good  deal.  Robbery  is 
the  matter." 

"There'll  be  murder  the  matter,  too,"  replied  the 
humpbacked  man,  coolly,  "if  you  don't  take  your  hands 
off.     Do  you  hear  me  ?  " 
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"  I  heAT  you,"  said  the  doctor,  giving  his  captive  a 
hearty  shake.  "Where's — confound  the;  fellow,  what's 
his  rascally  name — Sikes  ;  that's  it.  Where's  Sikes,  you 
thief?" 

The  humpbacked  man  stared,  as  if  in  excess  of  amaze- 
ment and  indignation;  and  twisting  himself,  dexter- 
ously, from  the  doctor's  grasp,  growled  forth  a  volley  of 
horrid  oaths,  and  retired  into  the  house.  Before  he 
could  shut  the  door,  however,  the  doctor  had  passed  into 
the  parlor,  without  a  word  of  parley.  lie  looked  anx- 
iously round;  not  an  article  of  furniture;  not  a  vestige 
of  anything,  animate  or  inanimate;  not  even  the  posi- 
tion of  the  cupboards  ;  answered  Olivers  description  ! 

"  Now,"  said  the  humpbacked  man,  who  had  watched 
him  keenly,  "what  do  you  mean  by  coming  into  my 
house,  in  this  violent  way?  Do  you  want  to  rob  me,  or 
to  murder  me?     Which  is  it?". 

"  Did  you  ever  know  a  nir^fome  out  to  do  either,  in  a 
chariot  and  pair,  you  ridiculous  old  vampire?"  said  the 
irritable  doctor. 

"  What  do  you  want,  then  ? "  demanded  the  hunch- 
back. "  Will  you  take  yourself  off,  before  I  do  you  a 
mischief  ?    Curse  you ! ,: 

"  As  soon  as  I  think  proper,"  said  Mr.  Losberne,  look- 
ing into  the  other  parlor;  which,  like  the  first,  bore  no 
resemblance  whatever  o  O'/.vev's  account  of  it.  "I  shall 
find  you  out,  some  day,  my  friend." 

"  Will  you?  "  sneered  the  i-f  vored  cripple.  "If  you 
ever  want  me,  I'm  here.  ±  ha  :n  t  lived  here  mad  and 
all  alone,  for  five-and- twenty  ye&rr;.  to  be  scared  by  you. 
You  shall  pay  for  this  ;  you  shall  \>ay  for  this."  And  so 
saying,  the  misshapen  little  demo],  s  ,'.  u;  a  hideous  yell, 
and  danced  upon  the  ground,  as  it  ..antL  with  rage. 

"Stupid  enough,  this,"  mut'ere*.  h  doctor  to  himself; 
"the  boy  must  have  made  a  ml  ta':  .  Here!  Put  that 
m  your  pocket,  and  shut  yourseJ  up  again."  With 
these  words  he  flung  the  hunchback  a  piece  of  money, 
and  returned  to  the  carriage. 

The  man  followed  to  the  chariot  door,  uttering  the 
wildest  imprecations  and  curses  all  the  way;  but  as  Mr. 
Losberne  turned  to  speak  to  the  driver,  he  looked  into  the 
carriage,  and  eyed  Oliver  for  an  instant  with  a  glance  so 
sharp  and  fierce,  and  at  the  same  time  so  furious   and 
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vindictive,  that,  waking  or  sleeping,  he  could  not  forget 
it  for  months  afterwards.  lie  continued  to  utter  the 
most  fearful  imprecations,  until  the  driver  had  resumed 
his  seat;  and  when  they  were  once  more  on  their  way, 
they  could  see  him  some  distance  hehind :  beating  his 
feet  upon  the  ground,  and  tearing  his  hair,  in  transports 
of  frenzied  rage. 

"  I  am  an  ass ! "  said  the  doctor,  after  a  long  silence. 
"Did  you  know  that  before,  Oliver?" 

"No,  Sir." 

"  Then  don't  forget  it  another  time." 

"  An  ass,"  said  the  doctor  again,  after  a  further  silence 
of  some  minutes.  "  Even  if  it  had  been  the  right  place, 
and  the  right  fellows  had  been  there,  what  could  I  have 
done,  single-handed  ?  And  if  I  had  had  assistance,  I  see  no 
good  that  I  should  have  done,  except  leading  to  my  own 
exposure,  and  an  unavoidable  statement  of  the  manner  in 
which  I  have  hushed  up  this  business.  That  would  have 
served  me  right,  though.  I  am  always  involving  myself 
in  some  scrape  or  other,  by  acting  on  impulse ;  and  it 
might  have  done  me  good." 

Now,  the  fact  was  that  the  excellent  doctor  had  never 
acted  upon  anything  else  but  impulse  all  through  his  life; 
and  it  was  no  bad  compliment  to  the  nature  of  the  im- 
pulses which  governed  him,  that  so  far  from  being  in- 
volved in  any  peculiar  troubles  or  misfortunes,  he  had  the 
warmest  respect  and  esteem  of  all  who  knew  him.  If  the 
truth  must  be  told,  he  was  a  little  out  of  temper,  for  a 
minute  or  two,  at  being  disappointed  in  procuring  corrob- 
orative evidence  of  Oliver's  story,  on  the  very  first  occasion 
on  which  he  had  a  chance  of  obtaining  any.  He  soon 
came  round  again,  however ;  and  finding  that  Oliver's 
replies  to  his  questions,  were  still  as  straightforward  and 
consistent,  and  still  delivered  with  as  much  apparent  sin- 
cerity and  truth,  as  they  had  ever  been,  he  made  up  his 
mind  to  attach  full  credence  to  them,  from  that  time  forth. 

As  Oliver  knew  the  name  of  the  street  in  which  Mr. 
Brownlow  resided,  they  were  enabled  to  drive  straight 
thither.  When  the  coach  turned  into  it,  his  heart  beat 
so  violently,  that  he  could  scarcely  draw  his  breath. 

"Now,  my  boy,  which  house  is  it?"  inquired  Mr.  Los- 
berne. 

"  That !     That !  "  replied  Oliver,  pointing  eagerly  out  of 
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the  window.  ''The  white  house.  Oh !  make  haste! 
Pray  make  haste  !  I  feel  as  if  I  should  die ;  it  makes  me 
tremble  so." 

"  Come,  come !  "  said  the  good  doctor,  patting  him  on  the 
shoulder.  "  You  will  see  them  directly,  and  they  will  be 
overjoyed  to  find  you  safe  and  well." 

"  Oh  !  I  hope  so !  "  cried  Oliver.  "  They  were  so  good 
to  me ;  so  very,  very  good  to  me." 

The  coach  rolled  on.  It  stopped.  No;  that  was  the 
wrong  house ;  the  next  door.  It  went  on  a  few  paces, 
and  stopped  again.  Oliver  looked  up  at  the  windows, 
with  tears  of  happy  expectation  coursing  down  his  face. 

Alas  !  the  white  house  was  empty,  and  there  was  a  bill 
in  the  window.     "  To  Let." 

"  Knock  at  the  next  door,"  cried  Mr.  Losberne,  taking 
Oliver's  arm  in  his.  "  What  has  become  of  Mr.  Brown- 
low,  who  used  to  live  in  the  adjoining  house,  do  you 
know?" 

The  servant  did  not  know ;  but  would  go  and  inquire. 
She  presently  returned  ;  and  said,  that  Mr.  Brownlow  had 
sold  off  his  goods,  and  gone  to  the  West  Indies,  six  weeks 
before.  Oliver  clasped  his  hands,  and  sank  feebly  back- 
wards. 

"  Has  his  housekeeper  gone,  too  ? "  inquired  Mr.  Los- 
berne, after  a  moment's  pause. 

"  Yes,  Sir ; "  replied  the  servant.  "  The  old  gentleman, 
the  housekeeper,  and  a  gentleman  who  was  a  friend  of 
Mr.  Brownlow's,  all  went  together." 

"  Then  turn  towards  home  again,"  said  Mr.  Losberne 
to  the  driver;  "and  don't  stop  to  bait  the  horses,  till  you 
get  out  of  this  confounded  London!  " 

"  The  book-stall  keeper,  Sir  ?  "  said  Oliver.  "  I  know 
the  way  there.     See  him,  pray,  Sir  !     Do  see  him !  " 

"  My  poor  boy,  this  is  disappointment  enough  for  one 
day,"  said  the  doctor.  "  Quite  enough  for  both  of  us.  If 
we  go  to  the  book-stall  keeper's,  we  shall  certainly  find 
that  he  is  dead,  or  has  set  his  house  on  fire,  or  run  away. 
No;  home  again  straight!"  And  in  obedience  to  the 
doctor  s  impulse,  home  they  went. 

This  bitter  disappointment  caused  Oliver  much  sorrow 
and  grief,  even  in  the  midst  of  his  happiness ;  for  he  had 
pleased  himself,  many  times  during  his  illness,  with  think- 
ing of  all  that  Mr.  Brownlow  and  Mrs.  Bed  win  would  say 
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to  him:  and  what  delight  it  would  be  to  tell  them  how 
many  long  days  and  nights  he  had  passed  in  reflecting  on 
what  they  had  done  for  him,  and  in  bewailing  his  cruel 
separation  from  them.  The  hope  of  eventually  clearing 
himself  with  them,  too,  and  explaining  how  he  had  been 
forced  away,  had  buoyed  him  up,  and  sustained  him,  under 
many  of  his  recent  trials;  and  now,  the  idea  that  they 
should  have  gone  so  far,  and  carried  with  them  the  belief 
that  he  was  an  impostor  and  a  robber :  a  belief  which 
might  remain  uncontradicted  to  his  dying  day :  was  al- 
most more  than  he  could  bear. 

The  circumstance  occasioned  no  alteration,  however,  in 
the  behavior  of  his  benefactors.  After  another  fortnight : 
when  the  fine  warm  weather  had  fairly  begun,  and  every 
tree  and  flower  was  putting  forth  its  young  leaves  and 
rich  blossoms  :  they  made  preparations  for  quitting  the 
house  at  Chertsey,  for  some  months.  Sending  the  plate, 
which  had  so  excited  the  Jew's  cupidity,  to  the  banker's ; 
and  leaving  Giles  and  another  servant  in  care  of  the  house ; 
they  departed  to  a  cottage  at  some  distance  in  the  country ; 
and  took  Oliver  with  them. 

Who  can  describe  the  pleasure  and  delight,  the  peace 
of  mind  and  soft  tranquillity,  the  sickly  boy  felt  in  the 
balmy  air,  and  among  the  green  hills  and  rich  woods,  of 
an  inland  village  !  Who  can  tell  how  scenes  of  peace 
and  quietude  sink  into  the  minds  of  pain-worn  dwellers 
in  close  and  noisy  places,  and  carry  their  own  freshness, 
deep  into  their  jaded  hearts  !  Men  who  have  lived  in 
crowded,  pent-up  streets,  through  lives  of  toil,  and  never 
wished  for  change  ;  men,  to  whom  custom  has  indeed 
been  second  nature,  and  who  have  come  almost  to  love 
each  brick  and  stone  that  formed  the  narrow  boundaries 
of  their  daily  walks  ;  even  they,  with  the  hand  of  death 
upon  them,  have  been  known  to  yearn  at  last  for  one 
short  glimpse  of  Nature's  face  ;  and,  carried  far  from  the 
scenes  of  their  old  pains  and  pleasures,  have  seemed  to 
pass  at  once  into  a  new  state  of  being  ;  and  crawling 
forth,  from  day  to  day,  to  some  green  sunny  spot,  have 
had  such  memories  wakened  up  within  them  by  the  mere 
sight  of  sky,  and  hill  and  plain,  and  glistening  water,  that 
a  foretaste  of  heaven  itself  has  soothed  their  quick  de- 
cline, and  they  have  sunk  into  their  tombs,  as  peacefully 
as  the  sun,  whose  setting  they  watched  from  their  lonely 
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cbambei  window  buta  few  hours  before,  faded  from  their 
dim  and  feeble  sighl  !  The  memories  which  peaceful 
country  scenes  call  up,  are  not  of  this  world,  nor  its 
thoughts  and  hopes.  Their  gentle  influence  may  teach 
us  how  to  weave  fresh  garlands  fur  the  graves  of  those  we 
loved  :  may  purify  our  thoughts,  and  bear  down  before  it 
old  enmity  and  hatred;  but  beneath  all  this,  there  lin- 
gers, in  the  least  reflective  mind,  a  vague  and  half- 
formed  consciousness  of  having  held  such  feelings  long 
before,  in  some  remote  and  distant  time,  which  calls  up 
solemn  thoughts  of  distant  times  to  come,  and  bends 
down  pride  and  worldliness  beneath  it. 

It  was  a  lovely  spot  to  which  they  repaired.  Oliver, 
whose  days  had  been  spent  among  squalid  crowds,  and  in 
the  midst  of  noise  and  brawling,  seemed  to  enter  on  a 
new  existence  there.  The  rose  and  honeysuckle  clung  to 
the  cottage  walls  ;  the  ivy  crept  round  the  trunks  of  the 
trees  ;  and  the  garden-flowers  perfumed  the  air  with  de- 
licious odors.  Hard  by,  was  a  little  churchyard  ;  not 
crowded  with  tall  unsightly  gravestones,  but  full  of 
humble  mounds,  covered  with  fresh  turf  and  moss  :  be- 
neath which,  the  old  people  of  the  village  lay  at  rest. 
Oliver  often  wandered  here ;  and,  thinking  of  the  wretched 
grave  in  which  his  mother  lay,  would  sometimes  sit  him 
down  and  sob  unseen  ;  but,  When  he  raised  his  eyes 
to  the  deep  sky  overhead,  he  would  cease  to  think  of  her 
as  lying  in  the  ground,  and  would  weep  for  her,  sadly, 
but  without  pain. 

It  was  a  happy  time.  The  days  were  peaceful  and 
serene;  the  nights  brought  with  them  neither  fear  nor 
care  ;  no  languishing  in  a  wretched  prison,  or  associating 
with  wretched  men  ;  nothing  but  pleasant  and  happy 
thoughts.  Every  morning  he  went  to  a  white-headed  old 
gentleman,  who  lived  near  the  little  church  :  who  taught 
him  to  read  better,  and  to  write  ;  and  spoke  so  kindty, 
and  took  such  pains,  that  Oliver  could  never  try  enough 
to  please  him.  Then,  he  would  walk  with  Mrs.  Maylie 
and  Rose,  and  hear  them  talk  of  books  ;  or  perhaps  sit 
near  them,  in  some  shady  place,  and  listen  whilst  the 
young  lady  read  :  which  he  could  have  done,  until,  it  grew 
too  dark  to  see  the  letters.  Then  he  had  his  own  lesson 
for  the  next  day  to  prepare  ;  and  at  this,  he  would  work 
hard,  in  a  little  room  which  looked  into  the  garden,  till 
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evening  came  slowly  on,  when  the  ladies  would  walk  out 
again,  and  he  with  them  :  listening  with  such  pleasure  to 
all  they  said  :  and  so  happy  if  they  wanted  a  flower  that 
he  could  climb  to  reach,  or  had  forgotten  anything  he 
could  run  to  fetch  :  that  he  could  never  he  quick  enough 
about  it.  When  it  became  quite  dark,  and  they  returned 
home,  the  young  lady  would  sit  down  to  the  piano,  and 
play  some  pleasant  air,  or  sing,  in  a  low  and  gentle  voice, 
some  old  song  which  it  pleased  her  aunt  to  hear.  There 
would  be  no  candles  lighted  at  such  times  as  these  ;  and 
O.iver  would  sit  by  one  of  the  windows,  listening  to  the 
sweet  music,  in  a  perfect  rapture. 

And  when  Sunday  came,  how  differently  the  day  was 
spent,  from  any  way  in  which  he  had  ever  spent  it  yet ! 
and  how  happily  too  ;  like  all  the  other  days  in  that  most 
happy  time  !  There  was  the  little  church,  in  the  morn- 
ing, with  the  green  leaves  fluttering  at  the  windows :  the 
birds  singing  without  :  and  the  sweet-smelling  air  steal- 
ing in  at  the  low  porch,  and  filling  the  homely  building 
with  its  fragrance.  The  poor  people  were  so  neat  and 
clean,  and  knelt  so  reverently  in  prayer,  that  it  seemed 
a  pleasure,  not  a  tedious  duty,  their  assembling  there  to- 
gether ;  and  though  the  singing  might  be  rude,  it  was 
real,  and  sounded  more  musical  (to  Oliver's  ears  at  least) 
than  any  he  had  ever  heard  in  church  before.  Then, 
there  were  the  walks  as  usual,  and  many  calls  at  the  clean 
houses  of  the  laboring  men  ;  and  at  night,  Oliver  read  a 
chapter  or  two  from  the  Bible,  which  he  had  been  study- 
ing all  the  week,  and  in  the  performance  of  which  duty  he 
felt  more  proud  and  pleased,  than  if  he  had  been  the 
clergyman  himself. 

In  the  morning,  Oliver  would  be  a-foot  by  six  o'clock, 
roaming  the  fields,  and  plundering  the  hedges,  far  and 
wide,  for  nosegays  of  wild  flowers,  with  which  he  would 
return  laden,  home  ;  and  which  it  took  great  care  and  con- 
sideration to  arrange,  to  the  best  advantage,  for  the  embel- 
lishment of  the  breakfast-table.  There  was  fresh  ground- 
sel, too,  for  Miss  Maylie's  birds,  with  which  Oliver,  who 
had  been  studying  the  subject  under  the  able  tuition  of  the 
village  clerk,  would  decorate  the  cages,  in  the  most  ap- 
proved taste.  When  the  birds  were  made  all  spruce  and 
smart  for  the  day,  there  was  usually  some  little  commis- 
sion of  charity  to  execute  in  the  village ;  or,  failing  that, 
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there  was  rare  cricket-playing,  sometimes,  on  the  green; 
or,  failing  that,  there  was  always  something  to  do  in  the 
garden,  or  about  the  plants,  to  which  Oliver:  who  had 
studied  this  science  also,  under  the  same  master,  who 
was  a  gardener  hy  trade  :  applied  himself  with  hearty 
goodwill,  until  Miss  Rose  made  her  appearance';  when 
there  were  a  thousand  commendations  to  be  bestowed  on 
all  he  had  done. 

So  three  months  glided  away ;  three  months  which,  in 
the  life  of  the  most  blessed  and  favored  of  mortals,  might 
have  been  unmingled  happiness  ;  and  which,  in  Oliver's, 
were  true  felicity  indeed.  With  the  purest  and  most 
amiable  generosity  on  one  side;  and  the  truest,  warmest, 
soul-felt  gratitude  on  the  other ;  it  is  no  wonder  that,  by 
the  end  of  that  short  time,  Oliver  Twist  had  become  com- 
pletely domesticated  with  the  old  lady  and  her  niece :  and 
that  the  fervent  attachment  of  his  young  and  sensitive 
heart,  was  repaid  by  their  pride  in,  and  attachment  to, 
himself. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

WHEREIN  THE  HAPPINESS  OF    OLIVER   AND  HIS  FRIENDS, 
EXPERIENCES   SUDDEN   CHECK. 

Spring  flew  swiftly  by,  and  summer  came  ;  and  if  the 
village  had  heen  beautiful  at  first,  it  was  now  in  the  full 
glow  and  luxuriance  of  its  richness.  The  great  trees, 
which  had  looked  shrunken  and  bare  in  the  earlier 
months,  had  now  burst  into  strong  life  and  health;  and 
stretching  forth  their  green  arms  over  the  thirsty  ground, 
converted  open  and  naked  spots  into  choice  nooks,  where 
was  a  deep  and  pleasant  shade  from  which  to  look  upon 
the  wide  prospect,  steeped  in  sunshine,  which  lay 
stretched  out  beyond.  The  earth  had  donned  her  mantle 
of  brightest  green  ;  and  shed  her  richest  perfumes  abroad. 
It  was  the  prime  and  vigor  of  the  year ;  all  things  were 
glad  and  nourishing. 

Still  the  same  quiet  life  went  on  at  the  little  cottage, 
and  the  same  cheerful  serenity  prevailed  among  its  in- 
mates. Oliver  had  long  since  grown  stout  and  healthy,  but 
health  or  sickness  made  no  difference  in  his  warm  feelings 
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to  those  about  him,  though  they  do  in  the  feelings  of 
a  great  many  people.  lie  was  still  the  same  gentle,  at- 
tached, affectionate  creature  that  he  had  been  when  pain 
and  suffering  had  wasted  his  strength  ;  and  when  he  was 
dependent  for  every  slight  attention  and  comfort  on  those 
who  attended  him. 

One  beautiful  night,  they  had  taken  a  longer  walk  than 
was  customary  with  them  ;  for  the  day  had  been  unusu- 
ally warm,  and  there  was  a  brilliant  moon ;  and  a  light 
wind  had  sprung  up,  which  was  unusually  refreshing. 
Rose  had  been  in  high  spirits,  too,  and  they  had  walked 
on,  in  merry  conversation,  until  they  had  far  exceeded 
their  ordinary  bounds.  Mrs.  Maylie  being  fatigued,  they 
returned  more  slowly  home.  The  young  lady,  merely 
throwing  off  her  simple  bonnet,  sat  down  to  the  piano  as 
usual;  after  running  abstractedly  over  the  keys  for  a 
few  minutes,  she  fell  into  a  low  and  very  solemn  air ;  and 
as  she  played  it,  they  heard  her  sob  as  if  she  were  weeping. 

"  Rose,  my  dear !  "  said  the  elder  lady. 

Rose  made  no  reply,  but  played  a  little  quicker,  as 
though  the  words  had.  roused  her  from  some  painful 
thoughts. 

"  Rose,  my  love !  "  cried  Mrs.  Maylie,  rising  hastily,  and 
bending  over  her.  "  What  is  this  ?  In  tears  !  My  dear 
child,  what  distresses  you  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  aunt ;  nothing,"  replied  the  young  lady.  "  I 
don't  know  what  it  is ;  I  can't  describe  it ;  but  I  feel " 

"Not  ill,  my  love?"  interposed  Mrs.  Maylie. 

"  No,  no  !  Oh,  not  ill !  "  replied  Rose :  shuddering,  as 
though  some  deadly  chillness  were  passing  over  her, 
while  she  spoke ;  "  I  shall  be  better  presently.  Close  the 
window,  pray." 

Oliver  hastened  to  comply  with  her  request.  The 
young  lady,  making  an  effort  to  recover  her  cheerfulness, 
strove  to  play  some  livelier  tune  ;  but  her  fingers  dropped 
powerless  on  the  keys :  and  covering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  she  sank  upon  a  sofa,  and  gave  vent  to  the 
tears  which  she  was  now  unable  to  repress. 

"  My  child ! "  said  the  elderly  lady,  folding  her  arms 
about  her,  "  I  never  saw  you  thus  before." 

"I  would  not  alarm  you  if  I  could  avoid  it,"  rejoined 
Rose ;  "  but  indeed  I  have  tried  very  hard,  and  cannot 
help  this.    I  fear  I  am  ill,  aunt." 
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She  was,  indeed ;  for,  when  candles  were  brought,  the^ 
saw  that  in  the  very  short  time  which  had  elapsed  since 
their  return  home,  the  hue  of  her  countenance  had  changed 
to  a  marble  whiteness.  Its  expression  had  lost  nothing 
of  its  beauty;  but  it  was  changed;  and  there  was  an 
anxious,  haggard  look  about  the  gentle  face,  which  it  had 
never  worn  before.  Another  minute,  and  it  was  suffused 
with  a  crimson  flush:  and  a  heavy  wildness  came  over 
the  soft  blue  eyes  ;  again  this  disappeared,  like  the  shadow 
thrown  by  a  passing  cloud  :  and  she  was  once  more  deadly 
pale. 

Oliver,  who  watched  the  old  lady  anxiously,  observed 
that  she  was  alarmed  by  these  appearances;  and  so,  in 
truth,  was  he;  but  seeing  that  she  affected  to  make  light 
of  them,  he  endeavored  to  do  the  same ;  and  they  so  far 
succeeded,  that  when  Rose  was  persuaded  by  her  aunt  to 
retire  for  the  night,  she  was  in  better  spirits,  and  ap- 
peared even  in  better  health:  assuring  them  that  she  felt 
certain  she  should  rise  in  the  morning,  quite  well. 

•'  I  hope,"  said  Oliver,  when  Mrs.  Maylie  returned, 
"that  nothing  is  the  matter?  She  don't  look  well  to- 
night, but " 

The  old  lady  motioned  to  him  not  to  speak;  and  sit- 
ting herself  down  in  a  dark  corner  of  the  room,  remained 
silent  for  some  time.  At  length,  she  said,  in  a  trembling 
voice : 

"  I  hope  not,  Oliver.  I  have  been  very  happy  with  her 
for  some  years  :  too  happy,  perhaps.  It  may  be  time  that 
I  should  meet  with  some  misfortune;  but  I  hope  it  is 
not  this." 

"What?"  inquired  Oliver. 

"The  heavy  blow,"  said  the  old  lady,  "of  losing  the 
dear  girl  who  has  so  long  been  my  comfort  and  happi- 
ness." 

"Oh  1     God  forbid!  "  exclaimed  Oliver,  hastily. 

"  Amen  to  that,  my  child !  "  said  the  old  lady,  wring- 
ing her  hands. 

"  Surely  there  is  no  danger  of  anything  so  dreadful?" 
said  Oliver.     "  Two  hours  ago,  she  was  quite  well." 

"  She  is  very  ill  now,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Maylie ;  "  and  will 
be  worse,  I  am  sure.  My  dear,  dear  Rose !  Oh,  what 
should  I  do  without  her  ?  " 

She  gave  way  to  such  great  grief,  that  Oliver,  suppress- 
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ing  his  own  emotion,  ventured  to  remonstrate  with  her  ; 
and  to  beg,  earnestly,  that,  for  the  sake  of  the  dear  young 
lady  herself,  she  would  be  more  calm. 

"And  consider,  ma'am,"  said  Oliver,  as  the  tears  forced 
themselves  into  his  eyes,  despite  his  efforts  to  the  com 
trary.  "  Oh  !  consider  how  young  and  good  she  is,  and 
what  pleasure  and  comfort  she  gives  to  all  about  her.  I 
am  sure — certain — quite  certain — that,  for  your  sake,  who 
are  so  good  yourself ;  and  for  her  own ;  and  for  the  sake 
of  all  she  makes  so  happy  ;  she  will  not  die.  Heaven  will 
never  let  her  die  so  young." 

"  Hush  !  "  said  Mrs.  Maylie,  laying  her  hand  on  Oliver's 
head.  "  You  think  like  a  child,  poor  boy.  But  you 
teach  me  my  duty,  notwithstanding.  I  had  forgotten 
it  for  a  moment,  Oliver,  but  I  hope  I  may  be  par- 
doned, for  I  am  old,  and  have  seen  enough  of  illness  and 
death  to  know  the  agony  of  separation  from  the  objects 
of  our  love.  I  have  seen  enough,  too,  to  know  that  it  is 
not  always  the  youngest  and  best  who  are  spared  to  those 
that  love  them  ;  but  this  should  give  us  comfort  in  our 
sorrow ;  for  Heaven  is  just ;  and  such  things  teach  us, 
impressively,  that  there  is  a  brighter  world  than  this ; 
and  that  the  passage  to  it  is  speedy.  God's  will  be  done ! 
I  love  her ;  and  He  knows  how  well !  " 

Oliver  was  surprised  to  see  that  as  Mrs.  Maylie  said 
these  words,  she  checked  her  lamentations  as  though  by 
one  struggle ;  and  drawing  herself  up  as  she  spoke,  be- 
came composed  and  firm.  He  was  still  more  astonished 
to  find  that  this  firmness  lasted  ■  and  that,  under  all  the 
care  and  watching  which  ensued,  Mrs.  Maylie  was  ever 
ready  and  collected  :  performing  all  the  duties  which  de- 
volved upon  her,  steadily,  and,  to  all  external  appearance, 
even  cheerfully.  But  he  was  young,  and  did  not  know 
what  strong  minds  are  capable  of,  under  trying  circum- 
stances. How  should  he,  when  their  possessors  so  seldom 
know  themselves  ? 

An  anxious  night  ensued.  When  morning  came,  Mrs. 
Maylie's  predictions  were  but  too  well  verified.  Rose 
was  in  the   ii'sifc  stage  of  a  high  and  dangerous  fever. 

"  We  must  be  active,  Oliver,  and  not  give  way  to  use- 
less grief,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie,  laying  her  finger  on  her  lip, 
as  she  looked  steadily  into  his  face  ;  "  this  letter  must  be 
sent,  with  all  possible  expedition,  to  Mr.  Losberne.     It 
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must  be  carried  to  the  market-town,  which  is  not  more 
than  four  miles  off,  by  the  footpath  across  the  fields;  and 
thence  dispatched,  by  an  express  on  horseback,  straight 
to  Chertsey.  The  people  at  the  inn  will  undertake  to  do 
this;  and  I  can  trust  to  you  to  see  it  done,  I  know." 

Oliver  could  make  no  reply,  but  looked  his  anxiety  to 
be  gone  at  once. 

"  Here  is  another  letter,"  said  Mrs.  Maybe,  pausing  to 
reflect ;  "  but  whether  to  send  it  now,  or  wait  until  I  see 
how  Rose  goes  on,  I  scarcely  know.  I  would  not  forward 
it,  unless  I  feared  the  worst." 

"  Is  it  for  Chertsey,  too,  ma'am  ?  "  inquired  Oliver  :  im- 
patient to  execute  his  commission,  and  holding  out  his 
trembling  hand  for  the  letter. 

"  No,"  replied  the  old  lady,  giving  it  to  him  mechani- 
cally. Oliver  glanced  at  it,  and  saw  that  it  was  directed 
to  Harry  Maylie,  Esquire,  at  some  great  lord's  house  in 
the  country ;  where,  he  could  not  make  out. 

"  Shall  it  go,  ma'am  ? "  asked  Oliver,  looking  up,  im- 
patiently. 

"  I  think  not,"  replied  Mrs.  Maylie,  taking  it  back.  "  I 
will  wait  until  to-morrow." 

With  these  words,  she  gave  Oliver  her  purse,  and  he 
started  off,  without  more  delay,  at  the  greatest  speed  he 
could  muster. 

Swiftly  he  ran  across  the  fields,  and  down  the  little 
lanes  which  sometimes  divided  them:  now  almost  hidden 
by  the  high  corn  on  either  side,  and  now  emerging  in  an 
open  field,  where  the  mowers  and  haymakers  were  busy 
at  their  work ;  nor  did  he  stop  once,  save  now  and  then, 
for  a  few  seconds  to  recover  breath,  until  he  came,  in  a 
great  heat,  and  covered  Avith  dust,  on  the  little  market- 
place of  the  market-town. 

Here  he  paused,  and  looked  about  for  the  inn.  There 
was  a  white  bank,  and  a  red  brewery,  and  a  yellow  town- 
hall  ;  and  in  one  corner  there  was  a  large  house,  with  all 
the  wood  about  it  painted  green :  before  which  was  the 
sign  of  "  The  George."  To  this  he  hastened,  as  soon  as  it 
caught  his  eye. 

He  spoke  to  a  postboy  who  was  dozing  under  the  gate- 
way; and  who,  after  hearing  what  he  wanted,  referred 
him  to  the  hostler  ;  who  after  hearing  all  he  had  to  say 
again,   referred   him   to   the   landlord;  who  was  a  tali 
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gentleman  in  a  blue  neckcloth,  a  white  hat,  drab  breeches, 
and  boots  with  tops  to  match,  leaning  against  a  pump 
by  the  stable-door,  picking  his  teeth  with  a  silver  tooth- 
pick. 

This  gentleman  walked  with  much  deliberation  into  the 
bar  to  make  out  the  bill ;  which  took  a  long  time  making 
out:  and  after  it  was  read}*,  and  paid,  a  horse  had  to  be 
saddled,  and  a  man  to  be  dressed,  which  took  up  ten  good 
minutes  more.  Meanwhile  Oliver  was  in  such  a  desperate 
state  of  impatience  and  anxiety,  that  he  felt  as  if  he  could 
have  jumped  upon  the  horse  himself,  and  galloped  away, 
full  tear,  to  the  next  stage.  At  length,  all  was  ready ; 
and  the  little  parcel  having  been  handed  up,  with  many 
injunctions  and  entreaties  for  its  speedy  delivery,  the  man 
set  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  rattling  over  the  uneven  pav- 
ing of  the  market-place,  was  out  of  the  town,  and  gallop- 
ing along  the  turnpike-road,  in  a  couple  of  minutes. 

It  was  something  to  feel  certain  that  assistance  was 
sent  for  ;  and  that  no  time  had  been  lost.  Oliver  hurried 
up  the  inn-yard,  with  a  somewhat  lighter  heart :  and  was 
turning  out  of  the  gateway  when  he  accidentally  stumbled 
against  a  tall  man,  wrapped  in  a  cloak ;  who  was  at  that 
moment  coming  out  of  the  inn  door. 

"  Hah  !  "  cried  the  man,  fixing  his  eyes  on  Oliver,  and 
suddenly  recoiling.     "  What  the  devil's  this  ?  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,"  said  Oliver ;  "  I  was  in  a  great 
hurry  to  get  home,  and  didn't  see  you  were  coming." 

"Death!  "  muttered  the  man  to  himself,  glaring  at  the 
boy  with  his  large  dark  eyes.  "  Who  would  have  thought 
it!  Grind  him  to  ashes!  He'd  start  up  from  a  marble 
coffin,  to  come  in  my  way  ! " 

"  I  am  sorry,"  stammered  Oliver,  confused  by  the 
strange  man's  wild  look.     "  I  hope  I  have  not  hurt  you !  " 

"Rot  his  bones!"  murmured  the  man,  in  a  horrible 
passion:  between  his  clenched  teeth;  "if  I  had  only  had 
the  courage  to  say  the  word,  I  might  have  been  free  of 
him  in  a  night.  Curses  on  your  head,  and  black  death  on 
your  heart,  you  imp !     What  are  you  doing  here  ?  " 

The  man  shook  his  fist  and  gnashed  his  teeth,  as  he 
uttered  these  words  incoherently.  He  advanced  towards 
Oliver,  as  if  with  the  attention  of  aiming  a  blow  at  him, 
but  fell  violently  on  the  ground  :  writhing  and  foaming, 
in  a  fit. 
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Oliver  gazed,  for  a,  moment,  at  the  struggles  of  the 
madman  (for  such  he  supposed  him  to  be);  and  then 
darted  into  the  house  for  help.  Having  seen  him  safely 
carried  into  the  hotel,  he  turned  his  fare  homewards: 
running  as  fast  as  he  could,  to  make  up  for  lost  time  •  and 
recalling,  with  a  great  deal  of  astonishment  and  some 
fear,  the  extraordinary  behavior  of  the  person  from  whom 
he  had  just  parted. 

The  circumstance  did  not  dwell  in  his  recollection  long, 
however;  for  when  he  reached  the  cottage,  there  was 
enough  to  occupy  his  mind,  and  to  drive  all  considerations 
of  self  completely  from  his  memory. 

Rose  Maylie  had  rapidly  grown  worse;  and  before  mid- 
night was  delirious.  A  medical  practitioner,  who  resided 
on  the  spot,  was  in  constant  attendance  upon  her;  and 
after  first  seeing  the  patient,  he  had  taken  Mrs.  Maylie 
aside,  and  pronounced  her  disorder  to  be  one  of  a  most 
alarming  nature.  "In  fact,"  he  said,  "it  would  be  little 
short  of  a  miracle,  if  she  recovered." 

How  often  did  Oliver  start  from  his  bed  that  night, 
and  stealing  out,  with  noiseless  footstep,  to  the  staircase, 
listen  for  the  slightest  sound  from  the  sick  chamber ! 
How  often  did  a  tremble  shake  his  frame,  and  cold  drops 
of  terror  start  upon  his  brow,  when  a  sudden  trampling 
of  feet  caused  him  to  fear  that  something  too  dreadful  to 
think  of,  had  even  then  occurred  !  And  what  had  been 
the  fervency  of  all  the  prayers  he  had  ever  uttered,  com- 
pared with  those  he  poured  forth,  now,  in  the  agony  and 
passion  of  his  supplication  for  the  life  and  health  of  the 
gentle  creature,  who  was  tottering  on  the  deep  grave's 
verge ! 

The  suspense,  the  fearful,  acute  suspense,  of  standing 
idly  by  while  the  life  of  one  we  dearly  love,  is  trembling 
in  the  balance ;  the  racking  thoughts  that  crowd  upon 
the  mind,  and  make  the  heart  beat  violently,  and  the 
breath  come  thick,  by  the  force  of  the  images  they  conjure 
up  before  it ;  the  desperate  anxiety  to  be  doing  something 
to  relieve  the  pain,  or  lessen  the  danger,  which  we  have 
no  power  to  alleviate ;  the  sinking  of  soul  and  spirit, 
which  the  sad  remembrance  of  our  helplessness  pro- 
duces ;  what  torture  can  equal  these ;  what  reflections  or 
endeavors  can,  in  the  full  tide  and  fever  of  the  time,  allay 
them ! 
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Morning  came ;  and  the  little  cottage  was  lonely  and 
still.  People  spoke  in  whispers ;  anxious  faces  appeared 
at  the  gate,  from  time  to  time ;  and  women  and  children 
went  away  in  tears.  All  the  livelong  day,  and  for  hours 
after  it  had  grown  dark,  Oliver  paced  softly  up  and  down 
the  garden :  raising  his  eyes  every  instant  to  the  sick 
chamber,  and  shuddering  to  see  the  darkened  window, 
looking  as  if  death  lay  stretched  inside.  Late  at  night, 
Mr.  Losberne  arrived.  "  It  is  hard,"  said  the  good  doctor, 
turning  away  as  he  spoke;  "  so  young:  so  much  beloved: 
but  there  is  very  little  hope." 

Another  morning.  The  sun  shone  brightly  :  as  brightly 
as  if  it  looked  upon  no  misery  or  care;  and,  with  every 
leaf  and  flower  in  full  bloom  about  her :  with  life,  and 
health,  and  sounds  and  sights  of  joy,  surrounding  her  on 
every  side:  the  fair  young  creature  lay,  wasting  fast. 
Oliver  crept  away  to  the  old  churchyard,  and  sitting 
down  on  one  of  the  green  mounds,  wept  for  her,  in  silence. 

There  was  such  peace  and  beauty  in  the  scene;  so  much 
of  brightness  and  mirth  in  the  sunny  landscape;  such 
blithesome  music  in  the  songs  of  the  summer  birds;  such 
freedom  in  the  rapid  flight  of  the  rook,  careering  over- 
head ;  so  much  of  life  and  joyousjiess  in  all ;  that,  when 
the  boy  raised  his  aching  eyes,  and  looked  about,  the 
thought  instinctively  occurred  to  him,  that  this  was  not 
a  time  for  death ;  that  Rose  could  surely  never  die  when 
humbler  things  were  all  so  glad  and  gay ;  that  graves 
were  for  cold  and  cheerless  winter :  not  for  sunlight  and 
fragrance.  He  almost  thought  that  shrouds  were  for  the 
okfand  shrunken  ;  and  that  they  never  wrapped  the  young 
and  graceful  form  within  their  ghastly  folds. 

A  knell  from  the  church  bell  broke  harshly  on  these 
youthful  thoughts.  Another !  Again  !  It  was  tolling 
for  the  funeral  service.  A  group  of  humble  mourners 
entered  the  gate :  wearing  white  favors ;  for  the  corpse 
was  young.  They  stood  uncovered  by  a  grave  :  and  there 
was  a  mother :  a  mother  once  :  among  the  weeping  train. 
But  the  sun  shone  brightly,  and  the  birds  sang  on. 

Oliver  turned  homeward,  thinking  on  the  many  kind- 
nesses he  had  received  from  the  young  lady,  and  wishing 
that  the  time  could  come  over  again,  that  he  might  never 
cease  showing  her  how  grateful  and  attached  he  was. 
He  had  no  cause  for  self-reproach  on  the  score  of  neglect, 
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or  want  of  thought,  for  lie  had  been  devoted  to  ho* 
service;  and  yet  a  hundred  little  occasions  rose  up  before 
him,  on  which  he  fancied  he  might  have  been  more  zeal- 
ous, and  more  earnest,  and  wished  he  had  been.  We  need 
be  careful  how  we  deal  with  those  about  us;  when  every 
death  carries  to  some  small  circle  of  survivors,  thoughts 
of  so  much  omitted,  and  so  little  done — of  so  many  things 
forgotten,  and  so  many  more  which  might  have  been  re- 
paired. There  is  no  remorse  so  deep  as  that  which  is 
unavailing;  if  we  would  be  spared  its  tortures,  let  us 
remember  this,  in  time. 

When  he  reached  home  Mrs.  Maylie  was  sitting  in  the 
little  parlor.  Oliver's  heart  sank  at  sight  of  her;  for  she 
had  never  left  the  bedside  of  her  niece ;  and  he  trembled 
to  think  what  change  could  have  driven  her  away.  He 
learnt  that  she  had  fallen  into  a  deep  sleep,  from  which 
she  would  waken,  either  to  recovery  and  life,  or  to  bid 
them  farewell,  and  die. 

They  sat,  listening,  and  afraid  to  speak,  for  hours.  The 
untasted  meal  was  removed ;  and  with  looks  which  showed 
that  their  thoughts  were  elsewhere,  they  watched  the 
sun  as  he  sank  lower  and  lower,  and,  at  length,  cast  over 
sky  and  earth  those  brilliant  hues  which  herald  his  de- 
parture. Their  quick  ears  caught  the  sound  of  an  ap- 
proaching footstep ;  and  they  both  involuntarily  darted 
to  the  door,  as  Mr.  Losberne  entered. 

"What  of  Kose?"  cried  the  old  lady.  "Tell  me  at 
once !  I  can  bear  it ;  anything  but  suspense !  Oh,  tell  me  ! 
in  the  name  of  Heaven  !  " 

"  You  must  compose  yourself,"  said  the  doctor,  support- 
ing her.     "  Be  calm,  my  dear  ma'am,  pray." 

"  Let  me  go,  in  God's  name  !  My  dear  child !  She  is 
dead  !     She  is  dying !  " 

"No! "  cried  the  doctor,  passionately.  "As  he  is  good 
and  merciful,  she  will  live  to  bless  us  all,  for  years  to 
come." 

The  lady  fell  upon  her  knees,  and  tried  to  fold  her 
hands  together ;  but  the  energy  which  had  supported  her 
so  long,  fled  up  to  Heaven  with  her  first  thanksgiving; 
and  she  sank  into  the  friendly  arms  which  were  extended 
to  receive  her. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

CONTAINS  SOME  INTRODUCTORY  PARTICULARS  RELATIVE  TO  A 
YOUNG  GENTLEMAN  WHO  NOW  ARRIVES  UPON  THE  SCENE  ; 
AND    A   NEW   ADVENTURE   WHICH    HAPPENED    TO   OLIVER. 

It  was  almost  too  much  happiness  to  bear.  Oliver  felt 
stunned  and  stupefied  by  the  unexpected  intelligence;  he 
could  not  weep,  or  speak,  or  rest.  He  had  scarcely  the 
power  of  understanding  anything  that  had  passed,  until, 
after  a  long  ramble  in  the  quiet  evening  air,  a  burst  of 
tears  came  to  his  relief;  and  he  seemed  to  awaken,  all  at 
once,  to  a  full  sense  of  the  joyful  change  that  had  occurred, 
and  the  almost  insupportable  load  of  anguish  which  had 
been  taken  from  his  breast. 

The  night  was  fast  closing  in,  when  he  returned  home- 
ward :  laden  with  flowers  which  he  had  culled  with 
peculiar  care,  for  the  adornment  of  the  sick  chamber. 
As  he  walked  briskly  along  the  road,  he  heard  behind 
him  the  noise  of  some  vehicle,  approaching  at  a  furious 
pace.  Looking  round,  he  saw  that  it  was  a  post-chaise, 
driven  at  great  speed  ;  and  as  the  horses  were  galloping, 
and  the  road  was  narrow,  he  stood  leaning  against  a  gate 
until  it  should  have  passed  him. 

As  it  dashed  on,  Oliver  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  man  in  a 
white  nightcap,  whose  face  seemed  familiar  to  him, 
Although  Ins  view  was  so  brief  that  he  could  not  identify 
the  person.  In  another  second  or  two,  the  nightcap  was 
thrust  out  of  the  chaise-window;  and  a  stentorian  voice 
bellowed  to  the  driver  to  stop  :  which  he  did  as  soon  as 
he  could  pull  up  his  horses.  Then,  the  nightcap  once 
again  appeared ;  and  the  same  voice  called  Oliver  by  his 
name. 

"  Here  !  "  cried  the  voice.  "  Master  Oliver,  what's  the 
news  ?    Miss  Rose !     Master  O-li-ver !  " 

"Is  it  you,  Giles?"  cried  Oliver,  running  up  to  th« 
chaise-door. 

Giles  popped  out  his  nightcap  again,  preparatory  to 
making  some  reply,  when  he  was  suddenly  pulled  back 
by  a  young  gentleman  who  occupied  the  other  corner  oi 
the  chaise,  and.  who  eagerly  demanded  what  was  the 
news. 
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"In  a  word,"  cried  the  gentleman,  ''-Letter  or  worse?" 

"Better — much  better!  "  replied  Oliver,  hastily. 

"Thank  Heaven!"  exclaimed  the  gentleman.  "You 
are  sure?" 

"  Quite,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver.  "  The  change  took  place 
only  a  few  hours  ago ;  and  Mr.  Losberne  says,  that  all 
danger  is  at  an  end." 

The  gentleman  said  not  another  word,  but,  opening  the 
chaise-door,  leaped  out,  and  taking  Oliver  hurriedly  by 
the  arm,  led  him  aside. 

"  You  are  quite  certain  ?  There  is  no  possibility  of  any 
mistake  on  your  part,  my  boy,  is  there  ? "  demanded 
the  gentleman  in  a  tremulous  voice.  "Pray  do  not 
deceive  me,  by  awakening  any  hopes  that  are  not  to  be 
fulfilled." 

"  I  would  not  for  the  world,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver.  "  In- 
deed you  may  believe  me.  Mr.  Losberne's  words  were, 
that  she  would  live  to  bless  us  all  for  many  years  to 
come.     I  heard  him  say  so." 

The  tears  stood  in  Oliver's  eyes  as  he  recalled  the 
scene  which  was  the  beginning  of  so  much  happiness ; 
and  the  gentleman  turned  his  face  away,  and  remained 
silent,  for  some  minutes.  Oliver  thought  he  heard  him 
sob,  more  than  once ;  but  he  feared  to  interrupt  him  by 
any  further  remark — for  he  could  well  guess  what  his 
feelings  were — and  so  stood  apart,  feigning  to  be  occupied 
with  his  nosegay. 

All  this  time,  Mr.  Giles,  with  the  white  nightcap  on, 
had  been  sitting  upon  the  steps  of  the  chaise,  supporting 
an  elbow  on  each  knee,  and  wiping  his  eyes  with  a  blue 
cotton  pocket-handkerchief  dotted  with  white  spots. 
That  the  honest  fellow  had  not  been  feigning  emotion, 
was  abundantly  demonstrated  by  the  very  red  eyes  with 
which  he  regarded  the  young  gentleman,  when  he  turned 
round  and  addressed  him. 

"  I  think  you  had  better  go  on  to  my  mother's  in  the 
chaise,  Giles,"  said  he.  "  I  would  rather  walk  slowly  on, 
so  as  to  gain  a  little  time  before  I  see  her.  You  can  say 
I  am  coming." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Harry,"  said  Giles :  giving  a 
final  polish  to  his  ruffled  countenance  with  the  handker- 
chief ;  "  but  if  you  would  leave  the  postboy  to  say  that, 
I  should  be  very  much  obliged  to  you.     It  wouldn't  be 
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proper  for  the  maids  to  see  me  in  this  state,  Sir ;  I  should 
never  have  any  more  authority  with  them  if  they  did." 

"  Well,"  rejoined  Harry  May  lie,  smiling,  "  you  can  do 
as  you  like.  Let  him  go  on  with  the  luggage,  if  you  wish 
it,  and  do  you  follow  with  us.  Only  first  exchange  that 
nightcap  for  some  more  appropriate  covering,  or  we  shall 
be  taken  for  madmen." 

Mr.  Giles,  reminded  of  his  unbecoming  costume, 
snatched  off  and  pocketed  his  nightcap ;  and  substituted 
a  hat,  of  grave  and  sober  shape,  which  he  took  out  of  the 
chaise.  This  done,  the  postboy  drove  off;  and  Giles,  Mr 
Maylie,  and  Oliver,  followed  at  their  leisure. 

As  they  walked  along,  Oliver  glanced  from  time  to  time 
with  much  interest  and  curiosity  at  the  new-comer.  He 
seemed  about  five-and-twenty  years  of  age,  and  was  of 
the  middle  height;  his  countenance  was  frank  and  hand- 
some; and  his  demeanor  singularly  easy  and  prepos- 
sessing. Notwithstanding  the  difference  between  youth 
and  age,  he  bore  so  strong  a  likeness  to  the  old  lady,  that 
Oliver  would  have  had  no  great  difficulty  in  imagining 
their  relationship,  even  if  he  had  not  already  spoken  of 
her  as  his  mother. 

Mrs.  Maylie  was  anxiously  waiting  to  receive  her  son 
when  he  reached  the  cottage ;  and  the  meeting  did  not 
take  place  without  great  emotion  on  both  sides. 

"  Mother !  "  whispered  the  young  man ;  "  why  did  you 
not  write  before  ?  " 

"I  did,"  replied  Mrs.  Maylie;  "bat,  on  reflection,  I 
determined  to  keep  back  the  letter  until  I  had  heard  Mr. 
Losberne's  opinion." 

"  But  why,"  said  the  young  man,  "  why  run  the  chance 
of  that  occurring  which  so  nearly  happened  ?  If  Rose 
had — I  cannot  utter  that  word  now — if  this  illness  had 
terminated  differently,  how  could  you  ever  have  forgiven 
yourself !  How  could  I  ever  have  known  happiness 
again ! " 

"  If  that  had  been  the  case,  Harry,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie, 
"I  fear  your  happiness  would  have  been  effectually 
blighted ;  and  that  your  arrival  here  a  day  sooner  or  a 
day  later,  would  have  been  of  very,  very  little  import." 

"And  who  can  wonder  if  it  be  so,  mother?"  rejoined 
the  young  man  ;  "  or  why  should  I  say,  iff—  It  is— it  is— 
you  know  it,  mother — you  must  know  it ! " 
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u  I  know  that  she  deserves  the  best  and  purest  love  the 
heart  of  man  can  offer,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie;  UI  know  that 
ilif  devotion  and  affection  of  her  nature  require  no  or- 
dinary return,  but  one  that  shall  be  deep  and  lasting.  If 
I  did  not  feel  this,  and  know,  besides,  that  a  changed  be- 
havior in  one  she  loved  would  break  her  heart,  I  should 
not  feel  my  task  so  difficult  of  performance,  or  have  to 
encounter  so  many  struggles  in  ray  own  bosom,  when  I 
take  what  seems  to  me  to  be  the  strict  line  of  duty." 

"This  is  unkind,  mother,"  said  Harry.  "Do  you  still 
suppose  that  I  am  a  boy  ignorant  of  my  own  blind,  and 
mistaking  the  impulses  of  my  own  soul?" 

"  I  think,  my  dear  son,"  returned  Mrs.  Maylie,  laying 
her  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  "that  youth  has  many  gener- 
ous impulses  which  do  not  last ;  and  that  among  them 
are  some,  which,  being  gratified,  become  only  the  more 
fleeting.  Above  all,  I  think,"  said  the  lady,  fixing  her 
eyes  on  her  son's  face,  "  that  if  an  enthusiastic,  ardent, 
and  ambitious  man  marry  a  wife  on  whose  name  there 
is  a  stain,  which,  though  it  originate  in  no  fault  of  hers, 
may  be  visited  by  cold  and  sordid  people  upon  her,  and 
upon  his  children  also:  and,  in  exact  proportion  to  his 
success  in  the  world,  be  cast  in  his  teeth,  and  made  the 
subject  of  sneers  against  him :  he  may — no  matter  how- 
generous  and  good  his  nature — one  day  repent  of  the 
connection  he  formed  in  early  life;  and  she  may  have  the 
pain  and  torture  of  knowing  that  he  does  so." 

"  Mother,"  said  the  young  man,  impatiently,  "he  would 
be  a  selfish  brute,  unworthy  alike  of  the  name  of  man 
and  of  the  woman  you  describe,  who  acted  thus." 
"  You  think  so  now,  Harry,"  replied  his  mother. 
«  And  ever  will !  "  said  the  young  man.  "  The  mental 
agony  1  have  suffered,  during  the  last  two  days,  wrings 
from  me  the  undisguised  avowal  to  you  of  a  passion 
which,  as  you  well  know,  is  not  one  of  yesterday,  nor  one 
I  have  lightly  formed.  On  Rose,  sweet,  gentle  girl !  my 
heart  is  set,  as  firmly  as  ever  heart  of  man  was  set  on 
woman.  I  have  no  thought,  no  view,  no  hope  in  life,  be- 
yond her ;  and  if  you  oppose  me  in  this  great  stake,  you 
take  my  peace  and  happiness  in  your  hands,  and  cast 
them  to"  the  wind.  Mother,  think  better  of  this,  and  of 
me,  and  do  not  disregard  the  happiness  of  which  you 
seem  to  think  so  little." 
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"  Harry,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie,  "  it  is  because  I  think  so 
much  of  warm  and  sensitive  hearts,  that  I  would  spare 
them  from  being  wounded.  But  we  have  said  enough, 
and  more  than  enough,  on  this  matter  just  now." 

"  Let  it  rest  with  Rose,  then,"  interposed  Harry.  "  You 
will  not  press  these  overstrained  opinions  of  yours,  so  far, 
as  to  throw  any  obstacle  in  my  way  ?  " 

"  I  will  not,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Maylie  ;  "  but  I  would  have 
you  consider " 

"  I  have  considered  ! "  was  the  impatient  reply ; 
"Mother,  I  have  considered,  years  and  years.  I  have 
considered  ever  since  I  have  been  capable  of  serious  reflec- 
tion. My  feelings  remain  unchanged,  as  they  ever  will ; 
and  why  should  I  suffer  the  pain  of  a  delay  in  giving 
them  vent,  which  can  be  productive  of  no  earthly  good? 
No !     Before  I  leave  this  place,  Rose  shall  hear  me." 

"  She  shall,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie. 

"  There  is  something  in  your  manner,  which  would 
almost  imply  that  she  will  hear  me  coldly,  mother,"  said 
the  young  man. 

"Not  coldly,"  rejoined  the  old  lady ;  "  far  from  it." 

"How  then?"  urged  the  young  man.  "  She  has  formed 
no  other  attachment  ?  " 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  his  mother ;  "  you  have,  or  I 
mistake,  too  strong  a  hold  on  her  affections  already. 
What  I  would  say,"  resumed  the  old  lady,  stopping  her 
son  as  he  was  about  to  speak,  "  is  this.  Before  you  stake 
your  all  on  this  chance;  before  you  suffer  yourself  to  be 
carried  to  the  highest  point  of  hope;  reflect  for  a  few 
moments,  my  dear  child,  on  Rose's  history,  and  consider 
what  effect  the  knowledge  of  her  doubtful  birth  may  have 
on  her  decision:  devoted  as  she  is  to  us,  with  all  the 
intensity  of  her  noble  mind,  and  with  that  perfect  sacrifice 
of  self  which,  in  all  matters,  great  or  trifling,  has  always 
been  her  characteristic." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  That  I  leave  you  to  discover,"  replied  Mrs.  Maylie. 
"  I  must  go  back  to  her.     God  bless  you  !  " 

"I  shall  see  you  again  to-night?"  said  the  young  man, 
eagerly. 

"By  and  by,"  replied  the  lady  ;  when  I  leave  Rose." 

"You  will  tell  her  T  am  here?"  said  Harry. 

"Of  course,"  replied  Mrs  Maylie. 
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"And  say  how  anxious  I  have  heen,  and  how  much  1 
have  suffered,  and  how  I  long  to  see  her.  You  will  not 
refuse  to  do  this,  mother?" 

«  No,"  said  the  old  lady  ;  "  I  will  tell  her  all."  And 
pressing  her  son's  hand,  affectionately,  she  hastened  from 
the  room. 

Mr.  Losberne  and  Oliver  had  remained  at  another  end 
of  the  apartment  while  this  hurried  conversation  was 
proceeding.  The  former  now  held  out  his  hand  to  Harry 
Maylie ;  and  hearty  salutations  were  exchanged  between 
them.  The  doctor  then  communicated,  in  reply  to  multi- 
farious questions  from  his  young  friend,  a  precise  account 
of  his  patient's  situation;  which  was  quite  as  consolatory 
and  full  of  promise,  as  Oliver's  statement  had  encouraged 
him  to  hope;  and  to  the  whole  of  which,  Mr.  Giles,  who 
affected  to  be  busy  about  the  luggage,  listened  with  greedy 
ears. 

"  Have  you  shot  anything  particular,  lately,  Giles?" 
inquired  the  doctor,  when  he  had  concluded. 

"  Nothing  particular,  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Giles,  coloring 
up  to  the  eyes. 

"  Nor  catching  any  thieves,  nor  identifying  any  house- 
breakers ?  "  said  the  doctor. 

"None  at  all,  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Giles,  with  much  gravity. 

"  Well,"  said  the  doctor,  "  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,  because 
you  do  that  sort  of  thing  so  admirably.  Pray,  how  is 
Brittles?" 

"  The  boy  is  very  well,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Giles,  recovering 
:  :  isiial  tone  of  patronage;  "and  sends  his  respectful 
C;  /,  Sir." 

"  That's  well,"  said  the  doctor.  "  Seeing  you  here, 
reminds  me,  Mr.  Giles,  that  on  the  day  before  that  on 
which  I  was  called  away  so  hurriedly,  I  executed,  at  the 
request  of  your  good  mistress,  a  small  commission  in  your 
favor.    Just  step  into  this  corner  a  moment,  will  you?" 

Mr.  Giles  walked  into  the  corner  with  much  importance, 
and  some  wonder :  and  was  honored  with  a  short  whisper- 
ing conference  with  the  doctor ;  on  the  termination  of 
which,  he  made  a  great  many  bows,  and  retired  with 
steps  of  unusual  stateliness.  The  subject  matter  of  this 
conference  was  not  disclosed  in  the  parlor,  but  the  kitchen 
was  speedily  enlightened  concerning  it;  for  Mr.  Giles 
walked  straight  thither,  and  having  called  for  a  mug  of 
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ale,  announced,  with  an  air  of  majesty,  which  was  highly 
effective,  that  it  had  pleased  bis  mistress,  in  consideration 
of  his  gallant  behavior  on  the  occasion  of  that  attempted 
robbery,  to  deposit,  in  the  local  savings-bank,  the  sum  of 
five  and  twenty  pounds,  for  his  sole  use  and  benefit.  At 
this,  the  two  women-servants  lifted  up  their  hands  and 
eyes  :  and  supposed  that  Mr.  Giles  would  begin  to  be  quite 
proud  now ;  whereunto  Mr.  Giles,  pulling  out  his  shirt- 
frill,  replied,  "No,  no;"  and  that  if  they  observed  that 
he  was  at  all  haughty  to  his  inferiors,  he  would  thank 
them  to  tell  him  so.  And  then  he  made  a  great  many 
other  remarks,  no  less  illustrative  of  his  humility,  which 
were  received  with  equal  favor  and  applause,  and  were, 
withal,  as  original  and  as  much  to  the  purpose,  as  the 
remarks  of  great  men  commonly  are. 

Above  stairs,  the  remainder  of  the  evening  passed 
cheerfully  away  ;  for  the  doctor  was  in  high  spirits  ;  and 
however  fatigued  or  thoughtful  Harry  Maylie  might  have 
been  at  first,  he  was  not  proof  against  the  worthy  gentle- 
man's good  humor,  which  displayed  itself  in  a  great  variety 
of  sallies  and  professional  recollections,  and  an  abundance 
of  small  jokes,  which  struck  Oliver  as  being  the  drollest 
things  he  had  ever  heard,  and  caused  him  to  laugh  pro- 
portionately: to  the  evident  satisfaction  of  the  doctor, 
who  laughed  immoderately  at  himself,  and  made  Harry 
laugh  almost  as  heartily,  by  the  very  force  of  sympathy. 
So,  they  were  as  pleasant  a  party  as,  under  the  circum- 
stances, they  could  well  have  been  ;  and  it  was  late  before 
they  retired,  with  light  and  thankful  hearts,  to  take  that 
rest  of  which,  after  the  doubt  and  suspense  they  had 
recently  undergone,  they  stood  so  much  in  need. 

Oliver  rose  next  morning,  in  better  heart,  and  went 
about  his  usual  early  occupations,  with  more  hope  and 
pleasure  than  he  had  known  for  many  days.  The  birds 
were  once  more  hung  out,  to  sing,  in  their  old  places  ;  and 
the  sweetest  wild  flowers  that  could  be  found,  were  once 
more  gathered  to  gladden  Rose  with  their  beauty  and 
fragrance.  The  melancholy  which  had  seemed  to  the  sad 
eyes  of  the  anxious  boy  to  hang,  for  days  past,  over 
every  object,  beautiful  as  all  were,  was  dispelled  by 
magic.  The  dew  seemed  to  sparkle  more  brightly  on 
the  green  leaves ;  the  air  to  rustle  among  them  with  a 
sweeter  music ;  and  the  sky  itself  to  look  more  blue  and 
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bright.  Such  is  the  influence  which  the  condition  of  our 
own  thoughts,   exercises,  even   over  the  appearance  of 

external  objects.  Men  who  look  on  nature,  and  their  fel- 
low-men, and  cry  that  all  is  dark  and  gloomy,  are  in  the 
right;  but  the  sombre  colors  are  reflections  from  their 
own  jaundiced  eyes  and  hearts.  The  real  hues  are  delicate, 
and  need  a  clearer  vision. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark,  and  Oliver  did  not  fail  to  note 
it  at  the  time,  that  his  morning  expeditions  were  no 
longer  made  alone.  Harry  Maylie,  after  the  very  first 
morning  when  he  met  Oliver  coming  laden  home,  was 
seized  with  such  a  passion  for  flowers,  and  displayed  such 
a  taste  in  their  arrangement,  as  left  his  young  companion 
far  behind.  If  Oliver  were  behindhand  in  these  respects, 
however,  he  knew  where  the  best  were  to  be  found  ;  and 
morning  after  morning  they  scoured  the  country  to- 
gether, and  brought  home  the  fairest  that  blossomed. 
The  window  of  the  young  lady's  chamber  was  opened 
now  ;  for  she  loved  to  feel  the  rich  summer  air  stream  in, 
and  revive  her  with  its  freshness  ;  but  there  always  stood 
in  water,  just  inside  the  lattice,  one  particular  little  bunch, 
which  was  made  up  with  great  care,  every  morning. 
Oliver  could  not  help  noticing  that  the  withered  flowers 
were  never  thrown  away,  although  the  little  vase  was 
regularly  replenished  ;  nor  could  he  help  observing,  that 
whenever  the  doctor  came  into  the  garden,  he  invariably 
cast  his  eyes  up  to  that  particular  corner,  and  nodded  his 
head  most  expressively,  as  he  set  forth  on  his  morning's 
walk.  Pending  these  observations,  the  days  were  flying 
by  ;  and  Rose  was  rapidly  recovering. 

Nor  did  Oliver's  time  hang  heavy  on  his  hands  ;  al- 
though the  young  lady  had  not  yet  left  her  chamber;  and 
there  were  no  evening  walks,  save  now  and  then,  for  a 
short  distance,  with  Mrs.  Maylie.  He  applied  himself, 
with  redoubled  assiduity,  to  the  instructions  of  the  white- 
headed  old  gentleman,  and  labored  so  hard  that  his  quick 
progress  surprised  even  himself.  It  was  while  he  was  en- 
gaged in  this  pursuit,  that  he  was  greatly  startled  and 
distressed  by  a  most  unexpected  occurrence. 

The  little  room  in  which  he  was  accustomed  to  sit, 
when  busy  at  his  books,  was  on  the  ground-floor,  at  the 
back  of  the  house.  It  was  quite  a  cottage-room,  with  a 
lattice- window  :  around  which  were  clusters  of  jessamine 
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and  honeysuckle,  that  crept  over  the  casement,  and  filled 
the  place  with  their  delicious  perfume.  It  looked  into  a 
garden,  whence  a  wicket-gate  opened  into  a  small  pad- 
dock :  all  hey  on  d  was  fine  meadow-land  and  wood. 
There  was  no  other  dwelling  near,  in  that  direction  ;  and 
the  prospect  it  commanded  was  very  extensive. 

One  beautiful  evening,  when  the  first  shades  of  twi- 
light were  beginning  to  settle  upon  the  earth,  Oliver  sat 
at  this  window,  intent  upon  his  books.  He  had  been 
poring  over  them  for  some  time  ;  and,  as  the  day  had 
been  uncommonly  sultry,  and  he  had  exerted  himself  a 
great  deal  ;  it  is  no  disparagement  to  the  authors,  who- 
ever they  may  have  been,  to  say,  that  gradually  and  by 
slow  degrees,  he  fell  asleep. 

There  is  a  kind  of  sleep  that  steals  upon  us  sometimes, 
which,  while  it  holds  the  body  prisoner,  does  not  free  the 
mind  from  a  sense  of  things  about  it,  and  enable  it  to 
ramble  at  its  pleasure.  So  far  as  an  overpowering  heavi- 
ness, a  prostration  of  strength,  and  an  utter  inability  to 
control  our  thoughts  or  power  of  motion,  can  be  called 
sleep,  this  is  it ;  and  yet  we  have  a  consciousness  of  all 
that  is  going  on  about  us  ;  and,  if  we  dream  at  such  a 
time,  words  which  are  really  spoken,  or  sounds  which 
really  exist  at  the  moment,  accommodate  themselves  with 
surprising  readiness  to  our  visions,  until  reality  and 
imagination  become  so  strangely  blended  that  it  is  after- 
wards almost  a  matter  of  impossibility  to  separate  the 
two.  Nor  is  this,  the  most  striking  phenomenon  in- 
cidental to  such  a  state.  It  is  an  undoubted  fact,  that 
although  our  senses  of  touch  and  sight  be  for  a  time  dead, 
yet  our  sleeping  thoughts,  and  the  visionary  scenes  that 
pass  before  us,  will  be  influenced,  and  materially  in- 
fluenced, by  the  mere  silent  presence  of  some  external 
object :  which  may  not  have  been  near  us  when  we  closed 
nur  eyes  :  and  of  whose  vicinity  we  have  had  no  waking 
consciousness. 

Oliver  knew,  perfectly  well,  that  he  was  in  his  own 
little  room  ;  that  his  books  were  lying  on  the  table  before 
him  ;  and  that  the  sweet  air  was  stirring  among  the 
creeping  plants  outside.  And  yet  he  was  asleep.  Sud- 
denly, the  scene  changed  ;  the  air  became  close  and  con- 
fined :  and  he  thought,  with  a  glow  of  terror,  that  he  was 
in  the  Jew's  house  again.    There  sat  the  hideous  old  man, 
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in  his  accustomed  corner,  pointing  at  him,  and  whisperr 
ing  to  another  man,  with  his  face  averted,  who  sat  beside 

him. 

"  Hush,  my  dear!"  he  thought  he  heard  the  Jew  say; 
"it  is  he,  sure  enough.     Come  away." 

"lie '"the  other  man  seemed  to  answer;  "could  I 
mistake  him,  think  you?  If  a  crowd  of  devils  were  to 
put  themselves  into  his  esact  shape,  and  he  stood  amongst 
them,  there  is  something  that  would  (ell  me  bow  to  point 
him  out.  If  you  buried  him  fifty  feet  deep,  and  took  me 
across  his  grave,  I  should  know,  if  there  wasn't  a  mark 
above  it,  that  he  lay  buried  there,  I  should  ! " 

The  man  seemed  to  say  this,  with  such  dreadful  hatred, 
that  Oliver  awoke  with  the  fear,  and  started  up. 

Good  Heaven!  what  was  that,  which  sent  the  blood 
tingling  to  his  heart,  and  deprived  him  of  his  voice,  and 
of  power  to  move  !  There— there— at  the  window;  close 
before  him  ;  so  close,  that  he  could  have  almost  touehed 
him  before  he  started  back  :  with  his  eyes  peering  into 
the  room,  and  meeting  Ins  :  there  stood  the  Jew!  And 
beside  him,  white  with  rage  or  fear,  or  both,  were  the 
scowding  features  of  the  very  man  wdio  had  accosted  him 
at  the  inn-yard. 

It  was  but  an  instant,  a  glance,  a  flash,  before  his  eyes ; 
and  they  were  gone.  But  they  had  recognized  him,  and 
he  them  ;  and  their  look  was  as  firmly  impressed  upon 
his  memory,  as  if  it  had  been  deeply  carved  in  stone,  and 
set  before  him  from  his  birth.  He  stood  transfixed  for  a 
moment ;  and  then  leaping  from  the  window  into  the 
garden,  called  loudly  for  help. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

CONTAINING  THE  UNSATISFACTORY  RESULT  OF  OLIVER'S 
ADVENTURE  J  AND  A  CONVERSATION  OF  SOME  IMPORTANCE 
BETWEEN    HARRY    MAYLIE    AND    ROSE. 

WnEN  the  inmates  of  the  house,  attracted  by  Oliver's 
cries,  hurried  to  the  spot  from  which  they  proceeded,  they 
found  him,  pale  and  agitated,  pointing  in  the  direction  of 
the  meadows  behind  the  house,  and  scarcely  able  to  arti- 
culate the  words,  «  The  Jew !  the  Jew !  " 
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Mr.  Giles  was  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  what  this  out- 
cry meant  ;  but  Harry  Maylie,  whose  perceptions  were 
something  quicker,  and  who  had  heard  Oliver's  history 
from  his  mother,  understood  it  at  once. 

"What  direction  did  he  take  ?"  he  asked,  catching  up 
a  heavy  stick  which  was  standing  in  a  corner. 

"That,"  replied  Oliver,  pointing  out  the  course  the  men 
had  taken  ;  "  I  missed  them  in  an  instant." 

"  Then,  they  are  in  the  ditch !  "  said  Harry.  "  Follow  ! 
And  keep  as  near  me,  as  you  can."  So  saying,  he  sprang 
over  the  hedge,  and  darted  off  with  a  speed  which  ren- 
dered it  a  matter  of  exceeding  difficulty  for  the  others  to 
keep  near  him. 

Giles  followed  as  well  as  he  could;  and  Oliver  followed 
too ;  and  in  the  course  of  a  minute  or  two,  Mr.  Losberne, 
who  had  been  out  walking,  and  just  then  returned,  tum- 
bled over  the  hedge  after  them,  and  picking  himself  up 
with  more  agility  than  he  could  have  been  supposed  to 
possess,  struck  into  the  same  course  at  no  contemptible 
speed,  shouting  all  the  while,  most  prodigiously,  to  know 
what  was  the  matter. 

On  they  all  went ;  nor  stopped  they  once  to  breathe, 
until  the  leader,  striking  off  into  an  angle  of  the  field  in- 
dicated by  Oliver,  began  to  search,  narrowly,  the  ditch 
and  hedge  adjoining;  which  afforded  time  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  party  to  come  up  ;  and  for  Oliver  to  com- 
municate to  Mr.  Losberne  the  circumstances  that  had  led 
to  so  vigorous  a  pursuit. 

The  search  was  all  in  vain.  There  were  not  even  the 
traces  of  recent  footsteps,  to  be  seen.  They  stood,  now, 
on  the  summit  of  a  little  hill,  commanding  the  open  fields 
in  every  direction  for  three  or  four  miles.  There  was  the 
village  in  the  hollow  on  the  left ;  but,  in  order  to  gain 
that,  after  pursuing  the  track  Oliver  had  pointed  out,  the 
men  must  have  made  a  circuit  of  open  ground,  which  it 
was  impossible  they  could  have  accomplished  in  so  short 
a  time.  A  thick  wood  skirted  the  meadow-land  in  an- 
other direction;  but  they  could  not  have  gained  that 
covert  for  the  same  reason. 

"  It  must  have  been  a  dream,  Oliver,"  said  Harry 
Maylie. 

"  Oh  no,  indeed,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver,  shuddering  at 
the  very  recollection  of  the  old  wretch's  countenance; 
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"I  saw  him  too  plainly  for  that.  I  saw  them  both,  as 
plainly  as  I  see  you  now." 

"Who  was  the  other?"  inquired  Harry  and  Mr.  Los- 
be  rne,  together. 

"The  very  same  man  I  told  you  of,  who  came  so  sud- 
denly upon  me  at  the  inn,"  said  Oliver.  "We  had  our 
eyes*  fixed  full  upon  each  other;  audi  could  swear  to 
him." 

"  They  took  this  way ! "  demanded  Harry ;  are  you 
sure?" 

"As  I  am  that  the  men  were  at  the  window,"  replied 
Oliver,  pointing  down,  as  he  spoke,  to  the  hedge  which 
divided  the  cottage-garden  from  the  meadow.  "The  tall 
man  leaped  over,  just  there ;  and  the  Jew,  running  a  few 
paces  to  the  right,  crept  through  that  gap." 

The  two  gentlemen  watched  Oliver's  earnest  face,  as 
he  spoke;  and  looking  from  him  to  each  other,  seemed 
to  feel  satisfied  of  the  accuracy  of  what  he  said.  Still,  in 
no  direction  were  there  any  appearances  of  the  trampling 
of  men  in  hurried  flight.  The  grass  was  long;  but  it  was 
trodden  down  nowhere,  save  where  their  own  feet  had 
crushed  it.  The  sides  and  brinks  of  the  ditches  were  of 
damp  clay ;  but  in  no  one  place  could  they  discern  the 
print  of  men's  shoes,  or  the  slightest  mark  which  would 
indicate  that  any  feet  had  pressed  the  ground  for  hours 
before. 

"  This  is  strange ! "  said  Harry. 

"  Strange !  "  echoed  the  doctor.  "  Blathers  and  Duff, 
themselves,  could  make  nothing  of  it." 

Notwithstanding  the  evidently  useless  nature  of  their 
search,  they  did  not  desist  until  the  coming  on  of  night 
rendered  its  further  prosecution  hopeless ;  and,  even  then, 
they  gave  it  up  with  reluctance.  Giles  was  despatched 
to  the  different  ale-houses  in  the  village,  furnished  with 
the  best  description  Oliver  could  give  of  the  appearance 
and  dress  of  the  strangers.  Of  these  the  Jew  was,  at  all 
events,  sufficiently  remarkable  to  be  remembered,  suppos- 
ing he  had  been  seen  drinking,  or  loitering  about ;  but  he 
returned  without  any  intelligence,  calculated  to  dispel  or 
lessen  the  mystery. 

On  the  next  day,  further  search  was  made,  and  the  in- 
quiries renewed ;  but  with  no  better  success.  On  the  day 
following,  Oliver  and  Mr.  Maylie  repaired  to  the  market- 
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town,  in  the  hope  of  seeing  or  hearing  something  of  the 
men  there;  but  this  effort  was  equally  fruitless;  and 
after  a  few  clays,  the  affair  began  to  be  forgotten,  as  most 
affairs  are  when  wonder,  having  no  fresh  food  to  support 
it,  dies  away  of  itself. 

Meanwhile,  Rose  was  rapidly  recovering.  She  had  left 
her  room  ;  was  able  to  go  out ;  and  mixing  once  more  with 
the  family,  carried  joy  into  the  hearts  of  all. 

But  although  this  happy  change  had  a  visible  effect  on 
the  little  circle  ;  and  although  cheerful  voices  and  merry 
laughter  were  once  more  heard  in  the  cottage ;  there  was, 
at  times,  an  unwonted  restraint  upon  some  there;  even 
upon  Rose  herself  :  which  Oliver  could  not  fail  to  remark. 
Mrs.  Maylie  and  her  son  were  often  closeted  together  for 
a  long  time ;  and  more  than  once  Rose  appeared  with 
traces  of  tears  upon  her  face.  After  Mr.  Losberne  had 
fixed  a  clay  for  his  departure  to  Chertsey,  these  symptoms 
increased;  and  it  became  evident  that  something  was 
in  progress  which  affected  the  peace  of  the  young  lady, 
and  of  somebody  else  besides. 

At  length,  one  morning,  when  Rose  was  alone  in  the 
breakfast-parlor,  Harry  Maylie  entered ;  and,  with  some 
hesitation,  begged  permission  to  speak  with  her  for  a  few 
moments. 

"  A  few— a  very  few— will  suffice,  Rose,"  said  the  young 
man,  drawing  his  chair  towards  her.  "  What  I  shall 
have  to  say,  has  already  presented  itself  to  your  mind ; 
the  most  cherished  hopes  of  my  heart  are  not  unknown 
to  you,  though  from  my  lips  you  have  not  yet  heard  them 
stated." 

Rose  had  been  very  pale  from  the  moment  of  his  en- 
trance ;  but  that  might  have  been  the  effect  of  her  recent 
illness.  She  merely  bowed;  and  bending  over  some 
plants  that  stood  near,  waited  in  silence  for  him  to 
proceed. 

«  I_I_ ought  to  have  left  here,  before,"  said  Harry. 

"  You  should,  indeed,"  replied  Rose.  "Forgive  me  for 
saying  so,  but  I  wish  you  had." 

"  I  was  brought  here,  by  the  most  dreadful  and  agoniz- 
ing of  all  apprehensions,"  said  the  young  man  ;  "the  fear 
of  losing  the  one  dear  being  on  whom  my  every  wish  and 
hope  are  fixed.  You  had  been  dying:  trembling  between 
earth  and  heaven.     We  know  that  when  the  young,  the 
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beautiful,  and  good,  arc  visited  with  sickness,  their  pure 
spirits  insensibly  turn  towards  their  bright  home  of  last- 
ing rest;  we  know,  Heaven  help  us !  that  the  best  and 
fairest  of  cur  kind,  too  often  fade  in  blooming." 

There  were  tears  in  theeyes  of  the  gentle  girl,  as  these 
words  were  spoken  ;  and  when  one  fell  upon  the  flower 
over  which  she  bent,  and  glistened  brightly  in  its  cup, 
making  it  more  beautiful,  it  seemed  as  though  the  out- 
pouring of  her  fresh  young  heart,  claimed  kindred  with 
the  loveliest  things  in  nature. 

"An  angel,"  continued  the  young  man,  passionately ; 
"a  creature  as  fair  and  innocent  of  guile  as  one  of  God's 
own  angels,  fluttered  between  life  and  death.  Oh  !  who 
could  hope,  when  the  distant  world  to  which  she  was 
akin,  half  opened  to  her  view,  that  she  would  return  to 
the  sorrow  and  calamity  of  tins!  Rose,  Rose,  to  know 
that  you  were  passing  away  like  some  softshadow,  which 
a  light  from  ahove,  casts  upon  the  earth;  to  have  no  hope 
that  you  would  he  spared  to  those  who  linger  here;  to 
know  no  reason  why  you  should  be;  to  feel  that  you 
belonged  to  that  bright  sphere  whither  so  many  of  the 
fairest  and  the  best  have  winged  their  early  flight;  and 
yet  to  pray,  amid  all  these  consolations,  that  you  might 
be  restored  to  those  who  loved  you — these  were  dis- 
tractions almost  too  great  to  bear.  They  were  mine, 
by  day  and  night ;  and  with  them,  came  such  a  rushing 
torrent  of  fears,  and  apprehensions,  and  selfish  regrets, 
lest  you  should  die,  and  never  know  how  devotedly  I 
loved  you,  as  almost  bore  down  sense  and  reason  in' its 
course.  Toil  recovered;  day  by  day,  and  almost  hour 
by  hour,  some  drop  of  health  came  back,  and  mingling 
with  the  spent  and  feeble  stream  of  life  which  circulated 
languidly  within  you,  swelled  it  again  to  a  high  and 
rushing  tide.  I  have  watched  you  change  almost  from 
death  to  lffe,  with  eyes  that  moistened  with  their  eager- 
ness and  deep  affection.  Do  not  tell  me  that  you  wish 
i  had  lost  this;  for  it  has  softened  my  heart  to  all 
mankind." 

"  I  did  not  mean  that,"  said  Rose,  weeping  ;  "  I  only 
wish  you  had  left  here,  that  you  might  have  turned  to 
high  and  noble  pursuits  again;  to  pursuits  well  worthy 
of  you." 

"  There  is  no  pursuit  more  worthy  of  me  :  more  worthy 
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of  the  highest  nature  that  exists :  than  the  struggle  to 
win  such  a  heart  as  yours,"  said  the  young  man,  taking 
her  hand.  "Rose,  my  own  dear  Rose;  tor  years — for 
years — I  have  loved  you  :  hoping  to  win  my  way  to  fame, 
and  then  come  proudly  home  and  tell  you  it  had  been 
pursued  only  for  you  to  share;  thinking,  in  my  day- 
dreams, how  I  would  remind  you,  in  that  happy  moment, 
of  the  many  silent  tokens  I  had  given  of  a  boy's  attach- 
ment, and  claim  your  hand,  as  in  redemption  of  some  old 
mute  contract  that  had  been  sealed  between  us.  That 
time  has  not  arrived ;  but  here,  with  no  fame  won,  and 
no  young  visions  realized,  I  give  to  you  the  heart  so  long 
your  own,  and  stake  my  all  upon  the  words  with  which 
you  greet  the  offer." 

"  Your  behavior  has  ever  been  kind  and  noble,"  said 
Rose,  mastering  the  emotions  by  which  she  was  agitated. 
"As  you  believe  that  I  am  not  insensible  or  ungrateful, 
so  hear  my  answer." 

"  It  is,  that  I  rryiy  endeavor  to  deserve  you ;  it  is,  dear 
Rose?" 

"  It  is,"  replied  Rose,  "that  you  must  endeavor  to  for- 
get me  ;  not  as  your  old  and  dearly-attached  companion, 
for  that  would  wound  me  deeply  :  but,  as  the  object  of 
your  love.  Look  into  the  world;  think  how  many  hearts 
you  would  be  proud  to  gain,  are  there.  Confide  some 
other  passion  to  me,  if  you  will ;  and  I  will  be  the  truest, 
warmest,  and  most  faithful  friend  you  have." 

There  was  a  pause,  during  which,  Rose,  who  had  covered 
her  face  with  one  hand,  gave  free  vent  to  her  tears.  Harry 
still  retained  the  other. 

"  And  your  reasons,  Rose,"  he  said,  at  length,  in  a  low 
voice  ;  "  your  reasons  for  this  decision  ?" 

"  You  have  a  right  to  know  them,"  rejoined  Rose. 
"You  can  say  nothing  to  alter  my  resolution.  It  is  a 
duty  that  I  must  perform.  I  owe  it,  alike  to  others,  and 
to  myself." 

"To  yourself?" 

"  Yes,  Harry :  I  owe  it  to  myself,  that  I,  a  friendless, 
portionless  girl,  with  a  blight  upon  my  name,  should  not 
give  your  friends  reason  to  suspect  that  I  had  sordidly 
yielded  to  your  first  passion,  and  fastened  myself,  a  clog, 
on  all  your  hopes  and  projects.  I  owe  it  to  you  and  yours, 
to  prevent  you  from  opposing,  in  the  warmth  of  your 
18 
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generous  nature,  this  great  obstacle  to  your  progress  in 
the  world." 

"  If  your  inclinations  chime  with  your  sense  of  duty " 

Harry  began. 

"They  do  not,"  replied  Rose,  coloring  deeply. 

"Then  you  return  my  love V "  said  Harry.  "Say  hut 
that,  dear  Hose;  say  hut  that;  and  soften  the  bitterness 
of  this  hard  disappointment!" 

"If  I  could  have  done  so,  without  doing  heavy  wrong 
to  him  I  loved,"  rejoined  Hose,  "  I  could  have " 

"Have  received  this  declaration  very  differently?" 
said  Harry.  "  Do  not  conceal  that  from  me,  at  least,  Rose." 

"  I  could,"  said  Rose.  "  Stay,"  she  added,  disengaging 
her  hand,  "  why  should  we  prolong  this  painful  interview  ? 
Most  painful  to  me,  and  yet  productive  of  lasting  happi- 
ness notwithstanding ;  for  it  will  be  happiness  to  know 
that  I  once  held  the  high  place  in  your  regard  which  I 
now  occupy;  and  every  triumph  you  achieve  in  life  will 
animate  me  with  new  fortitude  and  firmness.  Farewell, 
Harry  !  As  we  have  met  to-day,  we  meet  no  more ;  hut 
in  other  relations  than  those  in  which  this  conversation 
would  have  placed  us,  may  we  be  long  and  happily  en- 
twined ;  and  may  every  blessing  that  the  prayers  of  a 
true  and  earnest  heart  can  call  down  from  the  source  of 
all  truth  and  sincerity,  cheer  and  prosper  you ! " 

"Another  word,  Rose,"  said  Harry.  "Your  reason  in 
your  own  words.     From  your  own  lips,  let  me  hear  it." 

"The  prospect  before  you,"  answered  Rose,  firmly,  "is 
a  brilliant  one  ;  all  the  honors  to  which  great  talents  and 
powerful  connections  can  help  men  in  public  life,  are  in 
store  for  you.  But  those  connections  are  proud ;  and  I 
will  neither  mingle  with  such  as  hold  in  scorn  the  mother 
who  gave  me  life ;  nor  bring  disgrace  or  failure  on  the 
son  of  her  who  has  so  well  supplied  that  mother's  place. 
In  a  word,"  said  the  young  lady,  turning  away,  as  her 
temporary  firmness  forsook  her,  "  there  is  a  stain  upon 
my  name,  which  the  world  visits  on  innocent  heads.  I 
will  carry  it  into  no  blood  but  my  own ;  and  the  reproach 
shall  rest  alone  on  me." 

"One  word  more,  Rose.  Dearest  Rose!  one  more!" 
cried  Harry,throwing  himself  before  her.  "  If  I  had  been 
]ess — less  fortunate,  the  world  would  call  it;  if  some  ob- 
scure and  peaceful  life  had  been  my  destiny ;  if  I  had 
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been  poor,  sick,  helpless ;  would  you  have  turned  from 
me  then  ?  Or  has  my  probable  advancement  to  riches 
and  honor,  given  this  scruple  birth  ?" 

"Do  not  press  me  to  reply,"  answered  Rose.  "The 
question  does  not  arise,  and  never  will.  It  is  unfair,  un 
kind,  to  urge  it." 

"  If  your  answer  be  what  I  almost  dare  to  hope  it  is,' 
retorted  Harry,  "  it  will  shed  a  gleam  of  happiness  upon 
my  lonely  way,  and  light  the  dreary  path  before  me. 
It  is  not  an  idle  thing  to  do  so  much  by  the  utterance  of 
a  few  brief  words,  for  one  who  loves  you  beyond  all  else. 
Ob,  Rose !  in  the  name  of  my  ardent  and  enduring  at- 
tachment ;  in  the  name  of  all  I  have  suffered  for  you, 
and  all  you  doom  me  to  undergo ;  answer  me  this  one 
question ! " 

"  Then,  if  your  lot  had  been  differently  cast,"  rejoined 
Rose;  "if  you  had  been  even  a  little,  but  not  so  far, 
above  me  ;  if  I  could  have  been  a  help  and  comfort  to  you 
in  some  humble  scene  of  peace  and  retirement,  and  not 
a  blot  and  drawback  in  ambitious  and  distinguished 
crowds;  I  should  have  been  spared  this  trial.  I  have 
every  reason  to  be  happy,  very  happy,  now ;  but  then, 
Harry,  I  own  I  should  have  been  happier." 

Busy  recollections  of  old  hopes,  cherished  as  a  girl, 
long  ago,  crowded  into  the  mind  of  Rose,  while  making 
this  avowal ;  but  they  brought  tears  with  them,  as  old 
hopes  will  when  they  come  back  withered ;  and  they  re- 
lieved her. 

"  I  cannot  help  this  weakness,  and  it  makes  my  pur- 
pose stronger,"  said  Rose,  extending  her  hand.  "  I  must 
leave  you  now  indeed." 

"I  ask  one  promise,"  said  Harry.  "Once,  and  only 
once  more, — say  within  a  year,  but  it  may  be  much 
sooner,— let  me  speak  to  you  again  on  this  subject,  for 
the  last  time." 

"Not  to  press  me  to  alter  my  right  determination," 
replied  Rose,  with  a  melancholy  smile ;  "  it  will  be  use- 
less." 

"  No,"  said  Harry  ;  "  to  hear  you  repeat  it,  if  you  will 
—finally  repeat  it.  I  will  lay  at  your  feet,  whatever  of 
station  or  fortune  I  may  possess ;  and  if  you  still  adhere 
to  your  present  resolution,  will  not  seek,  by  word  or  act, 
to  change  it." 
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"Then  lei  it  be  so,"  rejoined  Rose ;  "  it  is  but  one  pang 
tin-  more,  and  by  that  time  I  may  be  enabled  to  bear  it 
better." 

She  extended  her  hand  again.  But  the  young  man 
caughl  her  to  his  bosom  ;  and  imprinting  one  kiss  on  her 
beautiful  forehead,  hurried  from  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

IS  A  VERY  SHORT  ONE,  AM)  MAY  APPEAR  OF  NO  GREAT  IM- 
PORTANCE IN  ITS  PLACE.  BUT  IT  SHOULD  BE  READ  NOT- 
WITHSTANDING, AS  A  SEQUEL  TO  THE  LAST,  AND  A  KEY 
TO  ONE  THAT  WILL  FOLLOW  WHEN  ITS  TIME   ARRIVES. 

And  so  you  are  resolved  to  be  my  travelling  companion 
this  morning;  eh?"  said  the  doctor,  as  Harry  Maylie 
joined  him  and  Oliver  at  the  breakfast-table.  "  Why, 
yon  are  not  in  the  same  mind  or  intention  two  half-hours 
together." 

"  You  will  tell  me  a  different  tale  one  of  these  days," 
said  Harry,  coloring  without  any  perceptible  reason. 

"  I  hope  I  may  have  good  cause  to  do  so,"  replied  Mr. 
Losberne ;  "  though  I  confess  I  don't  think  I  shall.  But 
yesterday  morning  you  had  made  up  your  mind,  in  a 
great  hurry,  to  stay  here,  and  to  accompany  your  mother, 
like  a  dutiful  son,  to  the  seaside.  Before  noon,  you  an- 
nounce that  you  are  going  to  do  me  the  honor  of  accom- 
panying me  as  far  as  I  go,  on  your  road  to  London.  And 
at  night,  you  Urge  me,  with  great  mystery,  to  start  be- 
fore the  ladies  are  stirring;  the  consequence  of  which  is, 
that  young  Oliver  here  is  pinned  down  to  his  breakfast 
when  he  ought  to  be  ranging  the  meadows  after  botanical 
phenomena  of  all  kinds.     Too  bad,  isn't  it,  Oliver?" 

"I  should  have  been  very  sorry  not  to  have  been  at 
home  when  you  and  Mr.  Maylie  went  away,  Sir,'*'  rejoined 
Oliver. 

"That's  a  fine  fellow,"  said  the  doctor;  "j^ou  shall 
come  and  see  me  when  you  return.  But,  to  speak  seri- 
ously, Harry ;  has  any  communication  from  the  great 
nobs  produced  this  sudden  anxiety  on  your  part  to  be 
gone  ?  " 

"  The  great  nobs,"  replied  Harry  :   "  under  which  des- 
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ignation,  I  presume,  you  include  my  most  stately  uncles  : 
have  not  communicated  with  me  at  all,  since  I  have  been 
here ;  nor,  at  this  time  of  the  year,  is  it  likely  that  any- 
thing would  occur  to  render  necessary  my  immediate 
attendance  among  them." 

"  Well,"  said  the  doctor,  "  you  are  a  queer  fellow. 
But  of  course  they  will  get  you  into  parliament  at  the 
election  before  Christmas,  and  these  sudden  shiftings 
and  changes  are  no  bad  preparation  for  political  life. 
There's  something  in  that ;  good  training  is  always  desir- 
able, whether  the  race  be  for  place,  cup,  or  sweepstakes." 

Harry  Maylie  looked  as  if  he  could  have  followed  up 
this  short  dialogue  by  one  or  two  remarks  that  would 
have  staggered  the  doctor  not  a  little  ;  but  he  contented 
himself  with  saying,  "We  shall  see,"  and  pursued  the 
subject  no  farther.  The  post-chaise  drove  up  to  the  door 
shortly  afterwards  ;  and  Giles  coming  in  for  the  luggage, 
the  good  doctor  bustled  out,  to  see  it  packed. 

"  Oliver,"  said  Harry  Maylie,  in  a  low  voice,  "  let  me 
speak  a  word  with  you. 

Oliver  walked  into  the  window-recess  to  which  Mr. 
Maylie  beckoned  him  ;  much  surprised  at  the  mixture  of 
sadness  and  boisterous  spirits,  which  his  whole  behavior 
displayed. 

"You  can  write  well  now?"  said  Harry,  laying  his 
hand  upon  his  arm. 

"  I  hope  so,  Sir,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  I  shall  not  be  at  home  again,  perhaps  for  some  time ; 
I  wish  you  would  write  to  me — say  once  a  fortnight: 
every  alternate  Monday :  to  the  General  Post  Office  in 
London.     Will  you?" 

"Oh!  certainly,  Sir;  I  shall  be  proud  to  do  it,"  ex- 
claimed Oliver,  greatly  delighted  with  the  commission. 

"  I  should  like  to  know  how — how  my  mother  and 
Miss  Maylie  are,"  said  the  young  man ;  "and  you  can  fill 
up  a  sheet  by  telling  me  what  walks  you  take,  and  what 
you  talk  about,  and  whether  she — they,  I  mean — seem 
happy  and  quite  well.     You  understand  me?" 

"  Oh  !  quite,  Sir,  quite,"  replied  Oliver. 

"  I  would  rather  you  did  not  mention  it  to  them,"  said 
Harry,  hurrying  over  his  words  ;  "  because  it  might  make 
my  mother  anxious  to  write  to  me  oftener,  and  it  is  a 
trouble  and  worry  to  her.     Let  it  be  a  secret  between  you 
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and  me ;  and  mind  you  tell  me  everything ;  I  depend 
upon  yon." 

Oliver,  quite  elated  and  honored  by  a  sense  of  his  im- 
portance, faithfully  promised  to  be  secret  and  explicit  in 
his  communications;  and  Mr.  Maylie  took  leave  of  him, 
with  many  warm  assurances  of  his  regard  and  protection. 

The  doctor  was  in  the  chaise ;  Giles  (who,  it  had  been 
arranged,  should  be  left  behind)  held  the  door  open  in 
his  hand;  and  the  women-servants  were  in  the  garden, 
looking  on.  Harry  cast  one  slight  glance  at  the  latticed 
window,  and  jumped  into  the  carriage. 

"  Drive  on  !  "  he  cried,  "  hard,  fast,  full  gallop.  Noth- 
ing short  of  flying  will  keep  pace  with  me,  to-day." 

"  Halloa  ! "  cried  the  doctor,  letting  down  the  front  glass 
in  a  great  hurry,  and  shouting  to  the  postilion  ;  "  some- 
thing very  short  of  flying  will  keep  pace  with  me.  Do 
you  hear  ?  " 

Jingling  and  clattering,  till  distance  rendered  its  noise 
inaudible  and  its  rapid  progress  only  perceptible  to  the 
eye,  the  vehicle  wound  its  way  along  the  road,  almost 
hidden  in  a  cloud  of  dust :  now  wholly  disappearing,  and 
now  becoming  visible  again :  as  intervening  objects,  or 
the  intricacies  of  the  way,  permitted.  It  was  not  until 
even  the  dusty  cloud  was  no  longer  to  be  seen,  that  the 
gazers  dispersed. 

And  there  was  one  looker-on,  who  remained  with  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  spot  where  the  carriage  had  disappeared, 
long  after  it  was  many  miles  away  ;  for  behind  the  white 
curtain  which  had  shrouded  her  from  view  when  Harry 
raised  his  eyes  towards  the  window,  sat  Rose  herself. 

"  He  seems  in  high  spirits  and  happy,"  she  said,  at 
length.  "  I  feared  for  a  time  he  might  be  otherwise.  I 
was  mistaken.     I  am  very,  very  glad." 

Tears  are  signs  of  gladness  as  well  as  grief;  but  those 
which  coursed  down  Rose's  face,  as  she  sat  pensively  at 
the  window,  still  gazing  in  the  same  direction,  seemed  to 
tell  more  of  sorrow  than  of  joy. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

IN  WHICH  TOE  READER  MAY  TERCEIVE  A  CONTRAST,  NOT 
UNCOMMON  IN  MATRIMONIAL  CASES. 

Mr.  Bumble  sat  in  the  workhouse  parlor,  with  his  eyes 
moodily  fixed  on  the  cheerless  grate,  whence,  as  it  was 
summer  time,  no  brighter  gleam  proceeded,  than  the  reflec- 
tion of  certain  sickly  rays  of  the  sun,  which  were  sent  back 
from  its  cold  and  shining  surface.  A  paper  fly-cage  dan- 
gled from  the  ceiling,  to  which  he  occasionally  raised  his 
eyes  in  gloomy  thought ;  and,  as  the  heedless  insects 
hovered  round  the  gaudy  network,  Mr.  Bumble  would 
heave  a  deep  sigh,  while  a  more  gloomy  shadow  over- 
spread his  countenance.  Mr.  Bumble  was  meditating;  it 
might  be  that  the  insects  brought  to  mind,  some  painful 
passage  in  his  own  past  life. 

Nor  was  Mr.  Bumble's  gloom  the  only  thing  calculated 
to  awaken  a  pleasing  melancholy  in  the  bosom  of  a  specta- 
tor. There  were  not  wanting  other  appearances,  and  those 
closely  connected  with  his  own  person,  which  announced 
that  a  great  change  had  taken  place  in  the  position  of  his 
affairs.  The  laced  coat,  and  the  cocked-hat ;  where  were 
they  ?  He  still  wore  knee-breeches,  and  dark  cotton  stock- 
ings on  his  nether  limbs ;  but  they  were  not  the  breeches. 
The  coat  was  wide-skirted ;  and  in  that  respect  like  the 
coat,  but,  oh,  how  different !  The  mighty  cocked-hat  was 
replaced  by  a  modest  round  one.  Mr.  Bumble  was  no 
longer  a  beadle. 

There  are  some  promotions  in  life,  which,  independent 
of  the  more  substantial  rewards  they  offer,  acquire  pecul- 
iar value  and  dignity  from  the  coats  and  waistcoats  con- 
nected with  them.  A  field-marshal  has  his  uniform ;  a 
bishop  his  silk  apron  ;  a  counsellor  his  silk  gown  ;  a  beadle 
his  cocked-hat.  Strip  the  bishop  of  his  apron,  or  the 
beadle  of  his  hat  and  lace ;  what  are  they  ?  Men.  Mere 
men.  Dignity,  and  even  holiness  too,  sometimes,  are 
more  questions  of  coat  and  waistcoat  than  some  people 
imagine. 

Mr.  Bumble  had  married  Mrs.  Corney,  and  was  master 
of  the  workhouse.    Another  beadle  had  come  into  power ; 
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and  oil  hiiii  the  cocked-hat,  gold-laced  coat,  and  staff,  had 
all  three  descended. 

"And  to-morrow  two  months  it  was  done! "  said  Mr. 
Bumble,  with  a  sigh.     "  Ii  seems  a  age." 

Mr.  Humble  might  have  meant  that  he  had  concentrated 
a  whole  existence  of  happiness  into  the  shorl  space  of  eight 

weeks  ;  but  the  sigh — there  was  avast  deal  of  meaning  in 
the  sigh. 

UI  sold  myself,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  pursuing  the  same 
train  of  reflection,  "for,  six  teaspoons,  a  pair  of  sugar- 
tongs,  and' a  milk  pot;  with  a  small  quantity  of  second- 
hand furniture,  and  twenty  pound  in  money.  I  went 
very  reasonable.     Cheap,  dirt  cheap!  " 

"Cheap!"  cried  a  shrill  voice  in  Mr.  Bumble's  ear: 
"  you  would  have  been  dear  at  any  price  ;  and  dear  enough 
I  paid  for  you,  Lord  above  knows  that!  " 

Mr.  Bumble  turned,  and  encountered  the  face  of  his  in- 
teresting eonsort,  who,  imperfectly  comprehending  the  few 
words  she  had  overheard  of  his  complaint,  had  hazarded 
the  foregoing  remark  at  a  venture. 

"Mrs^Bumble,  ma'am!"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  with  senti- 
mental sternness. 

"  Well  ?  "  cried  the  lady. 

"Have  the  goodness  to  look  at  me,"  said  Mr.  Bumble, 
fixing  his  eyes  upon  her.  ("  If  she  stands  such  a  eye  as 
that,"  said  Mr.  Bumble  to  himself,  "she  can  stand  any- 
thing. It  is  a  eye  I  never  knew  to  fail  with  paupers ;  and 
if  it  fails  with  her,  my  power  is  gone.") 

Whether  an  exceedingly  small  expansion  of  eye  be  suffi- 
cient to  quell  paupers,  who,  being  lightly  fed,  are  in  no 
very  high  condition  ;  or  whether  the  late  Mrs.  Corney  was 
particularly  proof  against  eagle  glances;  are  matters  of 
opinion.  The  matter  of  fact,  is,  that  the  matron  was  in 
no  way  overpowered  by  Mr.  Bumble's  scowl,  but  on  the 
contrary,  treated  it  with  great  disdain,  and  even  raised  a 
laugh  thereat,  which  sounded  as  though  it  were  genuine. 

On  hearing  this  most  unexpected  sound,  Mr.  Bumble 
looked  first  incredulous,  and  afterwards  amazed.  He  then 
relapsed  into  his  former  state;  nor  did  he  rouse  himself 
until  his  attention  was  again  awakened  by  the  voice  of 
his  partner. 

"  Are  you  going  to  sit  snoring  there,  all  day  ?"  inquired 
Mrs.  Bumble. 
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"I  am   going  to   sit  here,  as  long  as  T  think  proper, 
ma'am,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumble ;  "and  although  I  was  not 

snoring,  I  shall  snore,  gape,  sneeze,  laugh,  or  cry,  as  the 
humor  strikes  me;  such  being  my  prerogative." 

"  Your  prerogative  !  "  sneered  Mrs.  Bumble,  with  inef- 
fable contempt, 

"  I  said  the  word,  ma'am,"  observed  Mr.  Bumble.  The 
prerogative  of  a  man  is  to  command." 

"  And  what's  the  prerogative  of  a  woman,  in  the  name 
of  Goodness?"  cried  the  relict  of  Mr.  Corney  deceased. 

"To  obey,  ma'am,"  thundered  Mr.  Bumble.  "Your 
late  unfort'nate  husband  should  have  taught  it  you;  and 
then,  perhaps,  he  might  have  been  alive  now.  I  wish  he 
was,  poor  man  !  " 

Mrs.  Bumble,  seeing  at  a  glance,  that  the  decisive 
moment  had  now  arrived  :  and  that  a  blow  struck  for  tho 
mastership  on  one  side  or  other,  must  necessarily  be  final 
and  conclusive:  no  sooner  heard  this  allusion  to  the  dead 
and  gone,  than  she  dropped  into  a  chair ;  and  with  a 
loud  scream  that  Mr.  Bumble  was  a  hard-hearted  brute, 
fell  into  a  paroxysm  of  tears. 

But,  tears  were  not  the  things  to  find  their  way  to  Mr. 
Bumble's  soul ;  his  heart  was  waterproof.  Like  washable 
beaver  hats  that  improve  with  rain,  his  nerves  were 
rendered  stouter  and  more  vigorous  by  showers  of  tears, 
which,  being  tokens  of  weakness,  and  so  far  tacit  admis- 
sions of  his  own  power,  pleased  and  exalted  him.  He 
eyed  his  good  lady  with  looks  of  great  satisfaction,  and 
begged,  in  an  encouraging  manner,  that  she  should  cry 
her  hardest :  the  exercise  being  looked  upon,  by  the 
faculty,  as  strongly  conducive  to  health. 

"It  opens  the  lungs,  washes  the  countenance,  exercises 
the  eyes,  and  softens  down  the  temper,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 
'-  So,  cry  away." 

As  lie  discharged  himself  of  this  pleasantry,  Mr. 
Bumble  took  his  hat  from  a  peg ;  and  putting  it  on, 
rather  rakishly,  on  one  side,  as  a  man  might,  who  felt  he 
had  asserted  his  superiority  in  a  becoming  manner,  thrust 
his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and  sauntered  towards  the 
door  with  much  ease  and  waggishness  depicted  in  his 
whole  appearance. 

Now,  Mrs.  Corney  that  was,  had  tried  the  tears,  he- 
cause  they  were  less  troublesome  than  a  manual  assault; 
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hut  she  was  quite  prepared  to  make  trial  of  the  latter 
mode  of  proceeding,  as  Mr.  Bumble  w;is  not  long  in  dis- 
covering. 

The  first  proof  he  experienced  of  the  fact,  was  con- 
veyed in  a  hollow  sound,  Immediately  succeeded  hy  the 
sudden  flying  off  of  his  hat,  to  the  opposite  end  of  the 
room.  This  preliminary  proceeding  laying  bare  his  head, 
the  expert  lady,  clasping  him  tight  round  the  throat  with 
one  hand,  inflicted  a  shower  of  blows  (dealt  with  singular 
vigor  and  dexterity)  upon  it  with  the  other.  This  done, 
she  created  a  little  variety  by  scratching-  his  face,  and 
tearing  his  hair  off;  and  having,  by  this  time,  inflicted 
as  much  punishment  as  she  deemed  necessary  for  the 
offence,  she  pushed  him  over  a  chair,  which  was  luckily 
well  situated  for  the  purpose :  and  defied  him  to  talk 
about  his  prerogative  again,  if  he  dared. 

"Get  up!"  said  Mrs.  Bumble,  in  a  voice  of  command. 
"  And  take  yourself  away  from  here,  unless  you  want  me 
to  do  something  desperate." 

Mr.  Bumble  rose  with  a  very  rueful  countenance: 
wondering  much  what  something  desperate  might  he; 
and,  picking  up  his  hat,  looked  towards  the  door. 

"Are  you  going?"  demanded  Mrs.  Bumble. 

"Certainly,  my  dear,  certainly,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumble, 
making  a  quicker  motion  towards  the  door.  "  I  didn't 
intend  to — I'm  going,  my  dear!  You  are  so  very  violent, 
tli at  really  I—" 

At  this  instant,  Mrs.  Bumble  stepped  hastily  forward 
to  replace  the  carpet,  which  had  been  kicked  up  in  the 
scuffle.  Mr.  Bumble  immediately  darted  out  of  the 
room,  with  out  bestowing  another  thought  on  his  un- 
finished sentence:  leaving  the  late  Mrs.  Corney  in  full 
possession  of  the  field. 

Mr.  Bumble  was  fairly  taken  by  surprise,  and  fairly 
beaten.  He  had  a  decided  propensity  for  bullying; 
derived  no  inconsiderable  pleasure  from  the  exercise  of 
petty  cruelty ;  and,  consequently,  was  (it  is  needless  to 
say)  a  coward.  This  is  by  no  means  a  disparagement  to 
his  character ;  for  many  official  personages,  who  are  held 
in  high  respect  and  admiration,  are  the  victims  of  similar 
infirmities.  The  remark  is  made,  indeed,  rather  in  his 
favor  than  otherwise,  and  with  a  view  of  impressing  the 
reader  with  a  just  sense  of  his  qualifications  for  office. 
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But,  the  measure  of  his  degradation  was  not  yet  full. 

After  making  a  tour  of  the  house,  and  thinking,  for  the 
first  time,  that  the  poor-laws  really  were  too  hard  on 
people ;  and  that  men  who  ran  away  from  their  wives, 
leaving  them  chargeable  to  the  parish,  ought,  in  justice, 
to  be  visited  with  no  punishment  at  all,  but  rather  re- 
warded as  meritorious  individuals  who  had  suffered 
much ;  Mr.  Bumble  came  to  a  room  where  some  of  the 
female  paupers  were  usually  employed  in  washing  the 
parish  linen  :  and  whence  the  sound  of  voices  in  conver- 
sation, now  proceeded. 

"Hem!"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  summoning  up  all  his 
native  dignity.  "  These  women  at  least  shall  continue 
to  respect  the  prerogative.  Hallo!  hallo  there!  What 
do  you  mean  by  this  noise,  you  hussies?" 

With  these  words,  Mr.  Bumble  opened  the  door,  and 
walked  in  with  a  very  fierce  and  angry  manner :  which 
was  at  once  exchanged  for  a  most  humiliated  and  cower- 
ing air,  as  his  eyes  unexpectedly  rested  on  the  form  of 
his  lady  wife. 

"My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  "I  didn't  know  you 
were  here." 

"  Didn't  know  I  was  here ! "  repeated  Mrs.  Bumble. 
"  What  do  you  do  here  ?" 

"  I  thought  they  were  talking  rather  too  much  to  be 
doing  their  work  properly,  my  dear,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble  ; 
glancing  distractedly  at  a  couple  of  old  women  at  the 
wash-tub,  who  were  comparing  notes  of  admiration  at 
the  workhouse-master's  humility. 

"  You  thought  they  were  talking  too  much  ?"  said  Mrs. 
Bumble.     "  What  business  is  it  of  yours?" 

"  Why,  my  dear—"  urged  Mr.  Bumble,  submissively. 

"What  business  is  it  of  yours?"  demanded  Mrs. 
Bumble,  again. 

"  It's  very  true,  you're  matron  here,  my  dear,"  sub- 
mitted Mr.  Bumble;  "but  I  thought  you  mightn't  be  in 
the  way  just  then." 

"  I'll  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Bumble,"  returned  his  lady. 
"We  don't  want  any  of  your  interference.  You're  a 
great  deal  too  fond  of  poking  your  nose  into  things  that 
don't  concern  you  :  making  everybody  in  the  house  laugh, 
the  moment  your  back  is  turned :  and  making  yourself 
look  like  a  fool  every  hour  in  the  day.     Be  off;  come! " 


284  oi.lYEh  TWIST. 

Mr.  Bumble,  seeing  with  excruciating  feelings,  the  de« 
[ighl  of  the  two  old  paupers,  who  were  tittering  together 
most  rapturously,  hesitated  for  an  instant.  Mrs.  Bumble 
whose  patience  brooked  no  delay,  caught  up  a  bowl  of 
soap-suds,  and  motioning  him  towards  the  door,  ordered 
him  instantly  to  depart,  on  pain  of  receiving  the  contents 
upOn  his  portly  person. 

What  could  Mr.  Bumble  do?  He  looked  dejectedly 
round,  and  slunk  away;  and  as  he  reached  the  door,  the 
tin crings  of  the  paupers  broke  into  a  shrill  chuckle  of 
irrepressible  delight.  It  wanted  but  this.  He  was  de- 
graded in  their  eyes;  he  had  lost  caste  and  station  be- 
fore the  very  paupers;  he  had  fallen  from  all  the  height 
and  pomp  of  beadleship,  to  the  lowest  depth  of  the  most 
snubbed  hen-peckery. 

"All  in  two  months!"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  filled  with 
dismal  thoughts.  "Two  months!  No  more  than  two 
months  ago,  I  was  not  only  my  own  master,  but  every- 
body else's,  so  far  as  the  porochial  workhouse  was  con- 
cerned, and  now ! — " 

It  was  too  much.  Mr.  Bumble  boxed  the  ears  of  the 
boy  who  opened  the  gate  for  him  (for  he  had  reached  the 
portal  in  his  reverie) ;  and  walked,  distractedly,  into  the 
street. 

He  walked  up  one  street,  and  down  another,  until  ex- 
ercise had  abated  the  first  passion  of  his  grief ;  and  then 
the  revulsion  of  feeling  made  him  thirsty.  He  passed  a 
great  many  public-houses ;  and  at  length  paused  before 
one  in  a  by-way,  whose  parlor,  as  he  gathered  from  a 
hasty  peep  over  the  blinds,  was  deserted,  save  by  one 
solitary  customer.  It  began  to  rain,  heavily,  at  the  mo- 
ment. This  determined  him.  Mr.  Bumble  stepped  in ; 
and  ordering  something  to  drink,  as  he  passed  the  bar, 
entered  the  apartment  into  which  he  had  looked  from  the 
street. 

The  man  who  was  seated  there,  was  tall  and  dark,  and 
wore  a  large  cloak.  He  had  the  air  of  a  stranger ;  and 
seemed,  by  a  certain  haggardness  in  his  look,  as  well  as 
by  the  dusty  soils  on  his  dress,  to  have  travelled  some 
distance.  He  eyed  Bumble  askance,  as  he  entered,  but 
scarcely  deigned  to  nod  his  head  in  acknowledgment  of 
his  salutation. 

Mr.  Bumble-  had  quite  dignity  enough  for  two :  sup- 
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posing  even  that  the  stranger  had  been  more  familiar:  so 
he  drank  his  gin-and- water  in  silence,  and  read  the  paper 
with  great  show  of  pomp  and  circumstance. 

It  so  happened,  however :  as  it  will  happen  very  often, 
when  men  fall  into  company  under  such  circumstances : 
that  Mr.  Bumble  felt,  every  now  and  then,  a  powerful  in- 
ducement, which  he  could  not  resist,  to  steal  a  look  at  the 
stranger ;  and  that  whenever  he  did  so,  he  withdrew  his 
eyes,  in  some  confusion,  to  find  that  the  stranger  was  at 
that  moment  stealing  a  look  at  him.  Mr.  Bumble's  awk- 
wardness was  enchanced  by  the  very  remarkable  ex- 
pression of  the  strangers  eye,  which  was  keen  and  bright, 
but  shadowed  by  a  scowl  of  distrust  and  suspicion,  un- 
like anything  he  had  ever  observed  before,  and  most 
repulsive  to  behold. 

When  they  had  encountered  each  other's  glance  sev- 
eral times  in  this  way,  the  stranger,  in  a  harsh,  deep 
voice,  broke  silence. 

"  Were  you  looking  for  me,"  he  said,  "  when  you  peered 
in  at  the  window?" 

"  Not  that  I  am  aware  of,  unless  you're  Mr. — "  Here 
Mr.  Bumble  stopped  short ;  for  he  was  curious  to  know 
the  stranger's  name,  and  thought,  in  his  impatience,  he 
might  supply  the  blank. 

"  I  see  you  were  not,"  said  the  stranger ;  an  expression 
of  quiet  sarcasm  playing  about  his  mouth  ;  "  or  you 
would  have  known  my  name.  You  don't  know  it.  I 
would  recommend  you  not  to  inquire. 

"I  meant  no  harm,  young  man,"  observed  Mr.  Bumble, 
majestically. 

"And  have  done  none,"  said  the  stranger. 

Another  silence  succeeded  this  short  dialogue :  which 
was  again  broken  by  the  stranger. 

"  I  have  seen  you  before,  I  think,"  said  he.  "  You  were 
differently  dressed  at  that  time,  and  I  only  passed  you 
in  the  street,  but  I  should  know  you  again.  You  were 
beadle  here,  once  ;  were  you  not?" 

"  I  was,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  in  some  surprise ;  "  poro- 
chial  beadle." 

"  Just  so,"  rejoined  the  other,  nodding  his  head.  "It 
was  in  that  character  I  saw  you.     "  What  are  you  now  ?" 

"  Master  of  the  workhouse,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumble, 
slowly  and  impressively,  to  check  any  undue  familiarity 
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the  stranger  might  otherwise  assume.  "  Master  of  the 
workhouse,  young-  man! " 

"  You  have  the  same  eye  to  your  own  interest,  that 
you  always  had,  I  doubt  not?"  resumed  the  stranger, 
looking  keenly  into  Mr.  Bumble's  eyes,  as  he  raised  them 
in  astonishment  at  the  question.  "  Don't  scruple  to  an- 
swer freely,  man.     I  know  you  pretty  well,  you  see." 

"  I  suppose,  a  married  man,"  replied  Mr* Bumble^ shad- 
ing Ins  eyes  with  his  hand,  and  surveying  the  stranger, 
from  head  to  foot,  in  evident  perplexity,  "is  not  more 
averse  to  turning  an  honest  penny  when  he  can,  than  a 
single  one.  Porochial  officers  are  not  so  well  paid  that 
they  can  afford  to  refuse  any  little  extra  fee,  when  it 
comes  to  them  in  a  civil  and  proper  manner." 

The  stranger  smiled,  and  nodded  his  head  again :  as 
much  as  to  say,  he  had  not  mistaken  his  man ;  then  rang 
the  bell. 

"  Fill  this  glass  again,"  he  said,  handing  Mr.  Bumble's 
empty  tumbler  to  the  landlord.  "  Let  be  strong  and  hot. 
You  like  it  so,  I  suppose?" 

"  Not  too  strong,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble,  with  a  delicate 
cough. 

"  Yfou  understand  what  that  means,  landlord ! "  said 
the  stranger,  drily. 

The  host  smiled,  disappeared,  and  shortly  afterwards 
returned  with  a  steaming  jorum  :  of  which,  the  first  guln 
brought  the  water  into  Mr.  Bumble's  eyes. 

"Now  listen  to  me,"  said  the  stranger,  after  closing  the 
door  and  window.  "  I  came  down  to  this  place,  to-day, 
to  find  you  out;  and,  by  one  of  those  chances  which  the 
Devil  throws  in  the  way  of  his  friends  sometimes,  you 
walked  into  the  very  room  I  was  sitting  in,  while  you 
were  uppermost  in  my  mind.  I  want  some  information 
from  you.  I  don't  ask  you  to  give  it  for  nothing,  slight 
as  it  is.     Put  up  that,  to  begin  with." 

As  he  spoke,  he  pushed  a  couple  of  sovereigns  across 
the  table  to  his  companion;  carefully,  as  though  unwill- 
ing that  the  chinking  of  money  should  be  heard  without. 
When  Mr.  Bumble  had  scrupulously  examined  the  coins, 
to  see  that  they  were  genuine,  and  had  put  them  up,  with 
much  satisfaction,  in  his  waistcoat-pocket,  he  went  on  : 

"  Carry  your  memory  back — let  me  see — twelve  years, 
last  winter." 
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"  It's  a  long  time,"  said  Mr.  Bumble.  "  Very  good. 
I've  done  it." 

"  The  scene,  the  workhouse." 

"  Good ! " 

"  And  the  time,  night." 

"  Yes." 

"  And  the  place,  the  crazy  hole,  wherever  it  was,  in 
which  miserable  drabs  brought  forth  the  life  and  health 
so  often  denied  to  themselves ;  gave  birth  to  puling  chil- 
dren for  the  parish  to  rear ;  and  hid  their  shame,  rot  'em, 
in  the  grave !  " 

"  The  lying-in  room,  I  suppose  ?  "  said  Mr.  Bumble, 
not  quite  following  the  stranger's  excited  description. 

"Yes,"  said  the  stranger.     "A  boy  was  born  there." 

"  A  many  boys,"  observed  Mr.  Bumble,  shaking  his 
head,   despondingly. 

"  A  murrain  on  the  young  devils  !  "  cried  the  stranger  ; 
"  I  speak  of  one  ;  a  meek-looking,  pale-faced  hound,  who 
was  apprenticed  down  here,  to  ;i  coffin-maker :  I  wish  he 
had  made  his  coffin,  and  screwed  his  body  in  it :  and  who 
afterwards  ran  away  to  London,  as  it  was  supposed." 

"  Why,  you  mean  Oliver !  Young  Twist !  "  said  Mr. 
Bumble  ;  "  I  remember  him  of  course.  There  wasn't  a 
obstinater  young  rascal " 

"It's  not  of  him  I  want  to  hear;  I've  heard  enough  of 
him,"  said  the  stranger,  stopping  Mr.  Bumble  in  the  very 
outset  of  a  tirade  on  the  subject  of  poor  Oliver's  vices. 
"  It's  of  a  woman ;  the  hag  that  nursed  his  mother. 
Where  is  she  ?  " 

"Where  is  she?"  said*  Mr.  Bumble,  whom  the  gin-and- 
water  had  rendered  facetious.  "  It  would  be  hard  to  tell. 
There's  no  midwifery  there,  whichever  place  she's  gone 
to ;  so  I  suppose  she's  out  of  employment  any  way." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? "  demanded  the  stranger, 
sternly. 

"  That  she  died  last  winter,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumble. 

The  man  looked  fixedly  at  him  when  he  had  given  this 
information,  and  although  he  did  not  withdraw  his  eyes 
for  some  time  afterwards,  his  gaze  gradually  became 
vacant  and  abstracted,  and  he  seemed  lost  in  thought. 
For  some  time,  he  appeared  doubtful  whether  he  ought  to 
be  relieved  or  disappointed  by  the  intelligence ;  but  at 
length  he  breathed  more  freely :  and  withdrawing  his 
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eyes,  observed  that  it  was  no  great  matter.     With  that 

he  rose,  as  if  to  depart. 

Mr.  Bumble  was  cunning  enough  ;  and  he  at  once  saw 
that  an  opportunity  was  opened,  tor  the  lucrative  disposal 
of  some  secret  in  the  possession  of  Ids  better  half.  lie 
well  remembered  the  night  of  old  Sally's  death,  which  the 
occurrences  of  that  day  had  given  him  good  reason  to 
recollect,  as  the  occasion  on  which  he  had  proposed  to  Mrs. 
Corney  ;  and  although  that  lady  had  never  confided  to 
him  the  disclosure  of  which  she  had  been  the  solitary 
witness,  he  had  heard  enough  to  know  that  it  related  to 
something  that  had  occurred  in  the  old  woman's  atten- 
dance, as  workhouse  nurse,  upon  the  young  mother  of 
Oliver  Twist.  Hastily  calling  the  circumstances  to  mind, 
he  informed  the  stranger,  with  an  air  of  mystery,  that 
one  woman  had  been  closeted  with  the  old  harridan 
shortly  before  she  died ;  and  that  she  could,  as  he  had 
reason  to  believe,  throw  some  light  on  the  subject  of  his 
inquiry. 

"How  can  I  find  her ?"  said  the  stranger,  thrown  off 
his  guard;  and  plainly  showing  that  all  his  fears  (what- 
ever they  were)  were  aroused  afresh  by  the  intelligence. 

"Only  through  me,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumble. 

"  When  ?  "  cried  the  stranger,  hastily. 

"  To-morrow,"  rejoined  Bumble. 

"  At  nine  in  the  evening,"  said  the  stranger,  producing 
a  scrap  of  paper,  and  writing  down  upon  it,  an  obscure 
address  by  the  water-side,  in  characters  that  betrayed. 
his  agitation ;  "at  nine  in  the  evening,  bring  .her  to  me 
there.     I  needn't  tell  you  to  be*secret.   It's  your  interest. " 

With  these  words,  he  led  the  way  to  the  door,  after 
stopping  to  pay  for  the  liquor  that  had  been  drunk;  and 
shortly  remarking  that  their  roads  were  different, 
departed  without  more  ceremony  than  an  emphatic  repeti- 
tion of  the  hour  of  appointment  for  the  following  night. 

On  glancing  at  the  address,  the  parochial  functionary 
observed  that  it  contained  no  name.  The  stranger  had 
not  gone  far,  so  he  made  after  him  to  ask  it. 

"Who's  that?"  cried  the  man,  turning  quickly  round, 
as  Bumble  touched  him  on  the  arm.     "  Following  me !  " 

"  Only  to  ask  a  question,"  said  the  other,  pointing  to 
*»he  scrap  of  paper.     "  What  name  am  I  to  ask  for  ?  " 

"  Monks !  "  rejoined  the  man ;  and  strode,  hastily,  away. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

CONTAINING  AN  ACCOUNT  OF  WHAT  PASSED  BETWEEN  MR. 
AND  MRS.  BUMBLE,  AND  MONKS,  AT  THEIR  NOCTURNAL 
INTERVIEW. 

It  was  a  dull,  close,  overcast  summer  evening:  and 
the  clouds,  which  had  been  threatening  all  day,  spread 
out  in  a  dense  and  sluggish  mass  of  vapor,  already  yielded 
large  drops  of  rain,  and  seemed  to  presage  a  violent 
thunder-storm  :  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bumble,  turning  out 
of  the  main  street  of  the  town,  directed  their  course  to- 
wards a  scattered  little  colony  of  ruinous  houses,  distant 
from  it  some  mile  and  a-half,  or  thereabouts,  and  erected 
on  a  low  unwholesome  swamp  bordering  upon  the  river. 

They  were  both  wrapped  in  old  and  shabby  outer  gar- 
ments, which  might,  perhaps,  serve  the  double  purpose 
of  protecting  their  persons  from  the  rain,  and  sheltering 
them  from  observation.  The  husband  carried  a  lantern, 
from  which,  however,  no  light  yet  shone  ;  and  trudged  on, 
a  few  paces  in  front,  as  though — the  way  being  dirty— to 
give  his  wife  the  benefit  of  treading  in  his  heavy  foot- 
prints. They  went  on,  in  profound  silence ;  every  now 
and  then,  Mr.  Bumble  relaxed  his  pace,  and  turned  his 
head  as  if  to  make  sure  that  his  helpmate  was  following ; 
then,  discovering  that  she  was  close  at  his  heels,  he 
mended  his  rate  of  walking,  and  proceeded,  at  a  consider- 
able increase  of  speed,  towards  their  place  of  destination. 

This  was  far  from  being  a  place  of  doubtful  character; 
for  it  had  long  been  known  as  the  residence  of  none  but 
low  and  desperate  ruffians ;  who,  under  various  pre- 
tences of  living  by  their  labor,  subsisted  chiefly  on  plunder 
and  crime.  It  was  a  collection  of  mere  hovels :  some 
hastily  built  with  loose  bricks ;  others  of  old  worm-eaten 
ship-timber;  jumbled  together  without  any  attempt 
at  order  or  arrangement,  and  planted,  for  the  most 
part,  within  a  few  feet  of  the  river's  bank.  A  few  leaky 
boats  drawn  up  on  the  mud,  and  made  fast  to  the  dwarf 
wall  which  skirted  it :  and  here  and  there  an  oar  or  coil 
of  rope :  appeared,  at  first,  to  indicate  that  the  inhabit- 
ants of  these  miserable  cottages  pursued  some  avocation 
on  the  river ;  but  a  glance  at  the  shattered  and  useless  con- 
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dition  of  the  articles  thus  displayed,  would  have  led  a 
passer-by,  without  much  difficulty,  to  the  conjecture  that 
they  were  disposed  there,  rather  Eor  the  preservation  of 
appearances  than  with  any  view  to  their  being  actually 
employed. 

In  the  heart  of  this  cluster  of  huts;  and  skirting  the 
river,  which  its  upper  stories  overhung;  stood  a  large 
building,  formerly  Used  as  a  manufactory  of  some  kind: 
and  which  had,  in  its  day,  probably  furnished  employment 
to  the  inhabitants  of  the  surrounding  tenements.  But  it 
had  long  since  gone  to  ruin.  The  rat,  the  worm,  and  the 
action  of  the  damp,  had  weakened  and  rotted  the  piles  on 
which  it  stood;  and  a  considerable  portion  of  the  building 
had  already  sunk  down  into  the  water  beneath;  while  the 
remainder,  tottering  and  bending  over  the  dark  stream, 
seemed  to  wait  a  favorable  opportunity  of  following  its  old 
companion,  and  involving  itself  in  the  same  fate. 

It  was  before  this  ruinous  building  that  the  worthy 
couple  paused,  as  the  first  peal  of  distant  thunder  rever- 
berated in  the  air,  and  the  rain  commenced  pouring  vio- 
lently down. 

"The  place  should  be  somewhere  here,"  said  Bumble, 
consulting  a  scrap  of  paper  he  held  in  his  hand. 

"  Halloa  there !  "  cried  a  voice  from  above. 

Following  the  sound,  Mr.  Bumble  raised  his  head,  and 
descried  a  man  looking  out  of  a  door,  breast-high,  on  the 
second  story. 

"Stand  still,  a  minute,"  cried  the  voice;  "I'll  be  with 
you  directly,"  with  which  the  head  disappeared,  and  the 
door  closed. 

"  Is  that  the  man  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Bumble's  good  lady. 

Mr.  Bumble  nodded  in  the  affirmative. 

"Then,  mind  what  I  told  you,"  said  the  matron;  "and 
be  careful  to  say  as  little  as  you  can,  or  you'll  betray  us 
at  once." 

Mr.  Bumble,  who  had  eyed  the  building  with  very  rue- 
ful looks,  was  apparently  about  to  express  some  doubts 
relative  to  the  advisability  of  proceeding  any  further  with 
the  enterprise  just  then,  when  he  was  prevented  by  the 
appearance  of  Monks :  who  opened  a  small  door,  near  which 
they  stood,  and  beckoned  them  inwards. 

"  Come!  "  he  cried  impatiently,  stamping  his  foot  upon 
the  ground,    "  Don't  keep  me  here  1 " 
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The  woman,  who  had  hesitated  at  fiist,  walked  boldly 
in,  without  any  further  invitation.  Mr.  Bumble,  who  was 
ashamed  or  afraid  to  lag  behind,  followed  :  obviously  very 
ill  at  his  ease  and  with  scarcely  any  of  that  remarkable 
dignity  which  was  usually  his  chief  characteristic. 

"  What  the  devil  made  you  stand  lingering  there,  in  the 
wet  ?"  said  Monks,  turning  round,  and  addressing  Bumble^ 
after  he  had  bolted  the  door  behind  them. 

"  We — we  were  only  cooling  ourselves,"  stammered 
Bumble,  looking  apprehensively  about  him. 

"Cooling  yourselves  !  "  retorted  Monks.  "  Not  all  the 
rain  that  ever  fell,  or  ever  will  fall,  will  put  as  much  of 
hell's  fire  out,  as  a  man  can  carry  about  with  him.  You 
won't  cool  yourselves  so  easily  ;  don't  think  it!  " 

With  this  agreeable  speech,  Monks  turned  short  upon 
the  matron,  and  bent  his  fierce  gaze  upon  her,  till  even 
she,  who  was  not  easily  cowed,  was  fain  to  withdraw  her 
eyes,  and  turn  them  towards  the  ground. 

"This  is  the  woman,  is  it?"  demanded  Monks. 

"  Hem !  That  is  the  woman,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble, 
mindful  of  his  wife's  caution. 

"  You  think  women  never  can  keep  secrets,  I  suppose?" 
said  the  matron,  interposing,  and  returning,  as  she  spoke^ 
the  searching  look  of  Monks. 

"  I  know  they  will  always  keep  one  till  it's  found  out," 
said  Monks,  contemptuously. 

"  And  what  may  that  be  ? "  asked  the  matron  in  the 
same  tone. 

"  The  loss  of  their  own  good  name,"  replied  Monks. 
"  So,  by  the  same  rule,  if  a  woman's  a  party  to  a  secret 
that  might  hang  or  transport  her,  I'm  not  afraid  of  her 
telling  it  to  anybody  ;  not  I.     Do  you  understand  me?" 

"No,"  rejoined  the  matron,  slightly  coloring  as  she 
spoke. 

"  Of  course  you  don't !  "  said  Monks.  "  How  should 
you?" 

Bestowing  something  half-way  between  a  smile  and  a 
scowl  upon  his  two  companions,  and  again  beckoning 
them  to  follow  him,  the  man  hastened  across  the  apart- 
ment, which  was  of  considerable  extent,  but  low  in  the 
roof.  He  was  preparing  to  ascend  a  steep  staircase,  or 
rather  ladder,  leading  to  another  floor  of  warehouses 
above :  when  a  bright  flash  of  liaditnme:  streamed  down 
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the  aperture,  and  a  peal  of  thunder  followed,  which  shook 
the  crazy  building  to  its  centre. 

"Hear  it!"  he  cried,  shrinking  back.  "Ilearit!  Roll- 
ing and  crashing  on  as  if  it  echoed  through  a  thousand 
caverns  where  the  devils  were  hiding  from  it.  I  hate  the 
sound !  " 

He  remained  silent  for  a  few  moments  ;  and  then,  remov- 
ing his  hands  suddenly  from  his  face,  showed,  to  the  un- 
speakable discomposure  of  Mr.  Bumble,  that  it  was  much 
distorted,  and  discolored. 

"  These  fits  come  over  me,  now  and  then,"  said  Monks, 
observing  his  alarm;  "and  thunder  sometimes  brings 
them  on.    Don't  mind  me  now  ;  it's  all  over  for  this  once." 

Thus  speaking  he  led  the  way  up  the  ladder;  and 
hastily  closing  the  window-shutter  of  the  room  into  which 
it  led,  lowered  a  lantern  which  hung  at  the  end  of  a  rope 
and  pulley  passed  through  one  of  the  heavy  beams  in  the 
ceiling  :  and  which  cast  a  dim  light  upon  an  old  table  and 
three  chairs  that  were  placed  beneath  it. 

"  Now,"  said  Monks,  when  they  had  all  three  seated 
themselves,  "  the  sooner  we  come  to  our  business,  the 
better  for  all.     The  woman  knows  what  it  is  ;  does  she?" 

The  question  was  addressed  to  Bumble;  but  his  wife 
anticipated  the  reply,  by  intimating  that  she  was  per- 
fectly acquainted  with  it. 

"  He  is  right  in  saying  that  you  were  with  this  hag  the 
night  she  died  ;  and  that  she  told  you  something — " 

"  About  the  mother  of  the  boy  you  named,"  replied  the 
matron  interrupting  him.     "  Yes." 

"The  first  question  is,  of  what  nature  was  her  com- 
munication?" said  Monks. 

"  That's  the  second,"  observed  the  woman  with  much 
deliberation.  "The  first  is,  what  may  the  communication 
be  worth  ?  " 

"  Who  the  devil  can  tell  that,  without  knowing  of  what 
kind  it  is?"  asked  Monks. 

"Nobody  better  than  you,  I  am  persuaded,"  answered 
Mrs.  Bumble  :  who  did  not  want  for  spirit,  as  her  yoke- 
fellow could  abundantly  testify. 

"Humph!"  said  Monks  significantly,  and  with  a  look 
of  eager  inquiry ;  "there  may  be  money's  wovth  to  get, 
eh?" 

"  Perhaps  there  may,"  was  the  composed  reply. 
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"Something  that  was  taken  from  her,"  said  Monks. 
"  Something  that  she  wore.     Something  that — " 

"You  had  better  bid,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Bumble.  "I 
have  heard  enough,  already,  to  assure  me  that  you  are 
the  man  I  ought  to  talk  to." 

Mr.  Bumble,  who  had  not  yet  been  admitted  by  his 
better  half  into  any  greater  share  of  the  secret  than  he 
had  originally  possessed,  listened  to  this  dialogue  with 
outstretched  neck  and  distended  eyes  :  which  he  directed 
towards  his  wife  and  Monks,  by  turns,  in  undisguised 
astonishment  ;  increased,  if  possible,  when  the  latter 
sternly  demanded  what  sum  was  required  for  the  dis- 
closure. 

"  What's  it  worth  to  you  ?  "  asked  the  woman,  as  col- 
lectedly as  before. 

"It  may  be  nothing;  it  may  be  twenty  pounds,"  replied 
Monks.     "  Speak  out,  and  let  me  know  which." 

"  Add  five  pounds  to  the  sum  you  have  named ;  give  me 
five-and-twenty  pounds  in  gold,"  said  the  woman;  "and 
I'll  tell  you  all  I  know.     Not  before." 

"  Five-and  twenty  pounds  !  "  exclaimed  Monks,  drawing 
back. 

"  I  spoke  as  plainly  as  I  could,"  replied  Mrs.  Bumble. 
"  It's  not  a  large  sum,  either." 

"  Not  a  large  sum  for  a  paltry  secret,  that  may  be  noth- 
ing when  it's  told!"  cried  Monks  impatiently;  "and 
which  has  been  lying  dead  for  twelve  years  past  or 
more ! " 

"  Such  matters  keep  well,  and,  like  good  wine,  often 
double  their  value  in  course  of  time,"  answered  the  matron, 
still  preserving  the  resolute  indifference  she  had  assumed. 
"  As  to  lying  dead,  there  are  those  who  will  lie  dead  for 
twelve  thousand  years  to  come,  or  twelve  million,  for  any- 
thing you  or  I  know,  who  will  tell  strange  tales  at  last!  " 

"What  if  I  pay  it  for  nothing?"  asked  Monks,  hesi- 
tating. 

"  You  can  easily  take  it  away  again,"  replied  the  matron. 
"  I  am  but  a  woman  ;  alone  here;  and  unprotected." 

"Not  alone,  my  dear,  nor  unprotected  neither,"  sub- 
mitted Mr.  Bumble,  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  fear ;  "  7 
am  here,  my  dear.  And  besides,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  his 
teeth  chattering  as  he  spoke,  "Mr.  Monks  is  too  much  of 
a  gentleman  to  attempt  any  violence  on  porochial  persons. 
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Mr.  Monks  is  aware  that  I  am  not  a  young  man,  my  dear, 

and  also  thai  I  am  a  little  run  to  seed,  as  I  may  say  ;  but 
lie  has  heerd:  I  say  1  have  no  doubt  Mr.  Monks  has 
heerd,  my  dear:  that  I  am  a  very  determined  officer, 
with  very  uncommon  strength,  if  I'm  once  roused.  I 
only  want  a  little  rousing;  that's  all." 

As  Mr.  Humble  spoke,  he  made  a  melancholy  feint  of 
grasping  his  lantern  with  fierce  determination;  and 
plainly  showed,  by  the  alarmed  expression  of  every 
feature,  that  he  did  want  a  little  rousing,  and  not  a  little, 
prior  to  making  any  very  warlike  demonstration  :  unless, 
indeed,  against  paupers,  or  other  person  or  persons 
trained  down  for  the  purpose. 

"  You  are  a  fool,"  said  Mrs.  Bumble,  in  reply ;  "  and 
had  better  hold  your  tongue." 

"  He  had  better  have  cut  it  out,  before  he  came,  if  he 
can't  speak  in  a  lower  tone,"  said  Monks,  grimly.  "So! 
He's  your  husband,  eh?" 

"He  my  husband!"  tittered  the  matron,  parrying  the 
question. 

"  I  thought  as  much,  when  you  came  in,"  rejoined 
Monks,  marking  the  angry  glance  which  the  lady  darted 
at  her  spouse  as  she  spoke.  "  So  much  the  better ;  I 
have  less  hesitation  in  dealing  with  two  people,  when  I  find 
that  there's  only  one  will  between  them.  I'm  in  earnest. 
See  here ! " 

He  thrust  his  hand  into  a  side-pocket ;  and  producing 
a  canvas  bag,  told  out  twenty-five  sovereigns  on  the 
table,  and  pushed  them  over  to  the  woman. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  "  gather  them  up ;  and  when  this 
cursed  peal  of  thunder,  which  I  feel  is  coming  up  to  break 
over  the  house-top,  is  gone,  let's  hear  your  story." 

The  thunder :  which  seemed  in  fact  much  nearer,  and 
to  shiver  and  break  almost  over  their  heads :  having  sub- 
sided, Monks,  raising  his  face  from  the  table,  bent  for- 
ward to  listen  to  what  the  woman  should  say.  The  faces 
of  the  three  nearly  touched,  as  the  two  men  leant  over 
the  small  table  in  their  eagerness  to  hear,  and  the  woman 
also  leant  forward  to  render  her  whisper  audible.  The 
sickly  rays  of  the  suspended  lantern  falling  directly  upon 
them,  aggravated  the  paleness  and  anxiety  of  their 
countenances :  which,  encircled  by  the  deepest  gloom 
and  darkness,  looked  ghastly  in  the  extreme. 


OLIVER  TWIST.  295 

"When  this  woman,  that  we  called  old  Sally,  died,"  the 
matron  began,  "  she  and  I  were  alone." 

"Was  there  no  one  by  ?"  asked  Monks,  in  the  same 
hollow  whisper;  "no  sick  wretch  or  idiot  in  some  other 
bed?  No  one  who  could  hear,  and  might,  by  possibility, 
understand?" 

"  Not  a  soul,"  replied  the  woman  ;  "  we  were  alone.  1 
stood  alone  beside  the  body  when  death  came  over  it.'' 

"Good,"  said  Monks,  regarding  her  attentively.  "Go 
on." 

"  She  spoke  of  a  young  creature,"  resumed  the  matron, 
"  who  had  brought  a  child  into  the  world  some  years  be- 
fore ;  not  merely  in  the  same  room  ;  but  in  the  same  bed 
in  which  she  then  lay  dying." 

"Ay?"  said  Monks,  with  quivering  lip,  and  glancing 
over  his  shoulder.     "  Blood  !     How  things  come  about !  " 

"  The  child  was  the  one  you  named  to  him  last  night," 
said  the  matron,  nodding  carelessly  towards  her  husband ; 
"  the  mother  this  nurse  had  robbed." 

"In  life?"  asked  Monks. 

"  In  death,"  replied  the  woman,  with  something  like  a 
shudder.  "  She  stole  from  the  corpse,  when  it  had  hardly 
turned  to  one,  that  which  the  dead  mother  had  prayed 
her,  with  her  last  breath,  to  keep  for  the  infant's  sake." 

"  She  sold  it  ?  "  cried  Monks,  with  desperate  eagerness  ; 
"did  she  sell  it?  Where?  When?  To  whom?  How 
long  before?" 

"  As  she  told*  me,  with  great  difficulty,  that  she  had 
done  this,"  said  the  matron;  "she  fell  back  and  died." 

"Without  saying  more?"  cried  Monks,  in  a  voice 
which,  from  its  very  suppression,  seemed  only  the  more 
furious.  "  It's  a  lie !  I'll  not  be  played  with.  She  said 
more.  I'll  tear  the  life  out  of  you  both,  but  I'll  know 
what  it  was." 

"  She  didn't  utter  another  word,"  said  the  woman,  to 
all  appearance  unmoved  (as  Mr.  Bumble  was  very  far 
from  being)  by  the  strange  man's  violence;  "but  she 
clutched  my  gown,  violently,  with  one  hand,  which  was 
partly  closed ;  and  when  I  saw  that  she  was  dead,  and  so 
removed  the  hand  by  force,  I  found  it  clasped  a  scrap  of 
dirty  paper." 

"  Which  contained — "  interposed  Monks,  stretching 
forward. 
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"  Nothing,1'  replied  the  woman  ;  "  it  was  a  pawnbroker's 
duplicate." 

u  For  What?"  demanded  Monks. 

"In  good  time  I'll  tell  you,"  said  the  woman.  "  I  judge 
that  she  had  kept  the  trinket,  for  some  time,  in  the  hope 
of  turning  it  to  better  account;  and  then  had  pawned  it; 
and  had  saved  or  scraped  together  money  to  pay  the 
pawnbroker's  interest  year  by  year,  and  prevent  its  run- 
ning out;  so  that  if  anything  came  of  it,  it  could  still  be 
redeemed.  Nothing  had  come  of  it;  and,  as  I  tell  you, 
she  died  with  the  scrap  of  paper,  all  worn  and  tattered, 
in  her  hand.  The  time  was  out  in  two  days;  I  thought 
something  might  one  day  come  of  it  too;  and  so  redeemed 
the  pledge." 

"  Where  is  it  now?"  asked  Monks  quickly. 

"  There"'  replied  the  woman.  And,  as  if  glad  to  be  re- 
lieved of  it,  she  hastily  threw  upon  the  table  a  small  kid 
bag  scarcely  large  enough  for  a  French  watch,  which 
Monks  pouncing  upon,  tore  open  with  trembling  hands. 
It  contained  a  little  gold  locket :  in  which  were  two  locks 
of  hair,  and  a  plain  gold  wedding-ring. 

"It  has  the  word  'Agnes'  engraved  on  the  inside," 
said  the  woman.  "  There  is  a  blank  left  for  the  sur- 
name; and  then  follows  the  date;  which  is  within  a  year 
before  the  child  was  born.     I  found  out  that." 

"  And  this  is  all? "  said  Monks,  after  a  close  and  eager 
scrutiny  of  the  contents  of  the  little  packet. 

"All,"  replied  the  woman. 

Mr.  Bumble  drew  a  long  breath,  as  if  he  were  glad  to 
find  that  the  story  was  over,  and  no  mention  made  of  tak- 
ing the  five-and-twenty  pounds  back  again;  and  now  he 
took  courage  to  wipe  off  the  perspiration,  which  had  been 
trickling  over  his  nose,  unchecked,  during  the  whole  of 
the  previous  dialogue. 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  story,  beyond  what  I  can  guess 
at,"  said  his  wife,  addressing  Monks,  after  a  short  silence, 
"and  I  want  to  know  nothing;  for  it's  safer  not.  But  I 
may  ask  you  two  questions,  may  I  ?  " 

"  You  may  ask,"  said  Monks,  with  some  show  of  sur- 
prise;  "but  whether  I  answer  or  not  is  another  ques- 
tion." 

"—Which  makes  three,"  observed  Mr.  Bumble,  essay- 
ing a  stroke  of  facetiousness. 
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"Is  that  what  you  expected  to  get  from  me?"  de- 
manded the  matron. 

"It  is,"  replied  Monks.     "  The  other  question  ?" 

"What  you  propose  to  do  with  it?  Can  it  he  used 
against  me?" 

"Never,"  rejoined  Monks;  "nor  against  me  either. 
See  here  !  But  don't  move  a  stop  forward,  or  your  life's 
not  worth  a  bulrush  !  " 

With  these  words,  he  suddenly  wheeled  the  table 
aside,  and  pulling  an  iron  ring  in  the  boarding,  threw  back 
a  large  trap-door,  which  opened  close  at  Mr.  Bumble's  feet, 
and  caused  that  gentleman  to  retire  several  paces  back- 
ward, with  great  precipitation. 

"Look  down,"  said  Monks,  lowering  the  lantern  into 
the  gulf.  "  Don't  fear  me.  I  could  have  let  you  down, 
quietly  enough,  when  you  were  seated  over  it,  if  that  had 
been  my  game." 

Thus  encouraged,  the  matron  drew  near  to  the  brink ; 
and  even  Mr.  Bumble  himself,  impelled  by  curiosity,  vent- 
ured to  do  the  same.  The  turbid  water,  swollen  by  the 
heavy  rain,  was  rushing  rapidly  on  below;  and  all  other 
sounds  were  lost  in  the  noise  of  its  plashing  and  eddying 
against  the  green  and  slimy  piles.  There  had  once  been 
a  watermill  beneath ;  and  the  tide,  foaming  and  chafing 
round  the  few  rotten  stakes,  and  fragments  of  machinery 
that  yet  remained,  seemed  to  dart  onward,  with  a  new 
impulse,  when  freed  from  the  obstacles  which  had  un- 
availingly  attempted  to  stem  its  headlong  course. 

"  If  you  flung  a  man's  body  down  there,  where  would 
it  be  to-morrow  morning?"  said  Monks,  swinging  the 
lantern  to  and  fro  in  the  dark  well. 

"  Twelve  miles  down  the  river,  and  cut  to  pieces  be- 
sides," replied  Bumble,  recoiling  at  the  very  thought. 

Monks  drew  the  little  packet  from  his  breast,  where 
he  had  hurriedly  thrust  it;  and  tying  it  to  a  leaden 
weight,  which  had  formed  a  part  of  some  pulley,  and  was 
lying  on  the  floor,  dropped  it  into  the  stream.  It  fell 
straight,  and  true  as  a  die  ;  clove  the  water  with  a  scarcely 
audible  splash;  and  was  gone. 

The  three  looking  into  each  other's  faces,  seemed  to 
breathe  more  freely. 

"  There ! "  said  Monks,  closing  the  trap-door,  which 
fell  heavily  back  into  its  former  position.     "  If  the  sea 
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ever  gives  up  its  dead,  as  books  say  it  will,  it  will  keep 

itsgold  ami  silver  to  itself,  and  that  trash  amongit.  We 
have  nothing  mere  to  say,  and  may  break  up  our  pleas- 
ant party." 

"  J  »y  all  means,"  observed  Mr.  Bumble,  with  great 
alacrity. 

"You'll  keep  a  quiet  tongue  in  your  head,  will  you?" 
said  Monks,  with  a  threatening  look.  "I  am  not  afraid 
of  your  wife." 

"You  may  depend  upon  me,  young  man,"  answered 
Mr.  Bumble,  bowing  himself  gradually  towards  the  lad- 
der, with  excessive  politeness.  "  On  everybody's  account, 
young  man  ;  on  my  own,  you  know,  Mr.  Monks." 

"1  am  glad,  for  your  sake,  to  hear  it,"  remarked  Monks. 
"  Light  your  lantern !  And  get  away  from  here  as  fast 
as  you  can." 

It  was  fortunate  that  the  conversation  terminated  at 
this  point,  or  Mr.  Bumble,  who  had  bowed  himself  to 
within  six  inches  of  the  ladder,  would  infallibly  have 
pitched  headlong  into  the  room  below.  He  lighted  his 
lantern  from  that  which  Monks  had  detached  from  the 
rope,  and  now  carried  in  his  hand  ;  and,  making  no  effort 
to  prolong  the  discourse,  descended  in  silence,  followed 
by  his  wife.  Monks  brought  up  the  rear,  after  pausing 
on  the  steps  to  satisfy  himself  that  there  were  no  other 
sounds  to  he  hoard  than  the  beating  of  the  rain  without, 
and  the  rushing  of  the  water. 

They  traversed  the  lower  room,  slowly,  and  with  cau- 
tion ;  for  Monks  started  at  every  shadow ;  and  Mr.  Bum- 
ble, holding  his  lantern  a  foot  above  the  ground,  walked 
not  only  with  remarkable  care,  but  with  a  marvellously 
light  step  for  a  gentleman  of  his  figure :  looking  nervously 
about  him  for  hidden  trap-doors.  The  gate  at  which  they 
had  entered,  was  softly  unfastened  and  opened  by  Monks  ; 
and,  merely  exchanging  a  nod  with  their  mysterious  ac- 
quaintance, the  married  couple  emerged  into  the  wet  and 
darkness  outside. 

They  were  no  sooner  gone,  than  Monks,  who  appeared 
to  entertain  an  invincible  repugnance  to  being  left  alone, 
called  to  a  boy  who  had  been  hidden  somewhere  below; 
and  bidding  him  go  first,  and  bear  the  light,  returned  to 
the  chamber  he  had  just  quitted. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

INTRODUCES  SOME  RESPECTABLE  CHARACTERS  WITH  WHOM 
THE  READER  IS  ALREADY  ACQUAINTED,  AND  SHOWS  HOW 
MONKS  AND  THE  JEW  LAID  THEIR  WORTHY  HEADS  TO- 
GETHER. 

On  the  evening  following  that  upon  which  the  three 
worthies  mentioned  in  the  last  chapter,  disposed  of  their 
little  matter  of  business  as  therein  narrated,  Mr.  William 
Sikes,  awakening  from  a  nap,  drowsily  growled  forth  an 
inquiry  what  time  of  night  it  was. 

The  room  in  which  Mr.  Sikes  propounded  this  question, 
was  not  one  of  those  he  had  tenanted,  previous  to  the 
Chertsey  expedition,  although  i.was  in  the  same  quarter 
of  the  town,  and  was  situated  at  no  great  distance  from 
his  former  lodgings.  It  was  not,  in  appearance,  so  de- 
sirable a  habitation  as  his  old  quarters:  being  a  mean 
and  badly-furnished  apartment,  of  very  limited  size: 
lighted  only  by  one  small  window  in  the  shelving  roof, 
and  abutting  on  a  close  and  dirty  lane.  Nor  were  there 
wanting  other  indications  of  the  good  gentleman's  having 
gone  down  in  the  world  of  late ;  for  a  great  scarcity  of 
furniture,  and  total  absence  of  comfort,  together  with  the 
disappearance  of  all  such  small  movables  as  spare  clothes 
and  linen,  bespoke  a  state  of  extreme  poverty ;  while 
the  meagre  and  attenuated  condition  of  Mr.  Sikes  himself 
would  have  fully  confirmed  these  symptoms,  if  they  had 
stood  in  any  need  of  corroboration. 

The  housebreaker  was  lying  on  the  bed,  wrapped  in  his 
white  great-coat,  by  way  of  dressing-gown,  and  displaying 
a  set  of  features  in  no  degree  improved  by  the  cadaverous 
hue  of  illness,  and  the  addition  of  a  soiled  nightcap,  and 
a  stiff,  black  beard  of  a  week's  growth.  The  dog  sat  at 
the  bedside:  now  eyeing  his  master  with  a  wistful  look, 
and  now  pricking  his  ears,  and  uttering  a  low  growl  as 
some  noise  in  the  street,  or  in  the  lower  part  of  the  house, 
attracted  his  attention.  Seated  by  the  window,  busily 
engaged  in  patching  an  old  waistcoat  which  formed  a 
portion  of  the  robber's  ordinary  dress,  was  a  female :  so 
pale  and  reduced  with  watching  and  privation,  that  there 
would  have  been  considerable  difficulty  in  recognizing  her 
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as  the  same  Nancy  who  bag  already  figured  in  this  tale, 
but  for  the  voice  in  which  she  replied  to  Mr.  Sike's 
question. 

i>  Not  long  gone  seven,"  said  the  girl.  "  How  do  you 
feel  to-night,  Bill?" 

"  As  weak  as  water,"  replied  Mr.  Sikes,  with  an  im- 
precation on  his  eyes  and  limbs.  "  Here ;  lend  us  a  hand  ; 
and  let  me  get  off  this  thundering  bed,  anyhow." 

Illness  had  not  improved  Mr.  Sike's  temper  ;  for,  as  the 
girl  raised  him  up  and  led  him  to  a  chair,  he  mustered 
various  curses  on  her  awkwardness  :  and  struck  her. 

"Whining,  are  you?"  said  Sikes.  "Come!"  Don't 
stand  snivelling  there.  If  you  can't  do  anything  better 
than  that,  cut  off  altogether.     D'ye  hear  me?" 

"  I  hear  you,"  replied  the  girl,  turning  her  face  aside, 
and  forcing  a  laugh.  "  What  fancy  have  you  got  in  your 
head  uoav  ?  " 

"  Oh !  "  you've  thought  better  of  it,  have  you  ?  growled 
Sikes,  marking  the  tear  which  trembled  in  her  eye. 
"  All  the  better  for  you,  you  have." 

"  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say,  you'd  be  hard  upon  me 
to-night,  Bill,"  said  the  girl,  laying  her  hand  upon  his 
shoulder. 

«  No  ! "  cried  Mr.  Sikes.     "  Why  not  ?  " 

"  Such  a  number  of  nights,"  said  the  girl,  with  a  touch 
of  woman's  tenderness,  which  communicated  something 
like  sweetness  of  tone,  even  to  her  voice :  "  such  a  num- 
ber of  nights  as  I've  been  patient  with  you,  nursing  and 
caring  for  you,  as  if  you  had  been  a  child :  and  this  the 
first  that  I've  seen  you  like  yourself ;  you  wouldn't  have 
served  me  as  you  did  just  now,  if  you'd  thought  of  that, 
would  you  ?    Come,  come ;  say  you  wouldn't." 

"  Well,  then,"  rejoined  Mr.  Sikes,  "  I  wouldn't.  Why, 
damme,  now,  the  girl's  whining  again  !" 

"  It's  nothing,"  said  the  girl,  throwing  herself  into  a 
chair.     "  Don't  you  seem  to  mind  me.     It'll  soon  be  over." 

"  What'll  be  over?"  demanded  Mr.  Sikes  in  a  savage 
voice.  "  What  foolery  are  you  up  to  now,  again  ?  Get 
up  and  bustle  about,  and  don't  come  over  me  with  your 
woman's  nonsense." 

At  any  other  time,  this  remonstrance,  and  the  tone  in 
which  it  was  delivered,  would  have  had  the  desired  effect ; 
but  the  girl  being  really  weak  and  exhausted,  dropped 
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her  head  over  the  back  of  the  chair,  and  fainted,  before 
Mr.  Sikes  could  get  out  a  few  of  the  appropriate  oaths 
with  which,  on  similar  occasions,  he  was  accustomed  to 
garnish  his  threats.  Not  knowing,  very  well,  what  to  do, 
in  this  uncommon  emergency  ;  for  Miss  Nancy's  hysterics 
were  usually  of  that  violent  kind  which  the  patient  fights 
and  struggles,  out  of,  without  much  assistance ;  Mr.  Sikes 
tried  a  little  blasphemy  :  and  finding  that  mode  of  treat- 
ment wholly  ineffectual,  called  for  assistance. 

"What's  the  matter  here,  my  dear?"  said  the  Jew, 
looking  in. 

"  Lend  a  hand  to  the  girl,  can't  you  ? "  replied  Sikes 
impatiently.  "  Don't  stand  chattering  and  grinning  at 
me 


t » 


With  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  Fagin  hastened  to  the 
girl's  assistance,  while  Mr.  John  Dawkins  (otherwise  the 
Artful  Dodger),  who  had  followed  his  venerable  friend 
into  the  room,  hastily  deposited  on  the  floor  a  bundle 
with  which  he  was  laden  ;  and  snatching  a  bottle  from 
the  grasp  of  Master  Charles  Bates  who  came  close  at  his 
heels  uncorked  it  in  a  twinkling  with  his  teeth,  and 
poured  a  portion  of  its  contents  down  the  patient's  throat : 
previously  taking  a  taste,  himself,  to  prevent  mistakes. 

"Give  her  a  whiff  of  fresh  air  with  the  bellows, 
Charley,"  said  Mr.  Dawkins ;  "  and  you  slap  her  hands, 
Fagin,  while  Bill  undoes  the  petticuts." 

These  united  restoratives,  administered  with  great 
energy  ;  especially  that  department  consigned  to  Master 
Bates,  who  appeared  to  consider  his  share  in  the  pro- 
ceedings, a  piece  of  unexampled  pleasantry :  were  not 
long  in  producing  the  desired  effect.  The  girl  gradually 
recovered  her  senses ;  and,  staggering  to  a  chair  by  the 
bedside,  hid  her  face  upon  the  pillow  :  leaving  Mr.  Sikes 
to  confront  the  new-comers,  in  some  astonishment  at 
their  unlooked-for  appearance. 

"  Why,  what  evil  wind  has  blowed  you  here  ?"  he  asked 
of  Fagin. 

"  No  evil  wind  at  all,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew ;  "  for 
ovil  winds  blow  nobody  any  good ;  and  I've  brought 
something  good  with  me,  that  you'll  be  glad  to  see. 
Dodger,  my  dear,  open  the  bundle;  and  give  Bill  the 
little  trifles  that  we  spent  all  our  money  on,  this  morn- 
ing." 
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In  compliance  with  Mr.  Fagin's  request,  the  Artful 
untied  his  bundle,  which  was  of  large  si/.c,  and  formed  of 
an  old  table-cloth ;  and  handed  the  articles  it  contained, 
one  by  one,  to  Charley  Bates :  who  placed  them  on  the 
table,  with  various  encomiums  on  their  rarity  and  ex- 
cgIIgmcg. 

"Sitch  a  rabbit  pie,  Bill,"  exclaimed  that  young  gentle- 
man, disclosing  to  view  a  huge  pasty;  "sitch  delicate 
creeturs,  with  sitch  tender  limbs,  Bill,  that  the  wery 
bones  melt  hi  your  mouth,  and  there's  no  occasion  to  pick 
'em ;  half  a  pound  of  seven  and  sixpenny  green,  so  pre- 
cious strong  that  if  you  mix  it  with  biling  water,  it'll  go 
nigh  to  blow  the  lid  of  the  tea-pot  off ;  a  pound  and  a- 
half  of  moist  sugar  that  the  niggers  didn't  work  at  all 
at,  afore  they  got  it  up  to  sitch  a  pitch  of  goodness,— oh 
no  !  Two  half-quartern  brans  ;  pound  of  best  fresh ;  piece 
of  double  Glo'ster;  and,  to  wind  up  all,  some  of  the 
richest  sort  you  ever  lushed  !  " 

Uttering  this  last  panegyric,  Master  Bates  produced, 
from  one  of  his  extensive  pockets,  a  full-sized  wine-bottle, 
carefully  corked;  while  Mr.  Dawkins,  at  the  same  in- 
stant, poured  out  a  wineglassful  of  raw  spirits  from  the 
bottle  he  carried  :  which  the  invalid  tossed  down  his 
throat  without  a  moment's  hesitation. 

"Ah!"  said  the  Jew,  rubbing  his  hands  with  great 
satisfaction.     "  You'll  do,  Bill ;  you'll  do  now." 

"Do!  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Sikes;  "I  might  have  been  done 
for,  twenty  times  over,  afore  you'd  have  done  anything 
to  help  me.  What  do  you  mean  by  leaving  a  man  in  this 
state,  three  weeks  and  more,  you  false-hearted  waga- 
bond?" 

"  Only  hear  him,  boys  !  "  said  the  Jew,  shrugging  his 
shoulders.  "  And  us  come  to  bring  him  all  these  beau-ti- 
ful  things." 

«  The  things  is  well  enough  in  their  way,"  observed 
Mr.  Sikes :  a  little  soothed  as  he  glanced  over  the  table ; 
"  but  what  have  you  got  to  say  for  yourself,  why  you 
should  leave  me  here,  down  in  the  mouth,  health,  blunt, 
and  everything  else ;  and  take  no  more  notice  of  me,  all 
this  mortal  time,  than  if  I  was  that  'ere  dog.— Drive  him 
down,  Charlev ! " 

"  I  never  see  such  a  jolly  dog  as  that,"  cried  Master 
Bates,  doing  as  he  was  desired.     "  Smelling  the  grub  like 
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a  old  lady  a  going-  to  market !  He'd  make  his  fortune 
on  the  stage  that  dog  would,  and  rewive  the  drayma 
besides." 

;'  Hold  your  din,"  cried  Sikes,  as  the  dog  retreated 
under  the  bed  :  still  growling  angrily.  "  What  have  you 
got  to  say  for  yourself,  you  withered  old  fence,  eh?" 

"  I  was  away  from  London,  a  week  and  more,  my  dear, 
on  a  plant,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"And  what  about  the  other  fortnight?"  demanded 
Sikes.  "  What  about  the  other  fortnight  that  you've 
left  me  lying  here,  like  a  sick  rat  in  his  hole?" 

"  I  couldn't  help  it,  Dill,"  replied  the  Jew.  "  I  can't  go 
into  a  long  explanation  before  company;  but  I  couldn't 
help  it,  upon  my  honor." 

"Upon  your  what?"  growled  Sikes,  with  excessive 
disgust. 

"  Here !  Cut  me  off  a  piece  of  that  pie,  one  of  you  boys, 
to  take  the  taste  of  that  out  of  my  mouth,  or  it'll  choke 
me  dead." 

"Don't  be  out  of  temper,  my  dear,"  urged  the  Jew 
submissively.  "  I  have  never  forgot  you,  Bill ;  never 
once." 

"  No !  I'll  pound  it  that  you  han't,"  replied  Sikes, 
with  a  bitter  grin.  "  You've  been  scheming  and  plotting 
away,  every  hour  that  I  have  laid  shivering  and  burning 
here;  and  Bill  was  to  do  this ;  and  Bill  was  to  do  that  ; 
and  Bill  was  to  do  it  all,  dirt  cheap,  as  soon  as  he  got 
well  :  and  was  quite  poor  enough  for  your  work  !  If  it 
hadn't  been  for  the  girl,  I  might  have  died." 

"  There  now,  Bill,"  remonstrated  the  Jew,  eagerly 
catching  at  the  word.  "  If  it  hadn't  been  for  the  girl ! 
Who  but  poor  ould  Fagin  was  the  means  of  your  having 
such  a  handy  girl  about  you  ?  " 

"  He  says  true  enough  there !  "  said  Nancy,  coming 
hastily  forward.     "  Let  him  be  ;  let  him  be." 

Nancy's  appearance  gave  a  new  turn  to  the  conversa- 
tion ;  for  the  boys,  receiving  a  sly  wink  from  the  wary 
old  Jew,  began  to  ply  her  with  liquor:  of  which,  how- 
ever, she  partook  very  sparingly ;  while  Fagin,  assuming 
an  unusual  flow  of  spirits,  gradually  brought  Mr.  Sikes 
into  a  better  temper,  by  affecting  to  regard  his  threats  as 
a  little  pleasant  banter;  and,  moreover,  by  laughing  very 
heartily  at  one  or  two  rough  jokes,  which,  after  repeated 
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applications   to   the    spirit-botfcle,    he   condescended    to 

make 

"  It's  all  very  well,"  said  Mr.  Sikes;  "but  I  must  have 
some  blunt  from  you  to-night." 

"  I  haven't  a  piece  of  coin  about  me,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"Then  you've  got  lots  at  home,"  retorted  Sikes;  "and 
I  must  have  some  from  there." 

"Lots!"  cried  the  Jew,  holding  up  his  hands.  "I 
haven't  so  much  as  would " 

"  i  don't  know  how  much  you've  got,  and  I  dare  say 
you  hardly  know  yourself,  as  it  would  take  a  pretty  long 
time  to  count  it,"  said  Sikes;  "but  I  must  have  some  to- 
night; and  that's  flat." 

"  Well,  well !  "  said  the  Jew,  with  a  sigh,  "  I'll  send 
the  Artful  round  presently." 

"You  won't  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  rejoined  Mr. 
Sikes.  "  The  Artful's  a  deal  too  artful,  and  would  forget 
to  come,  or  lose  his  way,  or  get  dodged  by  traps  and  so 
be  perwented,  or  anything  for  an  excuse,  if  you  put  him 
up  to  it.  Nancy  shall  go  to  the  ken  and  fetch  it,  to  make 
all  sure  ;  and  I'll  lie  down  and  have  a  snooze  while  she's 
gone." 

After  a  great  deal  of  haggling  and  squabbling,  the  Jew 
beat  down  the  amount  of  the  required  advance  from  five 
pounds  to  three  pounds  four  and  sixpence  :  protesting 
with  many  solemn  asseverations  that  that  would  only 
leave  him  eighteenpenee  to  keep  house  with  ;  Mr.  Sikes 
sullenly  remarking  that  if  he  couldn't  get  any  more 
he  must  be  content  with  that,  Nancy  prepared  to  accom- 
pany him  home  ;  while  the  Dodger  and  Master  Bates  put 
the  eatables  in  the  cupboard.  The  Jew  then,  taking 
leave  of  his  affectionate  friend,  returned  homewards,  at- 
tended by  Nancy  and  the  boys:  Mr.  Sikes,  meanwhile, 
flinging  himself  on  the  bed,  and,  composing  himself 
to  sleep  away  the  time  until  the  young  lady's  return. 

In  due  course  they  arrived  at  the  Jew's  abode,  where 
they  found  Toby  Crackit  and  Mr.  Chitling  intent  upon 
their  fifteenth  game  at  cribbage,  which  it  is  scarcely 
necessary  to  say  the  latter  gentleman  lost,  and  with  it, 
his  fifteenth  and  last  sixpence:  much  to  the  amusement 
of  his  young  friends.  Mr.  Crackit,  apparently  somewhat 
ashamed  at  being  found  relaxing  himself  with  a  gentle- 
man so  much  his  inferior  in  station  and  mental  endow- 
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meats,  yawned,  and  inquiring  after  Sikes,  took  up  his  bat 
to  go. 

"  Has  nobody  been,  Toby  ?  "  asked  the  Jew. 

"Not  a  living  leg,"  answered  Mr.  Crackit,  pulling  up 
his  collar ;  "  it's  been  as  dull  as  swipes.  You  ought  to 
stand  something  handsome,  Fagin,  to  recompense  me  for 
keeping  house  so  long.  Damme,  I'm  as  flat  as  a  jury- 
man ;  and  should  have  gone  to  sleep,  as  fast  as  Newgate, 
if  I  hadn't  had  the  good  natur'  to  amuse  this  youngster. 
Horrid  dull,  I'm  blessed  if  I  ain't !  " 

With  these  and  other  ejaculations  of  the  same  kind,  Mr. 
Toby  Crackit  swept  up  his  winnings,  and  crammed  them 
into  his  waistcoat  pocket  with  a  haughty  air,  as  though 
such  small  pieces  of  silver  were  wholly  beneath  the  con- 
sideration of  a  man  of  his  figure ;  this  done  he  swaggered 
out  of  the  room,  with  so  much  elegance  and  gentility,  that 
Mr.  Chitling,  bestowing  numerous  admiring  glances  on  his 
legs  and  boots  till  they  were  out  of  sight,  assured  the  com- 
pany that  he  considered  his  acquaintance  cheap  at  fifteen 
sixpences  an  interview,  and  that  he  didn't  value  his  losses 
the  snap  of  his  little  finger. 

"  Wot  a  rum  chap  you  are,  Tom  !  "  said  Master  Bates, 
highly  amused  by  his  declaration. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  replied  Mr.  Chitling.     "  Am  I,  Fagin  ?  " 

"  A  very  clever  fellow,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  patting 
him  on  the  shoulder,  and  winking  to  his  other  pupils. 

"And  Mr.  Crackit  is  a  heavy  swell;  a'nt  he,  Fagin?'7 
asked  Tom. 

"  No  doubt  at  all  of  that,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"  And  it  is  a  creditable  thing  to  have  his  acquaintance ; 
a'nt  it,  Fagin  ?  "  pursued  Tom. 

"  Very  much  so,  indeed,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew. 
"  They're  only  jealous,  Tom,  because  he  won't  give  it  to 
them." 

"  Ah!  "  cried  Tom,  triumphantly,  "  that's  where  it  is  ! 
He  has  cleaned  me  out.  But  I  can  go  and  earn  some  more, 
when  I  like;  can't  I,  Fagin?" 

"  To  be  sure  you  can,"  replied  the  Jew ;  "  and  the  sooner 
you  go  the  better,  Tom ;  so  make  up  your  loss  at  once,  and 
don't  lose  any  more  time.  Dodger!  Charley!  It's  time 
you  were  on  the  lay.  Come !  It's  near  ten,  and  nothing 
done  yet." 

In  obedience  to  this  hint,  the  boys,  nodding  to  Nancy, 
20 
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took  up  their  hats,  and  left  the  room  ;  the  Dodger  and  his 
vivacious  Friend  indulging,  as  they  went,  in  many  witti- 
cisms at  the  expense  of  Mr.  Chitting;  in  whose  conduct, 
it  is  but  justice  to  say,  there  was  nothing  very  conspicu- 
ous or  peculiar:  inasmuch  as  there  are  a  great  number  of 
spirited  young-  bloods  upon  town,  who  pay  a  much  higher 
price  than  Mr.  Chitling  for  being  seen  in  good  society : 
and  a  great  number  of  line  gentlemen  (composing  the  good 
society  aforesaid)  who  establish  the  reputation  upon  very 
much  the  same  footing  as  hash  Toby  Crackit. 

"  Now,"  said  the  Jew,  when  they  had  left  the  room, 
"I'll  go  and  get  you  that  cash,  Nancy;  This  is  only  the 
key  of  a  little  cupboard  where  I  keep  a  few  odd  things 
the  boys  get,  my  dear.  I  never  lock  up  my  money,  for 
I've  got  none  to  lock  up,  my  dear — ha!  ha  !  ha!— none  to 
lock  up.  It's  a  poor  trade,  Nancy,  and  no  thanks;  but 
I'm  fond  of  seeing  the  young  people  about  me;  and  I  bear 
it  all,  I  bear  it  all.  Hush !  "  he  said,  hastily  concealing 
the  key  in  his  breast ;  "  who's  that  ?    Listen ! " 

The  girl  who  was  sitting  at  the  table  with  her  arms 
folded,  appeared  in  no  way  interested  in  the  arrival :  or  to 
care  whether  the  person,  whoever  he  was,  came  or  went : 
until  the  murmur  of  a  man's  voice  reached  her  ears.  The 
instant  she  caught  the  sound,  she  tore  off  her  bonnet  and 
shawl,  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning,  and  thrust  them 
under  the  table.  The  Jew,  turning  round  immediately 
afterwards,  she  muttered  a  complaint  of  the  heat:  in  a 
tone  of  languor  that  contrasted,  very  remarkably,  with 
the  extreme  haste  and  violence  of  this  action  :  which,  how- 
ever, had  been  unobserved  by  Fagin,  who  had  his  back 
towards  her  at  the  time. 

"Bah!"  whispered  the  Jew,  as  though  nettled  by  the 
interruption ;  "  it's  the  man  I  expected  before ;  he's  com- 
ing downstairs.  Not  a  word  about  the  money  while  he's 
here,  Nance.  He  won't  stop  long.  Not  ten  minutes,  my 
dear. " 

Laying  his  skinny  forefinger  upon  his  lip,  the  Jew  car- 
ried a  candle  to  the  door,  as  a  man's  step  was  heard  upon 
the  stairs  without.  He  reached  it,  at  the  same  moment 
as  the  visitor,  wTho,  coming  hastily  into  the  room,  was 
close  upon  the  girl  before  he  observed  her. 

It  was  .Monks. 

u  Only  one  of  my  young  people,"  said  the  Jew,  observ- 
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ing   that  Monks  drew  back,  on   beholding  a  stranger 
"  Don't  move,  Nancy." 

The  girl  drew  closer  to  the  table,  and  glancing  at  Monks 
with  an  air  of  careless  levity,  withdrew  her  eyes  ;  but  as 
he  turned  his  towards  the  Jew,  she  stole  another  look: 
so  keen  and  searching,  and  full  of  purpose,  that  if  there 
had  been  any  bystander  to  observe  the  change,  he  could 
hardly  have  believed  the  two  looks  to  have  proceeded  from 
the  same  person. 

"  Any  news  ?  "  inquired  the  Jew. 
"  Great." 

"  And — and — good  ?  "  asked  the  Jew,  hesitating  as 
though  he  feared  to  vex  the  other  man  by  being  too  san- 
guine. 

"  Not  bad  any  way,"  replied  Monks  with  a  smile.  "  I 
have  been  prompt  enough  this  time.  Let  me  have  a  word 
with  you." 

The  girl  drew  closer  to  the  table,  and  made  no  offer  to 
leave  the  room,  although  she  could  see  that  Monks  was 
pointing  to  her.  The  Jew :  perhaps  fearing  that  she  might 
say  something  aloud  about  the  money,  if  he  endeavored  to 
get  rid  of  her  :  pointed  upwards,  and  took  Monks  out  of 
the  room. 

"Not  that  infernal  hole  we  were  in  before,"  she  could 
hear  the  man  say  as  they  went  upstairs.  The  Jew 
laughed ;  and  making  some  reply  which  did  not  reach 
her,  seemed,  by  the  creaking  of  the  boards,  to  lead  his 
companion  to  the  second  story. 

Before  the  sound  of  their  footsteps  had  ceased  to  echo 
through  the  house,  the  girl  had  slipped  oft  her  shoes  , 
and  drawing  her  gown  loosely  over  her  head,  and  muffling 
her  arms  in  it,  stood  at  the  door,  listening  with  breath- 
less interest.  The  moment  the  noise  ceased,  she  glided 
from  the  room ;  ascended  the  stairs  with  incredible 
softness  and  silence;  and  was  lost  in  the  gloom  above. 

The  room  remained  deserted  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
or  more ;  the  girl  glided  back  with  the  same  unearthly 
tread  ;  and,  immediately  afterwards,  the  two  men  were 
heard  descending.  Monks  went  at  once  into  the  street: 
and  the  Jew  crawled  upstairs  again  for  the  money. 
When  he  returned,  the  girl  was  adjusting  her  shawl  and 
bonnet,  as  if  preparing  to  be  gone. 
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"  Why.  Nance," exclaimed  the  Jew,  stinting  back  as  he 
put  down  the  candle,  "  how  pale  you  are  !  " 

"Pale!"  echoed  the  girl,  shading  her  eyes  with  her 
hande,  as  if  to  look  steadily  at  him. 

"  Quite  horrible,"  said  the  Jew.  "  What  have  you  been 
doing  to  yourself?" 

"  Nothing  that  I  know  of,  except  sitting  in  this  close 
place  for  I  don't  know  how  long  and  all,"  replied  the  girl 
carelessly.     "Come!     Let  me  get  back :  that's  a  dear." 

With  a  sigh  for  every  piece  of  money,  Fagin  told  the 
amount  into  her  hand.  They  parted  without  more  con- 
versation, merely  interchanging  a  "good-night." 

When  the  girl  got  into  the  open  street,  she  sat  down 
upon  a  doorstep;  and  seemed,  for  a.  few  moments,  wholly 
bewildered  and  unable  to  pursue  her  way.  Suddenly, 
she  arose;  and  hn riving  on,  in  a  direction  quite  opposite 
to  that  in  which  Sikes  was  awaiting  her  return,  quick- 
ened her  pace,  until  it  gradually  resolved  into  a  violent 
run.  After  completely  exhausting  herself,  she  stopped 
to  take  breath;  and,  as  if  suddenly  recollecting  herself, 
and  deploring  her  inability  to  do  something  she  was  bent 
upon,  wrung  her  hands,  and  burst  into  tears. 

It  might  be  that  her  tears  relieved  her,  or  that  she  felt 
the  full  hopelessness  of  her  condition ;  but  she  turned 
back ;  and  hurrying  with  nearly  as  great  rapidity  in  the 
contrary  direction :  partly  to  recover  lost  time,  and  partly 
to  keep  pace  with  the  violent  current  of  her  own  thoughts  : 
soon  reached  the  dwelling  where  she  had  left  the  house- 
breaker. 

If  she  betrayed  any  agitation,  when  she  presented  her- 
self to  Mr.  Sikes,  he  did  not  observe  it;  for  merely 
inquiring  if  she  bad  brought  the  money,  and  receiving  a 
reply  in  the  affirmative,  he  uttered  a  growl  of  satisfac- 
tion, and  replacing  his  head  upon  the  pillow,  resumed 
the  slumbers  which  her  arrival  had  interrupted. 

It  was  fortunate  for  her  that  the  possession  of  money 
occasioned  him  so  much  employment  next  day  in  the 
way  of  eating  and  drinking;  and  withal  had  so  beneficial 
an  effect  in  smoothing  down  the  asperities  of  his  temper; 
that  he  had  neither  time  nor  inclination  to  be  very  critical 
upon  her  behavior  and  deportment.  That  she  had  all 
the  abstracted  and  nervous  manner  of  one  who  is  on  the 
eve  of  some  bold  and  hazardous  step,  which  it  has  re- 
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quired  no  common  struggle  to  resolve  upon,  would  have 
been  obvious  to  the  lynx-eyed  Jew,  who  would  most 
probably  have  taken  the  alarm  at  once ;  but  Mr.  Sikes 
lacking  the  niceties  of  discrimination,  and  being  troubled 
with  no  more  subtle  misgivings  than  those  which  resolve 
themselves  into  a  dogged  roughness  of  behavior  towards 
everybody ;  and  being,  furthermore,  in  an  unusually 
amiable  condition,  as  has  been  already  observed;  saw 
nothing  unusual  in  her  demeanor,  and  indeed,  troubled 
himself  so  little  about  her,  that,  had  her  agitation  been 
far  more  perceptible  than  it  was,  it  would  have  been  very 
unlikely  to  have  awakened  his  suspicions. 

As  that  day  closed  in,  the  girl's  excitement  increased  ; 
and,  when  night  came  on,  and  she  sat  by,  watching  until 
the  house-breaker  should  drink  himself  asleep,  there  was 
an  unusual  paleness  in  her  cheek,  and  a  fire  in  her  eye, 
that  even  Sikes  observed  with  astonishment. 

Mr.  Sikes,  being  weak  from  the  fever,  was  lying  in  bed, 
taking  hot  water  with  his  gin  to  render  it  less  inflamma- 
tory ;  and  had  pushed  his  glass  towards  Nancy  to  be 
replenished  for  the  third  or  fourth  time,  when  these  symp- 
toms first  struck  him. 

"Why,  burn  my  body!  "  said  the  man,  raising  himself 
on  his  hands  as  he  stared  the  girl  in  the  face.  "  You 
look  like  a  corpse  come  to  life  again.  What's  the 
matter  ?  " 

"  Matter ! "  replied  the  girl.  "  Nothing.  What  do  you 
look  at  me  so  hard  for  ?  " 

"  What  foolery  is  this  ?  "  demanded  Sikes,  grasping  hev 
by  the  arm,  and  shaking  her  roughly.  "  What  is  it  ? 
What  do  you  mean  ?     What  are  you  thinking  of  ?  " 

"Of  many  things,  Bill,"  replied  the  girl,  shivering,  and 
as  she  did  so,  pressing  her  hands  upon  her  eyes.  "  But, 
Lord!     What  odds  is  that?" 

The  tone  of  forced  gaiety  in  which  the  last  words  were 
spoken,  seemed  to  produce  a  deeper  impression  on  Sikes 
than  the  wild  and  rigid  look  which  had  preceded  them. 

"I  tell  you  wot  it  is,"  said  Sikes;  "if  you  haven't 
caught  the  fever,  and  got  it  comin'  on,  now,  there's  some- 
thing more  than  usual  in  the  wind,  and  something  dan- 
gerous too.     You're  not   a-going   to .    No,  damme ! 

you  wouldn't  do  that !  " 

"Do  what?  "  asked  the  girl. 
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"There  ain't,"  said  Sikes,  fixing  his  eyes  upon  her,  and 
muttering  the  words  to  himself;  "there  ain't,  astauncher- 
hearted  gal  going,  or  I'd  have  cut  her  throat  three  months 
ago.     She's  got  the  fever  coining  on  ;  that's  it." 

Fortifying  himself  with  this  assurance,  Sikes  drained 
the  glase  to  the  bottom,  and  then,  with  many  grumbling 
oaths,  called  for  his  physic.  The  girl  jumped  up,  with 
great  alacrity ;  poured  it  quickly  out,  hut  with  her  back 
towards  him ;  and  held  the  vessel  to  his  lips,  while  he 
drank  off  the  contents. 

"Now,"  said  the  robber,  "come  and  sit  aside  of  me, 
and  put  on  your  own  face;  or  I'll  alter  it  so,  that  you 
won't  know  it  again  when  you  do  want  it." 

The  girl  obeyed.  Sikes,  locking  her  hand  in  his,  fell 
back  upon  the  pillow  :  turning  his  eyes  upon  her  face. 
They  closed ;  opened  again ;  closed  once  more ;  again 
opened.  lie  shifted  his  position  restlessly;  and,  after 
dozing  again,  and  again,  for  two  or  three  minutes,  and  as 
often  springing  up  with  a  look  of  terror,  and  gazing 
vacantly  about  him,  was  suddenly  stricken,  as  it  were, 
while  in  the  very  attitude  of  rising,  into  a  deep  and 
heavy  sleep.  The  grasp  of  his  hand  relaxed ;  the  upraised 
arm  fell  languidly  by  his  side ;  and  he  lay  like  one  in  a 
profound  trance. 

"The  laudanum  has  taken  effect  at  last,"  murmured 
the  girl,  as  she  rose  from  the  bedside.  "  I  may  be  too  late, 
even  now." 

She  hastily  dressed  herself  in  her  bonnet  and  shawl : 
looking  fearfully  round,  from  time  to  time,  as  if,  despite 
the  sleeping  draught,  she  expected  every  moment  to  feel 
the  pressure  of  Sikes's  heavy  hand  upon  her  shoulder ; 
then,  stooping  softly  over  the  bed,  she  kissed  the  robber's 
lips;  and  then,  opening  and  closing  the  room-door  with 
noiseless  touch,  hurried  from  the  house. 

A  watchman  was  crying  half-past  nine,  down  a  dark 
passage  through  which  she  had  to  pass,  in  gaining  the 
main  thoroughfare. 

"  Has  it  long  gone  the  half-hour?"  asked  the  girl. 

"  It'll  strike  the  hour  in  another  quarter,"  said  the  man  : 
raising  his  lantern  to  her  face. 

"  And  I  cannot  get  there  in  less  than  an  hour  or  more," 
muttered  Nancy:  brushing  swiftly  past  him,  and  gliding 
rapidly  down  the  street. 
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Many  of  the  shops  were  .already  closing  in  the  back 
lanes  and  avenues  through  which  she  tracked  her  way, 
in  making  from  Spitalfields  towards  the  West  End  of 
London.  The  clock  struck  ten,  increasing  her  impatience. 
She  tore  along  the  narrow  pavement  :  elbowing  the 
passengers  from  side  to  side ;  and  darting  almost  under 
the  horses'  heads,  crossed  crowded  streets,  where  clusters 
of  persons  were  eagerly  watching  their  opportunity  to  do 
the  like. 

"The  woman  is  mad!"  said  the  people,  turning  to 
look  after  her  as  she  rushed  away. 

When  she  reached  the  more  wealthy  quarter  of  the 
town,  the  streets  were  comparatively  deserted;  and  here 
her  headlong  progress  excited  a  still  greater  curiosity  in 
the  stragglers  whom  she  hurried  past.  Some  quickened 
their  pace  behind,  as  though  to  see  whither  she  was 
hastening  at  such  an  unusual  rate ;  and  a  few  made  head 
upon  her,  and  looked  back,  surprised  at  her  undiminished 
speed  ;  but  they  fell  off  one  by  one ;  and  when  she  neared 
her  place  of  destination,  she  was  alone. 

It  was  a  family  hotel  in  a  quiet  but  handsome  street 
near  Plyde  Park.  As  the  brilliant  light  of  the  lamp 
which  burnt  before  its  door,  guided  her  to  the  spot,  the 
clock  struck  eleven.  She  had  loitered  for  a  few  paces  as 
though  irresolute,  and  making  up  her  mind  to  advance; 
but  the  sound  determined  her,  and  she  stepped  into  the 
hall.  The  porter's  seat  was  vacant.  She  looked  round 
with  an  air  of  incertitude,  and  advanced  towards  the 
stairs. 

"Now,  young  woman  !  "  said  a  smartly-dressed  female, 
looking  out  from  a  door  behind  her,  "who  do  you  want 
here?" 

"  A  lady  who  is  stopping  in  this  house,"  answered  the 
girl. 

"A  lady!"  was  the  reply,  accompanied  with  a  scorn- 
ful look.     "What  lady?" 

"  Miss  Maybe,"  said  Nancy. 

The  young  woman,  who  had,  by  this  time,  noted  her 
appearance,  replied  only  by  a  look  of  virtuous  disdain ; 
and  summoned  a  man  to  answer  her.  To  him,  Nancy 
repeated  her  request. 

"  What  name  am  I  to  say?"  asked  the  waiter. 

"  It's  of  no  use  saying  any,"  replied  Nancy. 
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"  Nor  business?"  said  the  man. 

"No,  nor  that  neither,"  rejoined  the  girl.  "I  must  see 
the  lady." 

"('dine!"  said  the  man, pushing  her  towards  the  door. 
"  None  of  tliis  !     Take  yourself  off." 

"I  shall  be  carried  out,  if  I  go  !  "  said  the  girl  violently  , 
''and  I  can  make  that  a  job  that  two  of  you  won't  like  to 
do.  Isn't  there  anybody  here,"  she  said,  looking  round, 
"that  will  see  a  simple  message  carried  for  a  poor  wretch 
like  me  ?" 

This  appeal  produced  an  effect  on  a  good  tempered- 
faced  man-cook,  who  with  some  other  of  the  servants  was 
looking  on,  and  who  stepped  forward  to  interfere. 

"Take  it  up  for  her,  Joe;  can't  you?"  said  this  person. 

"What's  the  good?"  replied  the  man.  "You  don't 
suppose  the  young  lady  will  see  such  as  her  ;  do  you  ?  " 

This  allusion  to  Nancy's  doubtful  character,  raised  a 
vast  quantity  of  chaste  wrath  in  the  bosoms  of  four  house- 
maids, who  remarked,  with  great  fervor,  that  the  creature 
was  a  disgrace  to  her  sex  ;  and  strongly  advocated  her 
being  thrown,  ruthlessly,  into  the  kennel. 

"Do  what  you  like  with  me,"  said  the  girl,  turning  to 
the  men  again  ;  "  but  do  what  I  ask  you  first,  and  I  ask 
you  to  give  this  message  for  God  Almighty's  sake." 

The  soft-hearted  cook  added  his  intercession,  and  the 
result  was  that  the  man  who  had  first  appeared  under- 
took its  delivery. 

"  What's  it  to  be  ?  "  said  the  man,  with  one  foot  on  the 
stairs. 

"  That  a  young  woman  earnestly  asks  to  speak  to  Miss 
Maylie  alone,"  said  Nancy  ;  "  and  that  if  the  lady  will 
only  hear  the  first  word  she  has  to  say,  she  will  know 
whether  to  hear  her  business,  or  to  have  her  turned  out 
of  doors  as  an  impostor." 

"I  say,"  said  the  man,  "  you're  coming  it  strong!" 

"  You  give  the  message,"  said  the  girl  firmly  ;  "  and 
let  me  hear  the  answer," 

The  man  ran  upstairs.  Nancy  remained,  pale  and  al- 
most breathless,  listening  with  quivering  lip  to  the  very 
audible  expressions  of  scorn,  of  which  the  chaste  house- 
maids were  very  prolific  ;  and  of  which  they  became  still 
more  so,  when  the  man  returned,  and  said  the  young 
woman  was  to  walk  upstairs. 
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"It's  no  good  being  proper  in  this  world, "said  the  first 
housemaid. 

"  Brass  can  do  Letter  than  the  gold  what  has  stood  the 
fire,"  said  the  second. 

The  third  contented  herself  with  wondering  "what 
ladies  was  made  of  ;  "  and  the  fourth  took  the  first  in 
a  quartette  of  "  Shameful !  "  with  which  the  Dianas  con- 
eluded. 

Regardless  of  all  this :  for  she  had  weightier  matters 
at  heart  :  Nancy  followed  the  man,  with  trembling 
limbs,  to  a  small  ante-chamber,  lighted  by  a  lamp  from 
the  ceiling.     Here  he  left  her  and  retired. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

A   STRANGE    INTERVIEW,  WHICH    IS    A    SEQUEL    TO    THE   LAST 
CHAPTER. 

The  girl's  life  had  been  squandered  in  the  streets,  and 
among  the  most  noisome  of  the  stews  and  dens  of  London, 
but  there  was  something  of  the  woman's  original  nature 
left  in  her  still  ;  and  when  she  heard  a  light  step  ap- 
proaching the  door  opposite  to  that  by  which  she  had 
entered,  and  thought  of  the  wide  contrast  which  the 
small  room  would  in  another  moment  contain,  she  felt 
burdened  with  the  sense  of  her  own  deep  shame,  and 
shrunk  as  though  she  could  scarcely  bear  the  presence  of 
her  with  whom  she  had  sought  this  interview. 

But  struggling  with  these  better  feelings  was  pride, — 
the  vice  of  the  lowest  and  most  debased  creatures  no  less 
than  of  the  high  and  self-assured.  The  miserable  com- 
panion of  thieves  and  ruffians,  the  fallen  outcast  of  low 
haunts,  the  associate  of  the  scourings  of  the  jails  and 
hulks,  living  within  the  shadow  of  the  gallows  itself, — 
even  this  degraded  being  felt  too  proud  to  betray  a  feeble 
gleam  of  the  womanly  feeling  which,  she  thought  a  weak- 
ness, but  which  alone  connected  her  with  that  humanity, 
of  which  her  wasting  life  had  obliterated  so  many,  many 
traces  when  a  very  child. 

She  raised  her  eyes  sufficiently  to  observe  that  the 
figure  which  presented  itself  was  that  of  a  slight  and 
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beautiful  girl  ;  and  then,  bending  them  on  the  ground, 
tossed  her  head  \\  ith  affected  carelessness  as  she  said  : 

"It's  a  hard  matter  to  get  to  see  you,  lady.  If  I  had 
taken  offence,  and  gone  away,  as  many  would  have  done, 
you'd  have  been  sorry  for  it  one  day,  and  not  without 
reason,  either." 

"  1  am  very  sorry  if  any  one  has  behaved  harshly  to 
you,"  replied  Rose.  "  Do  not  think  of  that.  Tell  me  why 
you  wished  to  see  me.     I  am  the  person  you  inquired  for." 

The  kind  tone  of  this  answer,  the  sweet  voice,  the  gentle 
manner,  the  absence  of  any  accent  of  haughtiness  or  dis- 
pleasure, took  the  girl  completely  by  surprise,  and  she 
burst  into  tears. 

"Oh,  lady,  lady !"  she  said,  clasping  her  hands  pas- 
sionately before  her  face,  "  if  there  was  more  like  you, 
there  would  be  fewer  like  me, — there  would— there 
would!" 

"  Sit  down,"  said  Rose,  earnestly.  "  You  distress  me. 
If  you  are  in  poverty  or  affliction  I  shall  be  truly  glad  to 
relieve  you  if  I  can, — I  shall  indeed.     Sit  down." 

"Let  me  stand,  lady,"  said  the  girl,  still  weeping,  "and 
do  not  speak  to  me  so  kindly  till  you  know  me  better.  It 
is  growing  late.     Is— is — that  door  shut?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Rose,  recoiling  a  few  steps,  as  if  to  be  nearer 
assistance  in  case  she  should  require  it.     "  Why  ?  " 

"  Because,"  said  the  girl,  "  I  am  about  to  put  my  life, 
and  the  lives  of  others  in  your  hands.  I  am  the  girl  that 
dragged  little  Oliver  back  to  old  Fagin's,  the  Jew's,  on 
the  night  he  went  out  from  the  house  in  Pentonville." 

"  You !  "  said  Rose  Maylie. 

"  I,  lady  !  "  replied  the  girl.  "  I  am  the  infamous  creat- 
ure you  have  heard  of,  that  lives  among  the  thieves,  and 
that  never  from  the  first  moment  I  can  recollect  my  eyes 
and  senses  opening  on  London  streets  have  known  any 
better  life,  or  kinder  words  than  they  have  given  me,  so 
help  me  God!  Do  not  mind  shrinking  openly  from  me, 
lady.  I  am  younger  than  you  would  think,  to  look  at  me, 
but  I  am  well  used  to  it.  The  poorest  women  fall  back, 
as  I  make  my  way  along  the  crowded  pavement." 

"  What  dreadful  things  are  these !  "  said  Rose,  involun- 
tarily falling  from  her  strange  companion. 

"  thank  Heaven  upon  your  knees,  dear  lady,"  cried  the 
girl,  "  that  you  had  friends  to  care  for  and  keep  you  in 
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your  childhood,  and  that  you  were  never  in  the  midst  of 
cold  and  hunger,  and  riot  and  drunkenness,  and — and 
something  worse  than  all— as  I  have  been  from  my 
cradle ;  I  may  use  the  word,  for  the  alley  and  the  gutter 
were  mine,  as  they  will  be  my  death-bed." 

"  I  pity  you !  "  said  Rose,  in  a  broken  voice.  "  It 
wrings  my  heart  to  hear  you !  " 

"  Heaven  bless  you  for  your  goodness  !  "  rejoined  the 
girl.  "If  you  knew  what  I  am  sometimes,  you  would 
pity  me,  indeed.  But  I  have  stolen  away  from  those  who 
would  surely  murder  me,  if  they  knew  I  had  been  here, 
to  tell  you  what  I  have  overheard.  Do  you  know  a  man 
named  Monks?" 

"  No,"  said  Rose. 

"  He  knows  you,"  replied  the  girl ;  "  and  knew  you 
were  here,  for  it  was  by  hearing  him  tell  the  place  that  I 
found  you  out." 

"I  never  heard  the  name,"  said  Rose. 

"Then  he  goes  by  some  other  amongst  us,"  rejoined 
the  girl,  "  which  I  more  than  thought  before.  Some  time 
ago,  and  soon  after  Oliver  was  put  into  your  house  on  the 
night  of  the  robbery,  I — suspecting  this  man — listened  to 
a  conversation  held  between  him  and  Fagin  in  the  dark. 
I  found  out,  from  what  I  heard,  that  Monks — the  man  I 
asked  you  about,  you  know — " 

"  Yes,"  said  Rose,  "  I  understand." 

" — That  Monks,"  pursued  the  girl,  "had  seen  him  ac- 
cidentally with  two  of  our  boys  on  the  day  we  first  lost 
him,  and  had  known  him  directly  to  be  the  same  child 
that  he  was  watching  for,  though  I  couldn't  make  out 
why.  A  bargain  was  struck  with  Fagin,  that  if  Oliver 
was  got  back  he  should  have  a  certain  sum  ;  and  he  was 
to  have  more  for  making  him  a  thief,  which  this  Monks 
wanted  for  some  purpose  of  his  own." 

"For  what  purpose?"   asked  Rose. 

"He  caught  sight  of  my  shadow  on  the  wall  as  I  list- 
ened, in  the  hope  of  finding  out,"  said  the  girl ;  "  and 
there  are  not  many  people  besides  me  that  could  have  got 
out  of  their  way  in  time  to  escape  discovery.  But  I  did; 
and  I  saw  him  no  more  till  last  night." 

"And  what  occurred  then?" 

"  I'll  tell  you,  lady.  Last  night  he  came  again.  Again 
they  went  upstairs,  and  I,  wrapping  myself  up  so  that 
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my  shadow  should  not  betray  me,  again  listened  ;it  the 
door.    The  first   words  I  heard  .Monks  say  were  these 

'So  1  he  only  proofs  of  the  hoy's  identity  lie  ill  the  bottom 
ot  the  river,  and  the  old  hat;  that  received  them  from  the 
mother  is  rotting  in  her  coffin.'  They  laughed,  and  talked 
bf  his  success  in  doing-  this  ;  and  Monks,  talking  on  about 
the  hoy,  and  getting  very  wild,  said,  that  though  he  had 
got  the  young  devil's  money  safely  now,  he'd  rather  have 
had  it  the  other  way;  for,  what  a  game  it  would  have 
been  to  have  brought  down  the  boast  of  the  father's  will, 
by  driving  him  through  every  jail  in  town,  and  then  haul- 
ing him  up  for  some  capital  felony,  which  Fagin  could 
easily  manage,  after  having  made  a  good  profit  of  him 
besides." 

"  What  is  all  this!"  said  Rose. 

"The  truth,  lady,  though  it  comes  from  my  lips,"  re- 
plied the  girl.  "Then,  he  said,  with  oaths  common 
enough  in  my  ears,  hut  strange  to  yours,  that  if  he  could 
gratify  his  hatred  by  taking  the  boy's  life  without  bring- 
ing his  own  neck  in  danger,  he  would  ;  hut,  as  he  couldn't, 
he'd  be  upon  the  watch  to  meet  him  at  every  turn  in  life; 
and  if  he  took  advantage  of  his  birth  and  history,  he 
might  BarSi  him  yet.  'In  short,  Fagin,'  he  says,  'Jew  as 
you  are,  you  never  laid  such  snares  as  I'll  contrive  for  my 
young  brother,  Oliver.'" 

"His  brother!"  exclaimed  Rose. 

"Those  were  his  words,"  said  Nancy,  glancing  uneasily 
round,  as  she  had  scarcely  ceased  to  do,  since  she  began 
to  speak,  for  a  vision  of  Sikes  haunted  her  perpetually. 
"And  more.  When  he  spoke  of  you  and  the  other  lady, 
and  said  it  seemed  contrived  hy  Heaven,  or  the  Devil, 
against  him,  that  Oliver  should  come  into  your  hands,  he 
laughed,  and  said  there  was  some  comfort  in  that  too,  for 
how  many  thousands  and  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
pounds  would  you  not  give,  if  you  had  them,  to  know  who 
your  two-legged  spaniel  was." 

"You  do  not  mean,"  said  Rose,  turning  very  pale,  "  to 
tell  me  that  this  was  said  in  earnest?" 

"  He  spoke  in  hard  and  angry  earnest,  if  a  man  ever 
did,"  replied  the  girl,  shaking  her  head,  "  He  is  an  earn- 
est man  when  his  hatred  is  up.  I  know  many  who  do 
worse  things;  but  I'd  rather  listen  to  them  all  a  dozen 
times,  than  to  that  Monks  once.      It  is  growing  late,  and 
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I  have  to  reach  home  without  suspicion  of  having  been  on 
such  an  errand  as  this.     I  must  get  back  quickly." 

"  But  what  can  I  do  ?"  said  Rose.  "  To  what  use  can  I 
turn  this  communication  without  you ?  Back!  Why  do 
you  wish  to  return  to  companions  you  paint  in  such 
terrible  colors  ?  If  you  repeat  tins  information  to  a 
gentleman  whom  I  can  summon  in  an  instant  from  the 
next  room,  you  can  be  consigned  to  some  place  of  safety 
without  half  an  hour's  delay." 

"  I  wish  to  go  back,"  said  the  girl.  "I  must  go  back, 
because — how  can  I  tell  such  things  to  an  innocent  lady 
like  you? — because  among  the  men  I  have  told  you  of, 
there  is  one  :  the  most  desperate  among  them  all :  that 
I  can't  leave ;  no,  not  even  to  be  saved  from  the  life  I  am 
leading  now." 

"Your  having  interfered  in  this  dear  boy's  behalf  be- 
fore," said  Rose  ;  "  your  coming  here,  at  so  great  a  risk, 
to  tell  me  what  you  have  heard ;  your  manner,  which 
convinces  me  of  the  truth  of  what  you  say  ;  your  evident 
contrition,  and  sense  of  shame;  all  lead  me  to  believe  that 
you  might  be  yet  reclaimed.  Oh !"  said  the  earnest  girl, 
folding  her  hands  as  the  tears  coursed  down  her  face, 
"  do  not  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  entreaties  of  one  of  your 
own  sex ;  the  first — the  first,  I  do  believe,  who  ever  ap- 
pealed to  you  in  the  voice  of  pity  and  compassion.  Do  hear 
my  words,  and  let  me  save  you  yet,  for  better  things." 

"Lady,"  cried  the  girl,  sinking  on  her  knees,  "dear, 
sweet,  angel  lady,  yon  are  the  first  that  ever  blessed  me 
with  such  words  as  these,  and  if  I  had  heard  them  years 
ago,  they  might  have  turned  me  from  a  life  of  sin  and 
sorrow;  but  it  is  too  late — it  is  too  late!  " 

"  It  is  never  too  late,"  said  Rose,r"  for  penitence  and 
atonement." 

"  It  is,"  cried  the  girl,writhing  in  the  agony  of  her  mind ; 
"I  cannot  leave  him  now !     I  could  not  be  his  death." 

"  Why  should  you  be  ?  "  asked  Rose. 

"  Nothing  could  save  him,"  cried  the  girl.  "  If  I  told 
others  what  I  have  told  you,  and  led  to  their  being  taken, 
he  would  be  sure  to  die.  He  is  the  boldest,  and  has  been 
so  cruel ! " 

"Is  it  possible,"  cried  Rose,  "that  for  such  a  man  as 
this,  you  can  resign  every  future  hope,  and  the  certainty 
of  immediate  rescue?     It  is  madness." 


318  OLIVER  TWIST. 

"I  don't  know  what  it  is"  answered  the  girl;  "I  only 
know  ttfat  it  is  so,  and  not  with  me  alone,  but  with  Bun- 
dreds  oi  others  as  bad  and  wretched  as  myself.  I  must 
go  back.  Whether  it  is  God's  wrath  for  the  wrong  I  have 
done,  I  do  not  know;  but  I  am  drawn  back  to  him  through 
every  suffering  and  ill  usage:  and  should  be,  I  believe,  if 
I  knew  that  1  was  to  die  by  his  hand  at  last." 

"  What  am  I  to  do  ? "  said  Rose.  " I  should  not  let  you 
depart  from  nie  thus." 

l-  You  should,  lady,  and  I  know  you  will,"  rejoined  the 
girl,  rising.  «  You  will  not  stop  my  going  because  1  have 
trusted  in  your  goodness,  and  forced  no  promise  from  you, 
as  I  might  have  done." 

"Of  what  use,  then,  is  the  communication  you  have 
made  ?  "  said  Rose.  "  This  mystery  must  be  investigated, 
or  how  will  its  disclosure  to  me,  benefit  Oliver,  whom  you 
are  anxious  to  serve?" 

"  You  must  have  some  kind  gentleman  about  you  that 
will  hear  it  as  a  secret,  and  advise  you  what  to  do,"  re- 
joined the  girl. 

"  But  where  can  I  find  you  again  when  it  is  necessary?" 
asked  Rose.  "  I  do  not  seek  to  know  where  these  dread- 
ful people  live,  but  where  will  you  be  walking  or  passing 
at  any  settled  period  from  this  time?" 

"  Will  you  promise  me  that  you  will  have  my  secret 
strictly  kept,  and  come  alone,  or  with  the  only  other  per- 
son that  knows  it ;  and  that  I  shall  not  be  watched  or 
followed  ?  "  asked  the  girl. 

"  I  promise  you  solemnly,"  answered  Rose. 

"Every  Sunday  night,  from  eleven  until  the  clock 
strikes  twelve,"  said  the  girl  without  hesitation,  "  I  will 
walk  on  London  Bridge  if  I  am  alive." 

"  Stay  another  moment,"  interposed  Rose,  as  the  girl 
moved  hurriedly  towards  the  door.  "  Think  once  again 
on  your  own  condition,  and  the  opportunity  you  have  of 
escaping  from  it.  You  have  a  claim  on  me:  not  only  as 
the  voluntary  bearer  of  this  intelligence,  but  as  a  woman 
lost  almost  beyond  redemption.  Will  you  return  to  this 
gang  of  robbers,  and  to  this  man, when  a  word  can  save  you  ? 
What  fascination  is  it  that  can  take  you  back,  and  make 
you  cling  to  wickedness  and  misery  ?  Oh !  is  there  no  chord 
in  your  heart  that  I  can  touch!  Is  there  nothing  left,  to 
which  I  can  appeal  against  this  terrible  infatuation  !  " 
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"When  ladies  as  young,  and  good,  and  beautiful  as  you 
are,"  replied  the  girl  steadily,  "give  away  your  hearts, 
love  will  carry  you  all  lengths — even  such  as  you,  who 
have  home,  friends,  other  admirers,  everything  to  fill 
them.  When  such  as  1,  who  have  no  certain  roof  but  the 
coffin-lid,  and  no  friend  in  sickness  or  death  but  the 
hospital  nurse,  set  our  rotten  hearts  on  any  man,  and  let 
him  fill  the  place  that  has  been  a  blank  through  all  our 
wretched  lives,  who  can  hope  to  cure  us?  Pity  us,  lady 
— pity  us  for  having  only  one  feeling  of  the  woman  left, 
and  for  having  that  turned,  by  a  heavy  judgment,  from 
a  comfort  and  a  pride,  into  a  new  means  of  violence  and 
suffering." 

"  You  will,"  said  Rose,  after  a  pause,  "  take  some 
money  from  me,  which  may  enable  you  to  live  without 
dishonesty — at  all  events  until  we  meet  again?" 

"Not  a  penny,"  replied  the  girl,  waving  her  hand. 

"  Do  not  close  your  heart  against  all  my  efforts  to  help 
you,"  said  Rose,  stepping  gently  forwards  "  I  wish  to 
serve  you  indeed." 

"You  would  serve  me  best,  lady,"  replied  the  girl, 
wringing  her  hands,  "  if  you  could  take  my  life  at  once  : 
for  1  have  felt  more  grief  to  think  of  what  I  am,  to-night, 
than  I  ever  did  before,  and  it  would  be  something  not  to 
die  in  the  same  hell  in  which  I  have  lived.  God  bless 
you,  sweet  lady,  and  send  as  much  happiness  on  your 
head  as  I  have  brought  shame  on  mine!  " 

Thus  speaking,  and  sobbing  aloud,  the  unhappy  creat- 
ure turned  away ;  while  Rose  Maylie,  overpowered  by 
this  extraordinary  interview,  which  had  more  the  sem- 
blance of  a  rapid  dream  than  an  actual  occurrence  sank 
into  a  chair,  and  endeavored  to  collect  her  wandering 
thoughts. 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

CONTAINING  FRESH  DISCOVERIES,     AND  SHOWING  THAT   SUR- 
PRISES, LIKE   MISFORTUNES,  SELDOM  COME   ALONE, 

Her  situation  was,  indeed,  one  of  no  common  trial  and 
difficulty.  While  she  felt  the  most  eager  and  burning 
desire  to  penetrate  the  mystery  in  which  Oliver's  history 
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was  enveloped,  she  could  not  but  hold  sacred  the  con- 
fidence which  tlif  miserable  woman  with  whom  she  had 
just  conversed,  had  reposed  in  her,  as  a  young  and  guile- 
less girl.  Her  words  and  manner  had  touched  Rose 
Maylie's  heart;  and  mingled  with  her  love  for  her  young 
charge,  and  scarcely  less  intense  in  its  truth  and  fervor. 
was  her  fond  wish  to  win  the  outcast  back  to  repentance 
and  hope. 

They  only  proposed  remaining  in  London  three  days, 
prior  to  departing  for  some  weeks  to  a  distant  part  of  the 
coast.  It  was  now  midnight  of  the  first  day.  What 
course  of  action  could  she  determine  upon,  which  could  be 
adopted  in  eight  and  forty  hours?  Or  how  could  she 
postpone  the  journey  without  exciting'  suspicion? 

Mr.  Losberne  was  with  them,  and  would  be  for  the 
next  two  days  ;  but  Hose  was  too  well  acquainted  with  the 
excellent  gentleman's  impetuosity,  and  foresaw  too  clearly 
the  wrath  with  which,  in  the  first  explosion  of  his  indig- 
nation, he  would  regard  the  instrument  of  Oliver's  re-cap- 
ture, to  trust  nim  with  the  secret,  when  her  representa- 
tions in  the  girl's  behalf  could  be  seconded  by  no  ex- 
perienced person.  These  were  all  reasons  for  the  great- 
est caution  and  most  circumspect  behavior  in  com- 
municating it  to  Mrs.  Maybe,  whose  first  impulse  would 
infallibly  be  to  hold  a  conference  with  the  worthy  doctor 
on  the  subject.  As  to  resorting  to  any  legal  adviser,  even 
if  she  had  known  how  to  do  so,  it  was  scarcely  to  be 
thought  of,  for  the  same  reasons.  Once  the  thought  oc- 
curred to  her  of  seeking  assistance  from  Harry;  but  this 
awakened  the  recollection  of  their  last  parting,  and  it 
seemed  unworthy  of  her  to  call  him  back,  when — the 
tears  rose  to  her  eyes  as  she  pursued  this  train  of  reflec- 
tion— he  might  have  by  this  time  learnt  to  forget  her, 
and  to  be  happier  away. 

Disturbed  by  these  different  reflections;  inclining  now 
to  one  course  and  then  to  another,  and  again  recoiling 
from  all,  as  each  successive  consideration  presented  itself 
to  her  mind;  Rose  passed  a  sleepless  and  anxious  night. 
After  more  communing  with  herself  next  day,  she  ar- 
rived at  the  desperate  conclusion  of  consulting  Harry. 

"  If  it  be  painful  to  him,"  she  thought,  "to  come  back 
here,  how  painful  will  it  be  to  me!  But  perhaps  he  will 
not  come ;  he  may  write,  or  he  may  come  himself,   and 


OLIVER  TWIST.  321 

studiously  abstain  from  meeting  me — he  did  when  he 
went  away.  I  hardly  thought  he  would;  but  it  was 
better  for  us  both."  And  here  Rose  dropped  the  pen, 
and  turned  away,  as  though  the  very  paper  which  was 
to  be  her  messenger  should  not  see  her  weep. 

She  had  taken  up  the  same  pen,  and  laid  it  down  again 
fifty  times,  and  had  considered  and  reconsidered  the  first 
line  of  her  letter  without  writing  the  first  word,  when 
Oliver,  who  had  been  walking  in  the  streets,  with  Mr. 
Giles  for  a  body-guard,  entered  the  room  in  such  breath- 
less haste  and  violent  agitation,  as  seemed  to  betoken 
some  new  cause  of  alarm. 

"What  makes  you  look  so  flurried?"  asked  Rose, 
advancing  to  meet  him. 

"  I  hardly  know  how ;  I  feel  as  if  I  should  be  choked," 
replied  the  boy.  "  Oh  dear!  To  think  that  I  should  see 
him  at  last,  and  you  should  be  able  to  know  that  I  have 
told  you  all  the  truth !  " 

"  I  never  thought  you  had  told  us  anything  but  the 
truth,"  said  Rose,  soothing  him.  "  But  what  is  this?— of 
whom  do  you  speak  ?  " 

"  I  have  seen  the  gentleman,"  replied  Oliver,  scarcely 
able  to  articulate,  "  the  gentleman  who  was  so  good  to  ine 
— Mr.  Brownlow,  that  we  have  so  often  talked  about." 

"  Where  ?  "  asked  Rose. 

"  Getting  out  of  a  coach,"  replied  Oliver,  shedding  tears 
of  delight,  "  and  going  into  a  house.  1  didn't  speak  to 
him — I  couldn't  speak  to  him,  for  he  didn't  see  me,  and  I 
trembled  so,  that  I  was  not  able  to  go  up  to  him.  But 
Giles  asked,  for  me,  whether  he  lived  there,  and  they  said 
he  did.  Look  here,"  said  Oliver,  opening  a  scrap  of 
paper,  "  here  it  is ;  here's  where  he  lives— I'm  going  there 
directly  !  Oh,  dear  me,  dear  me !  What  shall  I  do  when 
I  come  to  see  him  and  hear  him  speak  again  ! " 

With  her  attention  not  a  little  distracted  by  these  and 
a  great  many  other  incoherent  exclamations  of  joy,  Rose 
read  the  address,  which  was  Craven  Street,  in  the  Strand, 
and  very  soon  determined  upon  turning  the  discovery  to 
account 

"  Quick ! "  she  said,  "  tell  them  to  fetch  a  hackney-coach, 
and  be  ready  to  go  with  me.  I  will  take  you  there  directly, 
without  a  minute's  loss  of  time.     I  will  only  tell  my  aunt 
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fchal  we  are  goingout  for  an  hour,  and  be  ready  as  socn  as 
you  are." 

Oliver  needed  no  prompting  to  dispatch,  and  a  little 
more  than  Ave  minutes  they  were  on  their  way  to  Craven 
Street.  When  they  arrived  there,  Rose  leftOliver  in  the 
coach,  under  pretence  of  preparing  the  old  gentleman  to 
receive  him  ;  and  sending  up  her  card  by  the  servant,  re- 
quested to  see  Mr.  Brownlow  on  very  pressing  business. 
The  servant  soon  returned,  to  beg  that  she  would  walk 
upstairs;  and,  following  him  into  an  upper  room,  Miss 
Maylie  was  presented  to  an  elderly  gentleman  of  benevo- 
lent appearance,  in  a  bottle  green  coat.  At  no  great  dis- 
tance from  whom,  was  seated  another  old  gentleman,  in 
nankeen  breeches  and  gaiters;  who  did  not  look  particu- 
larly benevolent,  and 'who  was  sitting  with  his  hands 
clasped  on  the  top  of  a  thick  stick,  and  his  chin  propped 
thereupon. 

"Dear  me,"  said  the  gentleman,  in  the  bottle  green  coat, 
hastily  rising  with  great  politeness,  "  I  beg  your  pardon, 
young  lady — I  imagined  it  was  some  importunate  person 
who— I  beg  you  will  excuse  me.     Be  seated,  pray." 

"Mr.  Brownlow,  I  believe,  Sir?"  said  Rose,  glancing 
from  the  other  gentleman  to  the  one  who  had  spoken. 

'•That  is  my  name,"  said  the  old  gentleman.  "This  is 
my  friend,  Mr.  Grimwig.  Grimwig,  will  you  leave  us  for 
a  few  minutes  ?  " 

"  I  believe,"  interposed  Miss  Maylie,  "  that  at  this  period 
of  our  interview,  I  need  not  give  that  gentleman  the 
trouble  of  going  away.  If  I  am  correctly  informed,  he  is 
cognizant  of  the  business  on  which  I  wish  to  speak  to 
you." 

Mr,  Brownlow  inclined  his  head.  Mr.  Grimwig,  who 
had  made  one  very  stiff  bow,  and  risen  from  his  chair, 
made  another  very 'stiff  bow,  and  dropped  into  it  again. 

"  I  shall  surprise  you  very  much,  I  have  no  doubt,"  said 
Rose,  naturally  embarrassed  ;  "  but  you  once  showed  great 
benevolence  and  goodness  to  a  very  dear  young  friend  of 
mine,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  take  an  interest  in  hearing  of 
him  again." 

"Indeed?"  said  Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  Oliver  Twist  you  knew  him  as,"  replied  Rose. 

The  words  no  sooner  escaped  her  lips,  than  Mr.  Grim- 
wig, who  had  been  affecting  to  dip  into  a  large  book  that 
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lay  on  the  table,  upset  it  with  a  great  crash,  and  falling 
back  in  his  chair,  discharged  from  his  features  every  ex- 
pression but  one  of  the  most  unmitigated  wonder,  and 
indulged  in  a  prolonged  and  vacant  stare;  then,  as  if 
ashamed  of  having  betrayed  so  much  emotion,  he  jerked 
himself,  as  it  were,  by  a  convulsion  into  his  former  attitude, 
and  looking  out  straight  before  him  emitted  a  long  deep 
whistle,  which  seemed,  at  last,  not  to  be  discharged  on 
empty  air,  but  to  die  away  in  the  innermost  recesses  of 
his  stomach. 

Mr.  Brownlow  was  no  less  surprised,  although  his  aston- 
ishment was  not  expressed  in  the  same  eccentric  manner. 
He  drew  his  chair  nearer  to  Miss  Maylie's,  and  said, 

"Do  me  the  favor,  my  dear  young  lady,  to  leave  entirely 
out  of  the  question  that  goodness  and  benevolence  of  which 
you  speak,  and  of  which  nobody  else  knows  anything  ;  and 
if  you  have  it  in  your  power  to  produce  any  evidence  which 
will  alter  the  unfavorable  opinion  I  was  once  induced  to 
entertain  of  that  poor  child,  in  Heaven's  name  put  me  in 
possession  of  it." 

"  A  bad  one  !  I'll  eat  my  head  if  he  is  not  a  bad  one," 
growled  Mr.  Grimwig,  speaking  by  some  ventriloquial 
power,  without  moving  a  muscle  of  his  face. 

"  He  is  a  child  of  a  noble  nature  and  a  warm  heart," 
said  Rose,  coloring  ;  "  and  that  Power  which  has  thought 
fit  to  try  him  beyond  his  years,  has  planted  in  his  breast 
affections  and  feelings  \vhiclT"~would  do  honor  to  many 
who  have  numbered  his  days  six  times  over." 

"  I  am  only  sixty-one,"  said  Mr.  Grimwig,  with  the 
same  rigid  face.  "  And,  as  the  devil's  in  it  if  this  Oliver 
is  not  twelve  years  old  at  least,  I  don't  see  the  application 
of  that  remark." 

"Do  not  heed  my  friend,  Miss  May  lie,"  said  Mr.  Brown- 
low  ;  "  he  does  not  mean  what  he  says." 

"  Yes  he  does,"  growled  Mr.  Grimwig. 

"  No,  he  does  not,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  obviously  ris- 
ing in  wrath- as  he  spoke. 

"He'll  eat  his  head,  if  he  doesn't,"  growled  Mr.  Grim- 
wig. 

"  He  would  deserve  to  have  it  knocked  off,  if  he  does," 
said  Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  And  he'd  uncommonly  like  to  see  any  man  offer  to  do  it," 
responded  Mr.  Grimwig,  knocking  his  stick  upon  the  floor. 
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Having  gone  thus  far,  the  two  old  gentlemen  severally 
booh  snuff,  and  afterwards  shook  hands,  according  to  their 
invariable  custom. 

"Now,  Miss  Maylie,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  "to  return 
to  the  subject  in  which  your  humanity  is  so  much  in- 
terested. Will  you  let  me  know  what  intelligence  you 
have  of  this  poor  child  :  allowing  me  to  premise  that  I 
exhausted  every  means  in  my  power  of  discovering  him, 
and  that  since  I  have  been  absent  from  this  country,  my 
first  impression  that  he  had  imposed  upon  me,  and  had 
been  persuaded  by  his  former  associates  to  rob  me,  has 
been  considerably  shaken." 

Rose,  who  had  had  time  to  collect  her  thoughts,  at  once 
related,  in  a  few  natural  words,  all  that  had  befallen 
Oliver  since  he  left  Mr.  Brownlow's  house  ;  reserving 
Nancy's  information  for  that  gentleman's  private  ear,  and 
concluding  with  the  assurance  that  his  only  sorrow,  for 
some  months  past,  had  been  the  not  being  able  to  meet 
with  his  former  benefactor  and  friend. 

"  Thank  God !  "  said  the  old  gentleman.  "  This  is  great 
happiness  to  me  ;  great  happiness.  But  you  have  not 
told  me  where  he  is  now,  Miss  Maylie.  You  must  pardon 
my  finding  fault  with  you, — but  why  not  have  brought 
him?" 

"  He  is  waiting  in  a  coach  at  the  door,"  replied  Rose. 

"  At  this  door  !  "  cried  the  old  gentleman.  With  which 
he  hurried  out  of  the  room,  down  the  stairs,  up  the  coach- 
steps,  and  into  the  coach,  without  another  word. 

When  the  room-door  closed  behind  him,  Mr.  Grimwig 
lifted  up  his  head,  and  converting  one  of  the  hind  legs  of 
his  chair  into  a  pivot,  described  three  distinct  circles  with 
the  assistance  of  his  stick  and  the  table  :  sitting  in  it  all 
the  time.  After  performing  this  evolution,  he  rose  and 
limped  as  fast  as  he  could  up  and  down  the  room  at  least 
a  dozen  times,  and  then  stopping  suddenly  before  Rose, 
kissed  her  without  the  slightest  preface. 

"  Hush !  "  he  said,  as  the  young  lady  rose  in  some  alarm 
at  this  unusual  proceeding.  "Don't  be  afraid.  I'm  old 
enough  to  be  your  grandfather.  You're  a  sweet  girl.  I 
like  you.     Here  they  are!." 

In  fact,  as  he  threw  himself  at  one  dexterous  dive  into 
his  former  seat,  Mr.  Brownlow  returned,  accompanied  by 
Oliver,  whom   Mr.  Grimwig  received   very    graciously  ; 
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and  if  the  gratification  of  that  moment  had  been  the  only 
reward  for  all  her  anxiety  and  care  in  Oliver's  behalf, 
Rose  Maylie  would  have  been  well  repaid. 

"  There  is  somebody  else  who  should  not  be  forgotten, 
by  the  by,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  ringing  the  bell.  "  Send 
Mrs.  Bedwin  here,  if  you  please." 

The  old  housekeeper  answered  the  summons  with  all 
dispatch  ;  and  dropping  a  curtsey  at  the  door,  waited  for 
orders. 

"  Why,  you  get  blinder  every  day,  Bedwin,"  said  Mr. 
Brownlow,  rather  testily. 

"  Well,  that  I  do,  Sir,"  replied  the  old  lady.  "People's 
eyes,  at  my  time  of  life,  don't  improve  with  age,  Sir." 

"  I  could  have  told  you  that,"  rejoined  Mr.  Brownlow ; 
"  but  put  on  your  glasses,  and  see  if  you  can't  find  out 
what  you  were  wanted  for,  will  you?" 

The  old  lady  began  to  rummage  in  her  pocket  for  her 
spectacles.  But  Oliver's  patience  was  not  proof  against 
this  new  trial ;  and  yielding  to  his  first  impulse,  he  sprang 
into  her  arms. 

"  God  be  good  to  me  ! "  cried  the  old  lady,  embracing 
him  ;  "  it  is  my  innocent  boy  !  " 

"My  dear  old  nurse!  "  cried  Oliver. 

"  He  would  come  back— I  knew  he  would,"  said  the  old 
lady  holding  him  in  her  arms.  "  How  well  he  looks,  and 
how  like  a  gentleman's  son  he  is  dressed  again!  Where 
have  you  been,  this  long,  long  while?  Ah!  the  same 
sweet  face,  but  not  so  pale  ;  the  same  soft  eye,  but  not  so 
sad.  I  have  never  forgotten  them  or  his  quiet  smile,  but 
have  seen  them  every  day,  side  by  side  with  those  of  my 
own  dear  children,  dead  and  gone  since  I  was  a  light- 
some young  creature."  Running  on  thus,  and  now  hold- 
ing Oliver  from  her  to  mark  how  he  had  grown,  now 
clasping  him  to  her  and  passing  her  fingers  fondly  through 
his  hair,  the  good  soul  laughed  and  wept  upon  his  neck 
by  turns. 

Leaving  her  and  Oliver  to  compare  notes  at  leisure, 
Mr.  Brownlow  led  the  way  into  another  room  ;  and  there, 
heard  from  Rose  a  full  narration  of  her  interview  with 
Nancy,  which  occasioned  him  no  little  surprise  and  per- 
plexity. Rose  also  explained  her  reasons  for  not  mak- 
ing a  confidant  of  her  friend  Mr.  Losberne  in  the  first  in- 
stance •,  the  old  gentleman  considered  that  she  had  acted 
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prudently,  and  readily  undertook  to  hold  solemn  confer- 
ence wiiii  the  worthy  doctor  himself.  To  afford  him  an 
early  opportunity  for  the  execution  of  this  design,  it  was 
arranged  that  he  should  call  al  the  hotel  at  eight  o'clock 
that  evening,  and  that  in  the  meantime  Mrs.  Maylie 
should  be  cautiously  informed  of  all  that  hud  occurred. 
These  preliminaries  adjusted,  Rose  and  Oliver  returned 
home. 

I  Jose  had  by  no  means  overrated  the  measure  of  the 
good  doctor's  wrath.  Nancy's  history  was  ho  sooner  un- 
folded to  him,  than  he  poured  forth  a  shower  of  mingled 
threats  and  execrations ;  threatened  to  make  her  the 
first  victim  of  the  combined  ingenuity  of  Messrs.  Blathers 
and  Duff;  and  actually  put  on  bis  bat  preparatory  to 
sallying-  forth  immediately  to  obtain  the  assistance  of  those 
worthies.  And,  doubtless,  be  would,  in  bis  first  outbreak, 
have  carried  the  intention  into  effect  without  a  moment's 
consideration  of  the  consequences,  if  he  had  not  been  re- 
strained, in  part,  by  corresponding  violence  on  the  side 
of  Mr.  Brownlow,  who  was  himself  of  an  irascible  tem- 
perament, and  partly  by  such  arguments  and  represen- 
tations as  seemed  best  calculated  to  dissuade  him  from 
his  hotbrained  purpose. 

"Then  what  the  devil  is  to  be  done?"  said  the  impet- 
uous doctor,  when  they  had  rejoined  the  two  ladies. 
"  Are  we  to  pass  a  vote  of  thanks  to  all  these  vagabonds, 
male  and  female,  and  beg  them  to  accept  a  hundred 
pounds,  or  so,  apiece,  as  a  trifling  mark  of  our  esteem, 
and  some  slight  acknowledgment  of  their  kindness  to 
Oliver  ?  " 

"Not  exactly  that,"  rejoined  Mr.  Brownlow,  laughing; 
"but  we  must  proceed  gently  and  with  great  care." 

"Gentleness  and  care!"  exclaimed  the  doctor.  "I'd 
send  them  one  and  all  to " 

"  Never  mind  where,"  interposed  Mr.  Brownlow.  "  But 
reflect  whether  sending  them  anywhere  is  likely  to  attain 
the  object  we  have  in  view." 

"  What  object?"  asked  the  doctor. 

"Simply,  the  discovery  of  Oliver's  parentage,  and  re- 
gaining for  him  the  inheritance  of  which,  if  this  story  be 
true,  he  has  been  fraudulently  deprived." 

"Ah!"  said  Mr.  Losberne,  cooling  himself  with  his 
pocket-handkerchief ;  "  I  almost  forgot  that." 
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"  You  see,"  pursued  Mr.  Brownlow ;  "  placing  this  poor 
girl  entirely  out  of  the  question,  and  supposing  it  were 
possible  to  bring  these  scoundrels  to  justice  without 
compromising  her  safety,  what  good  should  we  bring 
about?" 

"  Hanging  a  few  of  them  at  least,  in  all  probability," 
suggested  the  doctor,  "and  transporting  the  rest." 

"Very  good,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow,  smiling;  "but  no 
doubt  they  will  bring  that  about  for  themselves  in  the  ful- 
ness of  time,  and  if  we  step  in  to  forestall  them,  it  seems 
to  me  that  we  shall  be  performing  a  very  Quixotic  act, 
in  direct  opposition  to  our  own  interest — or  at  least  to 
Oliver's  which  is  the  same  thing." 

"  How  ?  "  inquired  the  doctor. 

"Thus.  It  is  quite  clear  that  we  shall  have  extreme 
difficulty  in  getting  to  the  bottom  of  this  mystery,  unless 
we  can  bring  this  man,  Monks,  upon  his  knees.  That 
can  only  be  done  by  stratagem,  and  by  catching  him  when 
he  is  not  surrounded  by  these  people.  For,  suppose  he 
were  apprehended,  we  have  no  proof  against  him.  He  is 
not  even  (so  far  as  we  know,  or  as  the  facts  appear  to  us) 
concerned  with  the  gang  in  any  of  their  robberies.  If  he 
were  not  discharged,  it  is  very  unlikely  that  he  could  re- 
ceive any  further  punishment  than  being  committed  to 
prison  as  a  rogue  and  vagabond;  and  of  course  ever  af- 
terwards his  mouth  is  so  obstinately  closed  that  he  might 
as  well,  for  our  purposes,  be  deaf,  dumb,  blind,  and  an 
idiot." 

"Then,"  said  the  doctor  impetuously,  "I  put  it  to  you 
again,  whether  you  think  it  reasonable  that  this  promise 
to  the  girl  should  be  considered  binding;  a  promise  made 
with  the  best  and  kindest  intentions,  but  really " 

"Do  not  discuss  the  point,  my  dear  young  lady,  pray," 
said  Mr.  Brownlow,  interrupting  Hose  as  she  was  about 
to  speak.  "  The  promise  shall  be  kept.  I  don't  think  it 
will,  in  the  slightest  degree,  interfere  with  our  proceed- 
ings. But,  before  we  can  resolve  upon  any  precise  course 
of  action,  it  will  be  necessary  to  see  the  girl ;  to  ascertain 
from  her  whether  she  will  point  out  this  Monks,  on  the 
understanding  that  he  is  to  he  dealt  with  by  us,  and  not 
by  the  law;  or,  if  she  will  not,  or  cannot  do  that,  to  pro- 
cure from  her  such  an  account  of  his  haunts  and  descrip- 
tion of  his  person,  as  will  enable  us  to  identify  him.     She 
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cannot  be  seen  until  next  Sunday  night  ;  this  is  Tuesday. 
I  would  suggest  that,  in  the  meantime,  we  remain  per- 
fectly  quiet,  and  keep  these  matters  secret  even  froni 
Oliver  himself." 

Although  Mr.  Losberne  received  with  many  wry  faces 
«i  proposal  involving  a  delay  of  five  whole  days,  he  was 
fain  to  admit  that  no  better  course  occurred  to  him  ju  I 
then;  and  as  both  Rose  and  ."Mrs.  Maylie  sided  very 
strongly  with  Mr.  Brownlow,  that  gentleman's  proposi 
tion  was  carried  unanimously. 

"  I  should  like,"  he  said,  "  to  call  in  the  aid  of  my  friend 
Grimwig.  He  is  a  strange  creature,  but  a  shrewd  one, 
and  might  prove  of  material  assistance  to  us ;  I  should 
say  that  ho  was  bred  a  lawyer,  and  quitted  the  Bar  in 
disgust  because  he  had  only  one  brief  and  a  motion  of 
course  in  twenty  years,  though  whether  that  is  a  recom- 
mendation or  not," you  must  determine  for  yourselves." 

"I  have  no  objection  to  your  calling  in  your  friend  if  I 
may  call  in  mine,"  said  the  doctor. 

"  We  must  put  it  to  the  vote,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow, 
«  who  may  he  be  ?  " 

"That  lady's  son,  and  this  young  lady's— very  old 
friend,"  said  the  doctor,  motioning  towards  Mrs.  Maylie, 
and  concluding  with  an  expressive  glance  at  her  niece. 

Rose  blushed  deeply,  but  she  did  not  make  any  audible 
objection  to  this  motion  (possibly  she  felt  in  a  hopeless 
minority) ;  and  Harry  Maylie  and  Mr.  Grimwig  were  ac- 
cordingly added  to  the  committee. 

"  We  stay  in  town,  of  course,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie,  "  while 
there  remains  the  slightest  prospect  of  prosecuting  this 
inquiry  with  a  chance  of  success.  I  will  spare  neither 
trouble  nor  expense  in  behalf  of  the  object  in  which  we 
are  all  so  deeply  interested,  and  I  am  content  to  remain 
here,  if  it  be  for  twelve  months,  so  long  as  you  assure 
me  thatanv  hope  remains." 

"Good!"  rejoined  Mr.  Brownlow.  "And  as  I  see  on 
the  faces  about  me,  a  disposition  to  inquire  how  it  hap- 
pened that  I  was  not  in  the  way  to  corroborate  Oliver's 
tale,  and  had  so  suddenly  left  the  kingdom,  let  me  stipulate 
that  I  shall  be  asked  no  questions  until  such  time  as  I 
may  deem  it  expedient  to  forestall  them  by  telling  my  own 
story.  Believe  me,  I  make  this  request  with  good  reason, 
for  I  might  otherwise  excite  hopes  destined  never  to  be 
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realized,  and  only  increase  difficulties  and  disappoint- 
ments already  quite- numerous  enough.  Come!  Supper 
has  been  announced,  and  young  Oliver,  who  is  all  alone 
in  the  next  room,  will  have  begun  to  think,  by  this  time, 
that  we  have  wearied  of  his  company,  and  entered  into 
some  dark  conspiracy  to  thrust  him  forth  upon  the  world." 
With  these  words,  the  old  gentleman  gave  his  hand  to 
Mrs.  Maylie,  and  escorted  her  into  the  supper-room.  Mr. 
Losberne  followed,  leading  Rose;  and  the  council  was,  for 
the  present,  effectually  broken  up. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

AN  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE  OF  OLIVER'S,  EXHIBITING  DECIDED 
MARKS  OF  GENIUS,  BECOMES  A  PUBLIC  CHARACTER  IN  THE 
METROPOLIS. 

Upon  the  very  same  night  when  Nancy,  having  lulled 
Mr.  Sikes  to  sleep,  hurried  on  her  self-imposed  mission 
to  Rose  Maylie,  there  advanced  towards  London,  by  the 
Great  North  Road,  two  persons,  upon  whom  it  is  expedient 
that  this  history  should  bestow  some  attention. 

They  were  a  man  and  woman;  or  perhaps  they  would 
be  better  described  as  a  male  and  female ;  for  the  former 
was  one  of  those  long-limbed,  knock-kneed,  shambling, 
bony  people,  to  whom  it  is  difficult  to  assign  any  precise 
age, — looking  as  they  do,  when  they  are  yet  boys,  like 
nndergrown  men,  and  when  they  are  almost  men,  like 
overgrown  boys.  The  woman  was  young,  but  of  a  robust 
and  hardy  make,  as  she  need  have  been  to  bear  the 
weight  of  the  heavy  bundle  which  was  strapped  to  her 
back.  Her  companion  was  not  encumbered  with  much 
luggage,  as  there  merely  dangled  from  a  stick,  which  he 
carried  over  his  shoulder,  a  small  parcel  wrapped  in  a 
common  handkerchief,  and  apparently  light  enough. 
This  circumstance,  added  to  the  length  of  his  legs,  which 
were  of  unusual  extent,  enabled  him  with  much  ease  to 
keep  some  half-dozen  paces  in  advance  of  his  companion, 
to  whom  he  occasionally  turned  with  an  impatient  jerk 
of  the  head :  as  if  reproaching  her  tardiness,  and  urging 
her  to  greater  exertion. 
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Thus,  they  had  toiled  along  the  dusty  road,  taking  little 
heed  of  any  object  within  sight,  save  when  they  stepped 
aside  to  allow  a  wider  passage  for  the  mail-coaches  which 
were  whirling  out  of  town,  until  they  passed  through 
Highgate  Archway  ;  when  the  foremost  traveller  stopped 
and  called  impatiently  to  his  companion. 

"Come  on,  can't  yer?  What  a  lazybones  yer  are, 
Charlotte." 

"It's  a  heavy  load,  I  can  tell  yon,"  said  the  female, 
coming- up,  almost  breathless  wilh  fatigue. 

"  Heavy  1  Whal  are  yer  talking  about?  What  are  yer 
made  for?"  rejoined  the  male  traveller,  changing  his  own 
little  bundle  as  he  spoke,  to  the  other  shoulder.  "Oh, 
there  yer  are,  resting  again!  Well,  if  yer  ain't  enough 
to  tire  anybody's  patience  out,  I  don't  know  what  is!" 

"Is  it  much  farther?  "  asked  the  woman,  resting  her- 
self against  a  hank,  and  looking  up  with  the  perspiration 
streaming  from  her  face. 

"  Much  farther  !  Yer  as  good  as  there,"  said  the  long- 
legged  tramper  pointing  out  before  him.  "Look  there! 
Those  are  the  lights  of  London." 

"  They're  a  good  two  mile  off,  at  least,"  said  the 
woman  despondingly. 

"Never  mind  whether  they're  two  mile  off,  or  twenty," 
said  Noah  Claypole ;  for  he  it  was;  "but  get  up  and 
come  on,  or  I'll  kick  yer,  and  so  I  give  yer  notice." 

As  Noah's  red  nose  grew  redder  with  anger,  and  as  he 
crossed  the  road  while  speaking,  as  if  fully  prepared  to 
put  his  threat  into  execution,  the  woman  rose  without 
any  further  remark,  and  trudged  onward  by  his  side. 

"Where  do  you  mean  to  stop  for  the  night,  Noah?" 
she  asked,  after  they  had  walked  a  few  hundred  yards. 

"How  should  I  know?"  replied  Noah,  whose  temper 
had  been  considerably  impaired  by  walking. 

"  Near,  I  hope,"  said  Charlotte. 

"  No,  not  near,"  replied  Mr.  Claypole.  "  There !  Not 
near  ;  so  don't  think  it.' 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  When  I  tell  yer  that  I  don't  mean  to  do  a  thing,  that's 
enough,  without  any  why  or  because  either,"  replied  Mr. 
Claypole  with  dignity. 

"  Well,  you  needn't  be  so  cross,"  said  his  companion. 

"A  pretty  thing  it  would  be,  wouldn't  it,  to  go  and 
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stop  at  the  very  first  public-house  outside  the  town,  so 
that  Sowerberry,  if  he  come  up  after  us,  might  poke  in 
his  old  nose,  and  have  us  taken  back  in  a  cart  with  hand- 
cuffs on,"  said  Mr.  Clay  pole  in  a  jeering  tone.  "No!  I 
shall  go  and  lose  myself  among  the  narrowest  streets  I 
can  find,  and  not  stop  till  we  come  to  the  very  out-of-the- 
wayest  house  I  can  set  eyes  on.  'Cod,  yer  may  thank  yer 
stars  I've  got  a  head ;  for  if  we  hadn't  gone,  at  first,  the 
wrong  road  a  purpose,  and  come  back  across  country, 
yer'd  have  been  locked  up  hard  and  fast  a  week  ago,  niy 
lady.     And  serve  yer  right  for  being  a  fool." 

"  I  know  I  ain't  as  cunning  as  you  are,"  replied  Char- 
lotte; "but  don't  put  all  the  blame  on  me,  and  say  7 
should  have  been  locked  up.  You  would  have  been  if  I 
had  been,  any  way." 

"Yer  took  the  money  from  the  till,  yer  know  yer  did," 
said  Mr.  Claypole. 

"I  took  it  for  you,  Noah  dear,"  rejoined  Charlotte. 

"Did  I  keep  it?"  asked  Mr.  Claypole. 

"No;  you  trusted  in  me,  and  let  me  carry  it  like  a 
dear,  and  so  you  are,"  said  the  lady,  chucking  him  under 
the  chin,  and  drawing  her  arm  through  his. 

This  was  indeed  the  case;  but  as  it  was  not  Mr.  Clay- 
pole's  habit  to  repose  a  blind  and  foolish  confidence  in 
anybody,  it  should  be  observed,  in  justice  to  that  gentle- 
man, that  he  had  trusted  Charlotte  to  this  extent,  in 
order  that,  if  they  were  pursued,  the  money  might  be 
found  on  her:  which  would  leave  him  an  opportunity  of 
asserting  his  utter  innocence  of  any  theft,  and  would 
greatly  facilitate  his  chances  of  escape.  Of  course,  he 
entered  at  this  juncture,  into  no  explanation  of  his 
motives,  and  they  walked  on  very  lovingly  together. 

In  pursuance  of  this  cautious  plan,  Mr.  Claypole  went, 
on,  without  halting,  until  he  arrived  at  the  Angel  at  Is- 
lington, where  he  wisely  judged,  from  the  crowd  of  pas- 
sengers and  number  of  vehicles,  that  London  began  in 
earnest.  Just  pausing  to  observe  which  appeared  the 
most  crowded  streets,  and  consequently  the  most  to  be 
avoided,  he  crossed  into  Saint  John's  Road,  and  was 
soon  deep  in  the  obscurity  of  the  intricate  and  dirty  ways 
which,  lying  between  Gray's  Inn  Lane  and  Smithfield, 
render  that  part  of  the  town  one  of  the  lowest  and  worst 
that  improvement  has  left  in  the  midst  of  London. 
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Through  these  streets,  Noah  Claypole  walked,  dragging 
Charlotte  after  him;  now  stepping  into  the  kennel  to 
to  erabraoe  at  a  glance  the  whole  external  character  of 
some  small  public-house;  and  now  jogging  on  again,  as 
some  fancied  appearance  induced  him  to  believe  it  too 
public  for  his  purpose.  At  Length,  he  stopped  in  front  of 
one,  more  humble  in  appearance  and  more  dirty  than  any 
he  had  yet  seen;  and,  having  crossed  over  and  surveyed 
it  from  the  opposite  pavement,  graciously  announced  his 
intention  of  putting  up  there,  for  the  night. 

"So  give  us  the  bundle,"  said  Noah,  unstrapping  it 
from  the  woman's  shoulders,  and  slinging  it  over  his 
own ;  and  don't  yer  speak,  except  when  yer  spoke  to. 
What's  the  name  of  the  house — t-h-r — three  what?" 

"Cripples,"  said  Charlotte, 

"  Three  Cripples,"  repeated  Noah,  "  and  a  very  good 
sign  too.  Now,  then !  Keep  close  at  my  heels,  and 
come  along."  With  these  injunctions,  he  pushed  the  rat- 
tling door  with  his  shoulder,  and  entered  the  house, 
followed  by  his  companion. 

There  was  nobody  in  the  bar  but  a  young  Jew,  who, 
with  his  two  elbows  on  the  counter,  was  reading  a  dirty 
newspaper.  He  stared  very  hard  at  Noah,  and  Noah 
stared  very  hard  at  him. 

If  Noah  had  been  attired  in  his  charity-boy's  dress, 
there  might  have  been  some  reason  for  the  Jew  opening 
his  eyes  so  wide ;  but  as  he  had  discarded  the  coat  and 
badge,  and  wore  a  short  smock-frock  over  his  leathers, 
there  seemed  no  particular  reason  for  his  appearance 
exciting  so  much  attention  in  a  public-house. 

"  Is  this  the  Three  Cripples  ?  "  asked  Noah. 

"  That  is  the  dabe  of  this  ouse,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"A  gentleman  we  met  on  the  road,  coming  up  from  the 
country,  recommended  us  here,"  said  Noah,  nudging 
Charlotte,  perhaps  to  call  her  attention  to  this  most  in- 
genious device  for  attracting  respect,  and  perhaps  to 
warn  her  to  betray  no  surprise.  "  We  want  to  sleep  here 
to-night." 

"I'b  dot  certaid  you  cad,"  said  Barney,  who  was  the 
attendant  sprite  ;  "  but  I'll  idquire." 

"  Show  us  the  tap,  and  give  us  a  bit  of  cold  meat  and 
a  drop  of  beer  while  yer  inquiring,  will  yer?"  said 
Noah . 
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Barney  complied  by  ushering  them  into  a  small  back- 
room, and  setting  the  required  viands  before  them; 
having  done  which,  he  informed  the  travellers  that  they 
could  be  lodged  that  night,  and  left  the  amiable  couple 
to  their  refreshment. 

Now,  this  backroom  was  immediately  behind  the  bar, 
and  some  steps  lower,  so  that  any  person  connected  with 
the  house,  undrawing  a  small  curtain  which  concealed  a 
single  pane  of  glass  fixed  in  the  wall  of  the  last-named 
apartment,  about  five  feet  from  its  flooring,  could  not 
only  look  down  upon  any  guests  in  the  back-room  with- 
out any  great  hazard  of  being  observed  (the  glass  being 
in  a  dark  angle  of  the  wall,  between  which  and  a  large 
upright  beam  the  observer  had  to  thrust  himself),  but 
could,  by  applying  his  ear  to  the  partition,  ascertain  with 
tolerable  distinctness,  their  subject  of  conversation. 
The  landlord  of  the  house  had  not  withdrawn  his  eye 
from  this  place  of  espial  for  five  minutes,  and  Barney  had 
only  just  returned  from  making  the  communication  above 
related,  when  Fagin,  in  the  course  of  his  evening's  busi- 
ness, came  into  the  bar  to  inquire  after  some  of  his  young 
pupils. 

"  Hush  !  "  said  Barney  :  "  stradegers  id  the  next  roob." 

"  Strangers  !  "  repeated  the  old  man  in  a  whisper. 

"Ah!  Ad  rub  uds  too,"  added  Barney.  "Frob  the 
cuttry,  but  subthig  in  your  way,  or  I'b  bistaked." 

Fagin  appeared  to  receive  this  communication  with 
great  interest.  Mounting  on  a  stool,  he  cautiously  applied 
his  eye  to  the  pane  of  glass,  from  which  secret  post  he 
could  see  Mr.  Claypole  taking  cold  beef  from  the  dish, 
and  porter  from  the  pot,  and  administering  homoeopathic 
doses  of  both  to  Charlotte,  who  sat  patiently  by,  eating 
and  drinking  at  his  pleasure. 

"  Aha  !  "  whispered  the  Jew,  looking  round  to  Barney, 
"  I  like  that  fellow's  looks.  He'd  be  of  use  to  us ;  he 
knows  how  to  train  the  girl  already.  Don't  make  as 
much  noise  as  a  mouse,  my  dear,  and  let  me  hear  'em  talk 
— let  me  hear  'em." 

The  Jew  again  applied  his  eye  to  the  glass,  and  turn- 
ing his  ear  to  the  partition,  listened  attentively :  with  a 
subtle  and  eager  look  upon  his  face,  that  might  have  ap- 
pertained to  some  old  goblin. 

"So   I  mean  to  be    a  gentleman,"  said 'Mr.  Claypole, 
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kicking  oui  his  legs,  and  continuing  a  conversation,  the 
commenceineni  of  which  Fagin  had  arrived  too  late  to 
hear.  "No  more  jolly  old  coffins,  Charlotte,  hut  a  gen- 
tleman's life  for  me;  and,  if  yer  like  yer  shall  he  a  lady." 

'•I  should  like  thai  well  enough,  dear;' replied  Char- 
lotte: "but  tills  ain't  to  he  emptied  every  day,  and  people 
to  get  clear  off  after  it." 

-Tills  he  blowed ! "  said  Mr.  Claypole;  "there's  more 
things  besides  tills  to  be  emptied." 

k-  What  do  you  mean?"  asked  his  companion. 

"Pockets,  women's  ridicules,  houses,  mail-coaches, 
banks!"  said  Mr.  Claypole,  rising  with  the  porter. 

"  But  you  can't  do  all  that,  dear,"  said  Charlotte. 

"I  shall  look  out  to  get  into  company  with  them  as 
can,"  replied  Noah.  "  They'll  be  able  to  make  us  useful 
some  way  or  another.  Why,  you  yourself  are  worth 
fifty  women ;  I  never  see  such  a  precious  sly  and  deceit- 
ful creetur  as  yer  can  be  when  I  let  yer." 

"  Lor,  how  nice  it  is  to  hear  you  say  so !  "  exclaimed 
Charlotte,  imprinting  a  kiss  upon  his  ugly  face. 

"  There,  that'll  do  :  don't  yer  be  too  affectionate,  in  case 
I'm  cross  with  yer,"  said  Noah,  disengaging  himself  with 
great  gravity.  "  I  should  like  to  be  the  captain  of  some 
band,  and  have  the  whooping  of  'em,  and  follering  'em 
about,  unbeknown  to  themselves.  That  would  suit  me, 
if  there  was  good  profit;  and  if  we  could  only  get  in 
with  some  gentlemen  of  this  sort,  I  say  it  would  be  cheap 
at  that  twenty-pound  note  you've  got, — especially  as  we 
don't  very  well  know  how  to  get  rid  of  it  ourselves." 

After  expressing  this  opinion,  Mr.  Claypole  looked  into 
the  porter-pot  with  an  aspect  of  deep  wisdom  ;  and  hav- 
ing well  shaken  its  contents,  nodded  condescendingly  to 
Charlotte,  and  took  a  draught,  wherewith  he  appeared 
greatly  refreshed.  He  was  meditating  another,  when 
the  sudden  opening  of  the  door,  and  the  appearance  of  a 
stranger,  interrupted  him. 

The  stranger  was  Mr.  Fagin.  And  very  amiable  he 
looked,  and  a  very  low  bow  he  made,  as  he  advanced, 
and,  setting  himself  down  at  the  nearest  table,  ordered 
something  to  drink  of  the  grinning  Barney. 

"A  pleasant  night,  Sir,  but  cool  for  the  time  of  year," 
said  Fagin,  rubbing  his  hands.  "  From  the  country,  I 
see,  Sir?" 
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"  How  do  yer  see  that  ?  "  asked  Noah  Claypole. 

"  We  have  not  so  much  dust  as  that  in  London,"  replied 
the  Jew,  pointing  from  Noah's  shoes  to  those  of  his  com- 
panion, and  from  them  to  the  two  bundles. 

"  Yer  a  sharp  feller,"  said  Noah.  "  Ha !  ha  !  only  hear 
that,  Charlotte !  " 

"  Why,  one  need  be  sharp  in  this  town,  my  dear," 
replied  the  Jew,  sinking  his  voice  to  a  confidential  whis- 
per; "and  that's  the  truth." 

The  Jew  followed  up  this  remark  by  striking  the  side 
of  his  nose  with  his  right  forefinger, — a  gesture  which 
Noah  attempted  to  imitate,  though  not  with  complete 
success,  in  consequence  of  his  own  nose  not  being  large 
enough  for  the  purpose.  However,  Mr.  Fagin  seemed  to 
interpret  the  endeavor  as  expressing  a  perfect  coincidence 
with  his  opinion,  and  put  about  the  liquor  which  Barney 
reappeared  with,  in  a  very  friendly  manner. 

"  Good  stuff  that,"  observed  Mr.  Claypole,  smacking 
his  lips. 

"Dear!  "  said  Fagin.  "  A  man  need  be  always  empty- 
ing a  till,  or  a  pocket,  or  a  woman's  reticule,  or  a  house, 
or  a  mail-coach,  or  a  bank,  if  he  drinks  it  regularly." 

Mr.  Claypole  no  sooner  heard  this  extract  from  his  own 
remarks  than  he  fell  back  in  his  chair,  and  looked  from 
the  Jew  to  Charlotte  with  a  countenance  of  ashy  paleness 
and  excessive  terror. 

"  Don't  mind  me,  my  dear,"  said  Fagin,  drawing  his 
chair  closer.  "Ha!  ha!  it  was  lucky  it  was  only  me 
that  heard  you  by  chance.  It  was  very  lucky  it  was  only 
me." 

"  I  didn't  take  it,"  stammered  Noah,  no  longer  stretch- 
ing out  his  legs  like  an  independent  gentleman,  but  coil- 
ing them  up  as  well  as  he  could  under  his  chair;  "it  was 
all  her  doing :  yer've  got  it  now,  Charlotte,  yer  know 
yer  have." 

"No  matter  who's  got  it,  or  who,  did  it,  my  dear!n 
replied  Fagin,  glancing,  nevertheless,  with  a  hawk's  eye 
at  the  girl  and  the  two  bundles.  "  I'm  in  that  way  myself, 
and  I  like  you  for  it." 

"  In  what  way?"  asked  Mr.  Claypole,  a  little  recover- 
ing. 

"  In  that  way  of  business,"  rejoined  Fagin  ;  "  and  so 
are  the  people  of  the  house.     You've  hit  the  right  nail 
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upon  fche  head,  and  are  as  safe  here  as  you  could  be.  There 
is  not  a  safer  place  in  all  this  town  than  is  the  Cripples; 
that  is,  when  I  like  to  make  it  so,  and  I  have  taken  a 
fancy  to  you  and  the  young  woman ;  so  I've  said  the  word, 

and  von  may  make  your  minds  easy." 

Noah  Clay  pole's  inn  id  might  have  been  at  ease  after  this 
assurance,  but  his  body  certainly  was  not ;  for  he  shuffled 
and  writhed  about,  into  various  uncouth  positions  :  eyeing 
his  new  friend  meanwhile  with  mingled  fear  and  sus" 
picion. 

« I'll  tell  you  more,"  said  the  Jew,  after  he  had  reassured 
the  girl,  by  dint  of  friendly  nods  and  muttered  encourage- 
ments. "I  have  got  a  friend  that  I  think  can  gratify 
your  darling  wish,  and  put  you  in  the  right  way,  where 
you  can  take  whatever  department  of  the  business  you 
think  will  suit  you  best  at  first,  and  be  taught  all  the 
others." 

"  Yer  speak  as  if  yer  were  in  earnest,"  replied  Noah. 

"What  advantage  would  it  me  to  be  anything  else?" 
inquired  the  Jew,  shrugging  his  shoulders.  "  Here !  Let 
me  have  a  word  with  you  outside." 

"  There's  no  occasion  to  trouble  ourselves  to  move," 
said  Noah,  getting  his  legs  by  gradual  degrees  abroad 
again.  «  Shell  take  the  luggage  upstairs  the  while. 
Charlotte,  see  to  them  bundles !  " 

This  mandate,  which  had  been  delivered  with  great 
majesty,  was  obeyed  without  the  slightest  demur;  and 
Charlotte  made  the  best  of  her  way  off  with  the  packages 
while  Noah  held  the  door  open  and  watched  her  out. 

"  She's  kept  tolerably  well  under,  ain't  she?"  he  asked 
as  he  resumed  his  seat:  in  a  tone  of  a  keeper  who  has 
tamed  some  wild  animal. 

"  Quite  perfect,"  rejoined  Fagin,  clapping  him  on  the 
shoulder.     «  You're  a  genius,  my  dear." 

"Why,  I  suppose  if  I  wasn't,  I  shouldn't  be  here," 
replied  Noah.  "But,  I  say,  she'll  be  back  if  yer  lose 
time." 

"Now,  what  do  you  think?"  said  the  Jew.  "If  you 
was  to  like  my  friend,  could  you  do  better  than  ioin 
him?"  J 

"  Is  he  in  a  good  way  of  business  ;  that's  where  it  is  !  " 
responded  Noah,  winking  one  of  his  little  eyes. 

"  The  top  of  the  tree,"  said  the  Jew,  "  employs  a  power 
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of  hands ;  and  has  the  very  best  society  in  the  profes- 
sion." 

"Regular  town-maders?  "  asked  Mr.  Claypole. 

"Not  a  countryman  among  'em  ;  and  I  don't  think  he'd 
take  you,  even  on  my  recommendation,  if  he  didn't  run 
rather  short  of  assistants  just  now,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"Should  I  have  to  hand  over?"  said  Noah,  slapping 
his  breeches-pocket. 

"  It  couldn't  possibly  be  done  without,"  replied  Fagin, 
in  a  most  decided  manner. 

"Twenty  pound,  though, — it's  a  lot  of  money  !" 

"Not  when  it's  in  a  note  you  can't  get  rid  of,"  retorted 
Fagin.  "Number  and  date  taken,  I  suppose?  Payment 
stopped  at  the  Bank  ?  Ah !  It's  not  worth  much  to 
him.  It'll  have  to  go  abroad,  and  he  couldn't  sell  it  for  a 
great  deal  in  the  market." 

"  When  could  1  see  him?"  asked  Noah  doubtfully. 

"To-morning  morning,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"Where?" 

"  Here." 

"  Urn !  "  said  Noah.     "  What's  the  wages  ?  " 

"  Live  like  a  gentleman — board  and  lodging,  pipes  and 
spirits  free — half  of  all  yon  earn,  and  half  of  all  the  young 
woman  earns,"  replied  Mr.  Fagin. 

Whether  Noah  Claypole,  whose  rapacity  was  none  of 
the  least  comprehensive,  would  have  acceded  even  to 
these  glowing  terms,  had  he  been  a  perfectly  free  agent, 
is  very  doubtful ;  but  as  he  recollected  that,  in  the 
event  of  his  refusal  it  was  in  the  power  of  his  new 
acquaintance  to  give  him  up  to  justice  immediately  (and 
more  unlikely  things  had  come  to  pass),  he  gradually 
relented,  and  said  he  thought  that  would  suit  him. 

"  But  yer  see,"  observed  Noah,  "  as  she  will  be  able  to  do 
a  good  deal,  I  should  like  to  take  something  very  light." 

"  A  little  fancy  work  ?  "  suggested  Fagin. 

"  Ah  !  something  of  that  sort,"  replied  Noah.  "  What 
do  you  think  would  suit  me  now  ?  Something  not  too 
trying  for  the  strength,  and  not  very  dangerous,  you 
know.     That's  the  sort  of  thing !  " 

"  I  heard  you  talk  of  something  in  the  spy  way  upon 
the  others,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew.  "My  friend  wants 
somebody  who  would  do  that  well,  very  much." 

u  Why,  I  did  mention  that,  and  I  shouldn't  mind  turn- 
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ing  my  hand  to  il  Bonietimes,"  rejoined  Mr.  Claypole 
slowly;  "but  11  wouldn't  pay  by  itself,  you  ]<:  1 1 « >  \\ ." 

"That's  true!"  observed  the  Jew,  ruminating  or  pre- 
tending to  ruminate.     "No,  it  might  not." 

"What  do  you  think,  then?"  asked  Noah,  anxiously 
regarding  him.  "Something  in  the  sneaking  way,  where 
it  was  pretty  sure  work,  and  not  much  more  risk  than 
being  at  home." 

"What  do  you  think  of  the  old  ladies?"  asked  the 
Jew.  "There's  a  good  deal  of  money  made  in  snatching 
their  bags  and  parcels  and  running  round  the  corner." 

"Don't  they  holler  out  a  good  deal,  and  scratch  some- 
times?" asked  Xoah,  shaking  his  head.  "1  don't  think 
think  that  would  answer  my  purpose.  Ain't  there  any 
other  line  open?" 

"  Stop ! "  said  the  Jew,  laying  his  hand  on  Noah's  knee. 
"The  kinchin  lay." 

"  What's  that?"  demanded  Mr.  Clavpole. 

"  The  kinchins,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew,  "is  the  young 
children  that's  sent  on  errands  by  their  mothers,  with 
sixpences  and  shillings ,  and  the  lay  is  just  to  take 
their  money  away — they've  always  got  it  ready  in  their 
hands, — and  then  knock  'em  into  the  kennel,  and  walk 
oft*  very  slow,  as  if  there  were  nothing  else  the  matter 
but  a  child  fallen  down  and  hurt  itself.     Ha!  ha!  ha" 

"Ha!  ha!"  roared  Mr.  Claypole,  kicking  up  his  legs 
in  an  ecstasy.     "Lord,  that's  the  very  thing!" 

"To  be  sure  it  is,"  replied  Fagin  ;  "  and  you  can  have 
a  few  good  beats  chalked  out  in  Camden  Town,  and 
Battle  Bridge,  and  neighborhoods  like  that,  where  they're 
always  going  errands  ;  and  you  can  upset  as  many  kin- 
chins as  you  want,  any  hour  in  the  day.     Ha!  ha!  ha!" 

With  this,  Fagin  poked  Mr.  Claypole  in  the  side,  and 
they  joined  in  a  burst  of  laughter  both  long  and  loud, 

"  Well,  that's  all  right!  "  said  Noah,  when  he  had  re- 
covered himself,  and  Charlotte  had  returned.  "  What 
time  to-morrow  shall  we  say  ?" 

"Will  ten  do?"  asked  the  Jew,  adding,  as  Mr.  Clay- 
pole nodded  assent,  "  What  name  shall  I  tell  my  good 
friend  ?  " 

"Mr.  Bolter,"  replied  Noah,  who  had  prepared  him- 
self  for  such  an  emergency.  "  Mr.  Morris  Bolter.  This 
is  Mrs.  Bolter." 
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"Mrs.  Bolter's  humble  servant,"  said  Fagin,  bowing 
with  grotesque  politeness.  "  I  hope  I  shall  know  her 
better  very  shortly." 

"  Do  you  hear  the  gentleman,  Char-lotte  ?  "  thundered 
Mr.  Claypole. 

"  Yes,  Noah,  dear !  "  replied  Mrs.  Bolter,  extending  her 
hand. 

"  She  calls  me  Noah,  as  a  sort  of  fond  way  of  talking," 
said  Mr.  Morris  Bolter,  late  Claypole,  turning  to  the  Jew. 
"  You  understand  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  I  understand — perfectly,"  replied  Fagin,  tell- 
ing the  truth  for  once.     "  Good-night !     Good-night !  " 

With  many  adieus  and  good  wishes,  Mr.  Fagin  went 
his  way.  Noah  Claypole,  bespeaking  his  good  lady's 
attention,  proceeded  to  enlighten  her  relative  to  the 
arrangement  he  had  made,  with  all  that  haughtiness  and 
air  of  superiority,  becoming,  not  only  a  member  of  the 
sterner  sex,  but  a  gentleman  who  appreciated  the  dignity 
of  a  special  appointment  on  the  kinchin  lay,  in  London 
and  its  vicinity. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

WHEREIN     Ifi     SHOWN     HOW     THE    ARTFUL     DODGER     GOT 
INTO    TROUBLE. 

"And  so  it  was  you  that  was  your  own  friend,  was 
it?"  asked  Mr.  Claypole,  otherwise  Bolter,  when,  by 
virtue  of  the  compact  entered  into  between  them,  he  had 
removed  next  day  to  the  Jew's  house.  "  'Cod,  1  thought 
as  much  last  night !  " 

"Every  man's  his  own  friend,  my  dear,"  replied  Fagin, 
with  his  most  insinuating  grin.  "  He  hasn't  as  good  a 
one  as  himself  anywhere." 

"  Except  sometimes,"  replied  Morris  Bolter,  assuming 
the  air  of  a  man  of  the  world.  "  Some  people  are  no- 
body's enemies  but  their  own,  yer  know." 

"Don't  believe  that !  "  said  the  Jew.  "When  a  man's 
his  own  enemy,  it's  only  because  he's  too  much  his  own 
friend ;  not  because  he's  careful  for  everybody  but  him- 
self.    Pooh  !  pooh  !     There  ain't  such  a  thing  in  nature." 

"  There  oughtn't  to  be,  if  there  is,"  replied  Mr.  Bolter, 
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"That  stands  to  reason,"  said  the  Jew.  -'Some  con- 
j  irers  say  that  number  three  is  the  magic  number,  and 
some  say  number  seven.  It's  neither,  my  friend,  neither. 
[fs  number  one." 

"Ha!  ha!"  cried  Mr.  Bolter.     "Number  one  forever." 

"In  a  little  community  like  ours,  my  dear,"  said  the 
Jew,  who  felt  it  necessary  to  qualify  this  position,  "we 
have  a  general  number  one;  that  is,  you  can't  consider 
yourself  as  number  one,  without  considering  me  too  as 
the  same,  and  all  the  other  young  people." 

"Oh,  the  devil!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Bolter. 

"You  see,"  pursued,  the  Jew,  affecting  to  disregard 
this  interruption,  "  we  are  so  mixed  up  together,  and 
identified  in  our  interests,  that  it  must  be  so.  For  in- 
stance, it's  your  object  to  take  care  of  number  one — 
meaning  yourself." 

"  Certainly,"  replied  Mr.  Bolter.  "  Yer  about  right  there." 

"  Well !  You  can't  take  care  of  yourself,  number  one, 
without  taking  care  of  me,  number  one." 

"Number  two,  you  mean,"  said  Mr.  Bolter,  who  was 
largely  endowed  with  the  quality  of  selfishness. 

"  No,  I  don't!  "  retorted  the  Jew.  "I'm  of  the  same 
importance  to  you,  as  you  are  to  yourself." 

"  I  say,"  interrupted  Mr.  Bolter,  "  yer  a  very  nice  man, 
and  I'm  very  fond  of  yer,  but  we  ain't  quite  so  thick  to- 
gether, as  all  that  comes  to." 

"  Only  think,"  said  the  Jew,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
and  stretching  out  his  hands  ;  "  only  consider.  You've 
done  what's  a  very  pretty  thing,  and  what  I  love  you  for 
doing,  but  what  at  the  same  time  would  put  the  cravat 
round  your  throat,  that's  so  very  easily  tied  and  so  very 
difficult  to  unloose — in  plain  English;  the  halter!" 

Mr.  Bolter  put  his  hand  to  his  neckerchief,  as  if  he  felt 
it  inconveniently  tight;  and  murmured  an  assent,  qual- 
ified in  tone  but  not  in  substance. 

"  The  gallows,"  continued  Fagin,  "  the  gallows,  my  dear, 
is  an  ugly  finger-post,  which  points  out  a  very  short  and 
sharp  turning  that  has  stopped  many  a  bold  fellow's  career 
on  the  broad  highway.  To  keep  in  the  easy  road,  and  keep 
it  at  a  distance,  is  object  number  one  with  you." 

"Of  course  it  is,"  replied  Mr.  Bolter.  "What  do  yer 
talk  about  such  things  for?" 

"Only  to  show  you  my  meaning  clearly,"  said  the  Jew. 
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raising  his  eyebrows.  "  To  be  able  to  do  that,  you  depend 
upon  me.  To  keep  my  little  business  all  snug-,  I  depend 
upon  you.  The  first  is  your  number  one,  the  second  my 
number  one.  The  more  you  value  your  number  one,  the 
more  careful  you  must  be  of  mine;  so  we  come  at  last  to 
what  I  told  you  at  first — that  a  regard  for  number  one 
holds  us  all  together,  and  must  do  so,  unless  we  would  all 
go  to  pieces  in  company." 

u  That's  true,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bolter,  thoughtfully. 
"Oh  !  yer  a  cunning  old  codger!" 

Mr.  Fagin  saw,  with  delight,  that  this  tribute  to  his 
powers  was  no  mere  compliment,  but  that  he  had  really 
impressed  his  recruit  with  a  sense  of  his  wily  genius, 
which  it  was  most  important  that  he  should  entertain  in 
the  outset  of  their  acquaintance.  To  strengthen  an  im- 
pression so  desirable  and  useful,  he  followed  up  the  blow 
by  acquainting  him,  in  some  detail,  with  the  magnitude 
and  extent  of  his  operations  ;  blending  truth  and  fiction 
together,  as  best  served  his  purpose ;  and  bringing  both 
to  bear,  with  so  much  art,  that  Mr.  Bolter's  respect  visibly 
increased,  and  became  tempered,  at  the  same  time,  with 
a  degree  of  wholesome  fear,  which  it  was  highly  desirable 
to  awaken. 

"  It's  this  mutual  trust  we  have  in  each  other  that 
consoles  me  under  heavy  losses,"  said  the  Jew.  "My  best 
hand  was  taken  from  me,  yesterday  morning." 

"  Yer  don't  mean  to  say  he  died  ?  "  cried  Mr.  Bolter. 

"No,  no,"  replied  Fagin,  "not  so  bad  as  that.  Not 
quite  so  bad." 

"  What,  I  suppose  he  was " 

"  Wanted,"  interposed  the  Jew.     "  Yes,  he  was  wanted." 

"  Very  particular  ?  "  inquired  Mr.  Bolter. 

"No,"  replied  the  Jew,  "not  very.  He  was  charged 
with  attempting  to  pick  a  pocket,  and  they  found  a  silver 
snuff-box  on  him, — his  own,  my  dear,  his  own,  for  he  took 
snuff  himself,  and  was  very  fond  of  it.  They  remanded 
him  till  to-day,  for  they  thought  they  knew  the  owner. 
Ah !  he  was  worth  fifty  boxes,  and  I'd  give  the  price  of  as 
many  to  have  him  back.  You  should  have  known  the 
Dodger,  my  dear  ;  you  should  have  known  the  Dodger." 

"  Well,  but  I  shall  know  him,  I  hope;  don't  yer  think 
so?"  said  Mr.  Bolter. 

"I'm  doubtful  about  it,"  replied  the  Jew,  with  a  sigh. 
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"If  they  don't  get  any  fresh  evidence,  it'll  only  be  a 
summary  conviction,  and  we  shall  have  him  back  again 
after  six  weeks  or  so  ;  but  if  they  do,  it'sa  case  of  lagging. 

They  know  what  a  clever  lad  he  is;  he'll  he  a  lifer.  They'll 
make  the  Artful  nothing  less  than  a  lifer." 

i-  What  do  yer  mean  by  lagging  and  a  lifer?"  demanded 
Mr.  Bolter.  "  What's  the  good  of  talking  in  that  way  to 
me;  why  don't  yer  speak  so  as  I  can  understand  yer  ? " 

Fagin  was  about  to  translate  these  mysterious  expres- 
sions into  the  vulgar  tongue;  and,  being  interpreted,  Mr. 
Bolter  would  have  been  informed  that  they  represented, 
that  combination  of  words,  "transportation  for  life," 
when  the  dialogue  was  cut  short  by  the  entry  of  Master 
Bates,  with  his  hands  in  his  breeches-pockets,  and  his  face 
twisted  into  a  look  of  semi-comical  woe. 

"  It's  all  up,  Fagin,"  said  Charley,  when  he  and  his  new 
companion  had  been  made  known  to  each  other. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked  the  Jew  with  trembling 
lips. 

"They've  found  the  gentleman  as  owns  the  box;  two 
or  three  more's  a  coming  to  'dentify  him  ;  and  the  Artful's 
booked  for  a  passage  out,"  replied  Master  Bates.  "  I 
must  have  a  full  suit  of  mourning,  Fagin,  and  a  hatband, 
to  wisit  him  in,  afore  he  sets  out  upon  his  travels.  To 
think  of  Jack  Dawkins— lummy  Jack — the  Dodger— the 
Artful  Dodger— going  abroad  for  a  common  twopenny 
halfpenny  sneeze-box!  I  never  thought  he'd  a  done  it 
under  a  gold  watch,  chain,  and  seals,  at  the  lowest.  Oh, 
why  didn't  he  rob  some  rich  old  gentleman  of  all  his 
walables,  and  go  out  as  a  gentleman,  and  not  like  a  com- 
mon prig,  without  no  honor  nor  glory  !  " 

With  this  expression  of  feeling  for  his  unfortunate 
friend,  Master  Bates  sat  himself  on  the  nearest  chair 
with  an  aspect  of  chagrin  and  despondency. 

"  What  do  you  talk  about  his  having  neither  honor  nor 
glory  for!"  exclaimed  Fagin,  darting  an  angry  look  at 
his  pupil.  "  Wasn't  he  always  top-sawyer  among  you 
all !  Is  there  one  of  you  that  could  touch  him  or  come 
near  him  on  any  scent !     Eh?" 

"  Not  one,"  replied  Master  Bates,  in  a  voice  rendered 
husky  by  regret ;  "  not  one." 

"  Then  what  do  you  talk  of?"  replied  the  Jew  angrily ; 
"what  are  you  blubbering  for?" 
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"  'Cause  it  isn't  on  the  rec-ord,  is  it?"  said  Charley,  chafed 
into  perfect  defiance  of  his  venerable  friend  by  the  cur- 
rent of  his  regrets;  "'cause  it  can't  come  out  in  the 
'dictment ;  'cause  nobody  will  never  know  half  of  what 
he  was.  How  will  he  stand  in  the  Newgate  Calendar? 
P'raps  not  be  there  at  all.  Oh,  my  eye,  my  eye,  wot  a 
blow  it  is  !  " 

"Ha!  ha!"  cried  the  Jew,  extending  his  right  hand, 
and  turning  to  Mr.  Bolter  in  a  fit  of  chuckling  which 
shook  him  as  though  he  had  the  palsy  ;  "see  what  a  pride 
they  take  in  their  profession,  my  dear.  Ain't  it  beautiful  ?  " 

Mr.  Bolter  nodded  assent;  and  the  Jew,  after  contem- 
plating the  grief  of  Charley  Bates  for  some  seconds  with 
evident  satisfaction,  stepped  up  to  that  young  gentleman 
and  patted  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"Never  mind,  Charley,"  said  Fagin  soothingly;  "it'll 
come  out,  it'll  be  sure  to  come  out.  "They'll  all  know 
what  a  clever  fellow  he  was;  he'll  show  it  himself,  and 
not  disgrace  his  old  pals  and  teachers.  Think  how  young 
he  is  too  !  "  What  a  distinction,  Charley,  to  be  lagged 
at  his  time  of  life  !  " 

"  Well,  it  is  a  honor  that  is !  "  said  Charley,  a  little 
consoled. 

"  He  shall  have  all  he  wants,"  continued  the  Jew. 
"  He  shall  be  kept  in  the  Stone  Jug,  Charley,  like  a  gen- 
tleman. Like  a  gentleman  !  With  his  beer  every  day, 
and  money  in  his  pocket  to  pitch  and  toss  with,  if  he 
can't  spend  it." 

"No,  shall  he  though?"  cried  Charley  Bates. 

"  Ay,  that  he  shall,"  replied  the  Jew,  "  and  we'll  have 
a  big-wig,  Charley  :  one  that's  got  the  greatest  gift  of 
the  gab:  to  carry  on  his  defence;  and  he  shall  make  a 
speech  for  himself  too,  if  he  likes ;  and  we'll  read  it  all 
in  the  papers — '  Artful  Dodger — shrieks  of  laughter — 
here  the  court  was  convulsed' — eh,  Charley,  eh?" 

"  Ila  !  ha  !  "  laughed  Master  Bates,  "what  a  lark  that 
would  be,  wouldn't  it,  Fagin  ?  I  say,  how  the  Artful 
would  bother  'em,  wouldn't  he?" 

"  Would !  "  cried  the  Jew.     "  He  shall— he  will !  " 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure,  so  he  will,"  repeated  Charley,  rubbing 
his  hands. 

"I  think  T  see  him  now,"  cried  the  Jew,  bending  his 
eyes  upon  his  pupil. 
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3odoI  'cried  Charley  Bati  a.    "Ha!  hal  ha!  so  do 

I.  I  see  it  all  afore  me,  upon  my  soul  1  do,  Fagin.  What 
agame!  What  i  regulai  game!  All  the  big-wigs  try- 
ing to  look  solemn,  and  .lack  I  )aw  kms  addressing  of  'em 
as  intimate  and  comfortable  as  it  be  was  the  judge's  own 
sou  making  a  speech  arter  dinner-  ha  !  ba!  ba  !  " 

In  fact,  the  lew  had  so  well  humored  his  young  friend's 
eccentric  disposition,  that  .Master  Bates,  who  had  at  first 
been  disposed  to  consider  the  imprisoned  Dodger  rather 
in  the  light  of  a  victim,  now  looked  upon  him  as  the  chief 
actor  in  a  scene  of  most  uncommon  and  exquisite  humor, 
and  felt  quite  impatient  for  the  arrival  of  the  time  when 
his  old  companion  should  have  so  favorable  an  opportunity 
of  displaying'  his  abilities. 

"  We  must  know  how  he  gets  on  to-day,  by  some 
handy  means  or  other,"  said  Fagin.     "Let  me  think." 

"Shall  I  go?"  asked  Charley. 

"  Not  for  the  world,"  replied  the  Jew.  "  Are  you  mad, 
my  dear,  stark  mad,  that  you'd  walk  into  the  very  place 
where — No,  Charley,  no.  One  is  enough  to  lose  at  a 
time." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  go  yourself,  I  suppose  ? "  said 
Charley,  with  a  humorous  leer. 

"That  wouldn't  quite  fit,"  replied  Fagin,  shaking  his 
bead. 

"Then  why  don't  you  send  this  new  cove?"  asked 
Master  Bates,  laying  his  hand  on  Noah's  arm.  "  Nobody 
knows  him." 

"Why,  if  he  didn't  mind — "  observed  the  Jew. 

"  Mind !  "  interposed  Charley.  "  What  should  he  have 
to  mind?" 

"  Really  nothing,  my  dear,"  said  Fagin,  turning  to  Mr. 
Bolter,  "  really  nothing." 

'  Ob,  I  dare  say  about  that,  yer  know,"  observed  Noah, 
backing  towards  the  door,  and  shaking  his  bead  with  a 
kind  of  sober  alarm.  "  No,  no— none  of  that.  It's  not  in 
my  department,  that  ain't." 

"Wot   department    has    he    got,    Fagin?5'    inquired 
Master  Bates,  surveying  Noah's  lank  form  with  much 
disgust.      "The   cutting  away    when   there's    anything 
wrong,  and  the  eating  all  the  wittles  when  there's  every 
thing  right ;  is  that  his  branch  ?  " 

"Never   mind,"   retorted   Mr.  Bolter;  "  and  don't  yer 
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take  liberties  with  your  superiors,  little  boy,  or  yer'll 
find  yerself  in  the  wrong  shop.*' 

Master  Bates  laughed  so  vehemently  at  this  magnifi- 
cent threat,  that  it  was  some  time  before  Fagin  could 
interpose,  and  represent  to  Mr.  Bolter  that  he  incurred  no 
possible  danger  in  visiting  the  police-office;  that,  inas- 
much as  no  account  of  the  little  affair  in  which  he  had 
been  engaged,  nor  any  description  of  his  person,  had  yet 
been  forwarded  to  the  metropolis,  it  was  very  probable 
that  he  was  not  even  suspected  of  having  resorted  to  it 
for  shelter ;  and  that,  if  he  were  properly  disguised,  it 
would  be  as  safe  a  spot  for  him  to  visit  as  any  in  London, 
inasmuch  as  it  would  be,  of  all  places,  the  very  last  to 
which  he  could  be  supposed  likely  to  resort  of  his  own 
free  will. 

Persuaded,  in  part,  by  these  representations,  but  over- 
borne in  a  much  greater  degree  by  his  fear  of  the  Jew, 
Mr.  Bolter  at  length  consented,  with  a  very  bad  grace,  to 
undertake  tbe  expedition.  By  Fagin's  directions,  he 
immediately  substituted  for  his  own  attire,  a  wagoner's 
frock,  velveteen  breeches,  and  leather  leggings:  all  of 
which  articles  the  Jew  had  at  hand.  He  was  likewise 
furnished  with  a  felt  hat  well  garnished  with  turnpike 
tickets;  and  a  carter's  whip.  Thus  equipped,  he  was  to 
saunter  into  tbe  office,  as  some  country  fellow  from  Coven t 
Garden  Market  might  be  supposed  to  do  for  the  gratifi- 
cation of  his  curiosity;  and  as  he  was  as  awkward,  un- 
gainly, and  raw-honed  a  fellow  as  need  be,  Mr.  Fagin  had 
no  fear  hut  that  lie  would  look  the  part  to  perfection 

These  arrangements  completed,  he  was  informed  of  the 
necessary  signs  and  tokens  by  Which  to  recognize  the 
Artful  Dodger,  and  was  conveyed  by  Master  Bates  through 
dark  and  winding  ways  to  within  a  very  short  distance 
of  Bow  Street.  Having  described  the  precise  situation 
of  the  office,  and  accompanied  it  with  copious  directions 
how  he  was  to  walk  straight  up  the  passage,  and  when 
he  got  into  the  yard  take  the  door  up  the  steps  on  the 
right-hand  side,  and  pull  off  his  hat  as  he  went  into  the 
room,  Charley  Bates  bade  him  hurry  on  alone,  and  prom 
ised  to  bide  bis  return  on  the  spot  of  their  parting. 

Noah  Clay  pole,  or  Morris  Bolter  as  the  reader  pleases, 
punctually  followed  the  directions  he  had  received,  which 
— Master  Bates  being  pretty  well  acquainted   with  the 
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locality — were  so  it  he  was  enabled  to  gain  the 

magisterial  presence  without  asking  any  question,  or 
meeting  with  any  interruption  by  the  way.  lie  found 
himself  jostled  among  a  crowd  of  people,  chiefly  women, 
who  were  huddled  together  in  a  dirty  frowsy  room,  at  the 
upper  end  of  which  was  a  raised  platform  failed  off  from 
the  rest,  with  a  dock  for  the  prisoners  on  the  left  hand 
against  the  wall,  a  bos  for  the  witnesses  in  the  middle, 
and  a  desk  for  the  magistrates  on  the  right  ;  the  awful 
locality  last  named,  being  screened  off  by  a  partition 
which  concealed  the  bench  from  the  common  gaze,  and 
left  the  vulgar  to  imagine  (if  they  could)  the  full  majesty 
of  justice. 

There  were  only  a  couple  of  women  in  the  dock, 
who  were  nodding  to  their  admiring  friends,  while  the 
clerk  read  some  depositions  to  a  couple  of  policemen  and 
n  man  in  plain  clothes  who  leant  over  the  table.  A  jailer 
stood  reclining  against  the  dock  rail,  tapping  his  nose 
listlessly  with  a  large  key,  except  when  he  repressed  an 
undue  tendency  to  conversation  among  the  idlers,  by 
proclaiming  silence  ;  or  looked  sternly  up  to  bid  some 
woman  "  Take  that  baby  out,"  when  the  gravity  of  justice 
was  disturbed  by  feeble  cries,  half-smothered  in  tbe 
mother's  shawl,  from  some  meagre  infant.  The  room 
smelt  close  and  unwholesome  ;  the  walls  were  dirt-dis- 
colored ;  and  the  ceiling  blackened.  There  was  an  old 
smcky  bust  over  the  mantle  shelf,  and  a  dusty  clock 
above  the  dock — the  only  thing  present,  that  seemed  to  go 
on  as  it  ought  ;  for  depravity,  or  poverty,  or  an  habitual 
acquaintance  with  both,  had  left  a  taint  on  all  the  animate 
m&tter,  hardly  less  unpleasant  than  the  thick  greasy  scum 
on  every  inanimate  object  that  frowned  upon  it. 

Noah  looked  eagerly  about  him  for  the  Dodger  ;  but 
although  there  were  several  women  who  would  have 
done  very  well  for  that  distinguished  character's  mother 
or  sister,  and  more  than  one  man  who  might  be  supposed 
to  bear  a  strong  resemblance  to  his  father,  nobody  at  all 
answering  the  description  given  him  of  Mr.  Dawkins  was 
to  be  seen.  He  uraited  in  a  state  of  much  suspense  and 
uncertainty  until  the  woman  being  committed  for  trial, 
went  flaunting  out;  and  then  was  quickly  relieved  by  the 
appearance  of  another  prisoner  whom  he  felt  at  once 
could  be  no  other  than  the  object  of  his  visit. 
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It  was  indeed  Mr.  Dawkins,  who,  shuffling  into  the 
office  with  the  big  coat-sleeves  tucked  up  as  usual,  his 
left  hand  in  his  pocket,  and  his  hat  in  his  right  hand, 
preceded  the  jailer,  with  a  rolling-  gait  altogether  inde- 
scribable, and,  taking  his  place  in  the  dock,  requested  in 
an  audible  voice  to  know  what  he  was  placed  in  that 'ere 
disgraceful  sitivation  for. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  will  you  ?  "  said  the  jailer. 

"  I'm  an  Englishman,  ain't  I  ?  "  rejoined  the  Dodger. 
"  Where  are  my  priwileges  ?  " 

"  You'll  get  your  privileges  soon  enough,"  retorted  the 
jailer,  "  and  pepper  with  'em." 

"  We'll  see  wot  the  Secretary  of  State  for  the  Home 
Affairs  has  got  to  say  to  the  beaks,  if  I  don't,"  replied 
Mr.  Dawkins.  "  Now  then  !  Wot  is  this  here  business  ? 
I  shall  thank  the  madg'strates  to  dispose  of  this  here 
little  affair,  and  not  to  keep  me  while  they  read  the  paper, 
for  I've  got  an  appointment  with  a  genelmanin  the  City, 
and  as  I'm  a  man  of  my  word  and  wery  punctual  in  busi- 
ness matters,  he'll  go  away  if  I  ain't  there  to  my  time, 
and  then  pr'aps  there  won't  be  an  action  for  damage 
against  them  as  kep'  me  away.     Oh  no,  certainly  not ! " 

At  this  point,  the  Dodger,  with  a  show  of  being  very 
particular  with  a  view  to  proceedings  to  be  had  there- 
after, desired  the  jailer  to  communicate  "  the  names  of 
them  two  files  as  was  on  the  bench,"  which  so  tickled  the 
spectators,  that  they  laughed  almost  as  heartily  as  Master 
Bates  could  have  done  if  he  had  heard  the  request. 

"  Silence  there !  "  cried  the  jailer. 

"  What  is  this?"  inquired  one  of  the  magistrates. 

"  A  pick-pocketing  case,  your  worship." 

"  Has  the  boy  ever  been  here  before?" 

"  He  ought  to  have  been,  a  many  times,"  replied  the 
jailer.  "  He  has  been  pretty  well  everywhere  else.  J 
know  him  well,  your  worship." 

"  Oh  !  you  know  me,  do  you  ?  "  cried  the  Artful,  mak- 
ing a  note  of  the  statement.  "  Wery  good.  That's  a 
case  of  deformation  of  character,  any  way." 

Here  there  was  another  laugh,  and  another  cry  of 
silence. 

"Now then,  where  are  the  witnesses  ?"  said  the  clerk. 

"  Ah  !  that's  right,"  added  the  Dodger.  "  Where  are 
they  ?    I  should  like  to  see  'em." 
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This  wish  was  immediately  gratified,  for  a  policeman 
stepped  forward  who  had  seen  the  prisoner  attempt  the 
pocket  "l"  an  unknown  gentleman  in  a  crowd,  and  indeed 
take  a  handkerchief  therefrom,  which,  being  a  very  old 
one,  lie  deliberately  put  back  again,  after  trying  ii  on  his 
own  countenance.  For  this  reason,  he  took  the  Dodger 
into  custody  as  soon  as  he  could  get  near  him,  and  the 
said  Dodger,  being  searched,  had  upon  his  person  a  silver 
snuff-box,  with  the  owner's  name  engraved  upon  the  lid. 
This  gentleman  had  been  discovered  on  reference  to  the 
Court  Guide,  and  being  then  and  there  present,  swore 
that  the  snuff-box  was  his,  and  that  he  had  missed  it  on 
the  previous  day,  the  moment  he  had  disengaged  him- 
self from  the  crowd  before  referred  to.  lie  had  also  re- 
marked a  young  gentleman  in  the  throng,  particularly 
active  in  making  his  way  about,  and  that  young  gentle- 
man was  the  prisoner  before  him. 

"Have  you  anything  to  ask  this  witness,  boy ?"  said 
the  magistrate. 

"  I  wouldn't  abase  myself  by  descending  to  hold  no 
conversation  with  him,"  replied  the  Dodger. 

"Have  you  anything  to  say  at  all  ?'"' 

"Do  you  bear  his  worship  ask  if  you've  anything  to 
say  ?"  inquired  the  jailer,  nudging  the  silent  Dodger 
with  his  elbow. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  Dodger,  looking  up  with 
an  air  of  abstraction.  "Did  you  redress  yourself  to  me, 
my  man  ?  " 

"  1  never  see  such  an  out-and-out  young  wagabond,  your 
worship,"  observed  the  officer  with  a  grin.  "Do  you 
mean  to  say  anything,  you  young  shaver?" 

"  No,"  replied  the  Dodger,  "  not  here,  for  this  ain't  the 
shop  for  justice  ;  besides  which,  my  attorney  is  a-break- 
fasting  this  morning  with  the  Wice  President  of  the 
House  of  Commons  ;  but  I  shall  have  something  to  say 
elsewhere,  and  so  will  he,  and  so  will  a  wery  numerous 
and  'spectable  circle  of  acquaintance  as'll  make  them 
beaks  wish  they'd  never  been  born,  or  that  they'd  got 
their  footmen  to  hang  'em  up  to  their  own  hat-pegs, 
'afore  they  let  'em  come  out  this  morning  to  try  it  on 
upon    me.     I'll " 

"  There !  He's  fully  committed  !  "  interposed  the 
clerk.     "  Take  him  away." 
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"  Come  on,"  said  the  jailer. 

"  Oli  ah  !  I'll  come  on,"  replied  the  Dodger,  brushing  his 
hat  with  the  palm  of  his  hand.  "  Ah  !  (to  the  Bench)  it's 
no  use  your  looking  frightened  ;  I  won't  show  you  no 
mercy,  not  a  ha'porth  of  it.  YoxCll  pay  for  this,  my  fine 
fellers.  I  wouldn't  be  you  for  something !  I  wouldn't  go 
free,  now,  if  you  was  to  fall  down  on  your  knees  and  ask 
me.     Here,  carry  me  off  to  prison !     Take  me  away ! " 

With  these  last  words,  the  Dodger  suffered  himself  to 
be  led  off  by  the  collar  ;  threatening,  till  he  got  into  the 
yard,  to  make  a  parliamentary  business  of  it;  and  then 
grinning  in  the  officer's  face,  with  great  glee  and  self- 
approval. 

Having  seen  him  locked  up  by  himself  in  a  little  cell, 
Noah  made  the  best  of  his  way  back  to  where  he  had  left 
Master  Bates.  After  waiting  here  some  time,  he  was 
joined  by  that  young  gentleman,  who  had  prudently  ab- 
stained from  showing  himself  until  he  had  looked  care- 
fully abroad  from  a  snug  retreat,  and  ascertained  that 
his  new  friend  had  not  been  followed  by  any  impertinent 
person. 

The  two  hastened  back  together,  to  bear  to  Mr.  Fagin 
the  animating  news  that  the  Dodger  was  doing  full  justice 
to  his  bringing-up,  and  establishing  for  himself  a  glorious 
reputation. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

THE  TIME  ARRIVES  FOR  NANCY  TO    REDEEM    HER   PLEDGE    TO 
ROSE  MAYLIE.       SHE  FAILS. 

Adept  as  she  was,  in  all  the  arts  of  cunning  and  dis- 
simulation, the  girl  Nancy  could  not  wholly  conceal  the 
effect  which  the  knowledge  of  the  step  she  had  taken, 
worked  upon  her  mind.  She  remembered  that  both  the 
crafty  Jew  and  the  brutal  Sikes  had  confided  to  her 
schemes,  which  had  been  hidden  from  all  others :  in  the 
full  confidence  that  she  was  trustworthy  and  beyond  the 
reach  of  their  suspicion.  Vile  as  those  schemes  were, 
desperate  as  were  their  originators,  and  bitter  as  were 
her  feelings  towards  the  Jew,  who  had  led  her,  step  by 
step,  deeper  and  deeper  down  into  an  abyss  of  crime  and 
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misery,  whence  was  no  escape;  still,  there  were  times 
when,  even  towards  him,  she  felt  some  relenting,  lest  her 
disclosure  would  bring  him  within  the  iron  grasp  he  had 
so  long  eluded,  and  he  should  fall  at  last — richly  as  he 
merited  such  a  fate — hy  her  hand. 

But,  these  were  the  mere  wanderings  of  a  mind  unable 
wholly  to  detach  itself  from  old  companions  and  associa- 
tions, though  enabled  to  fix  itself  steadily  on  one  object, 
and  resolved  not  to  be  turned  aside  by  any  consideration. 
Her  fears  for  Sikes  would  have  been  more  powerful  in- 
ducements to  recoil  while  there  was  yet  time;  but  she 
had  stipulated  that  her  secret  should  be  rigidly  kept,  she 
had  dropped  no  clue  which  could  lead  to  his  discovery, 
she  had  refused,  even  for  his  sake,  a  refuge  from  all  the 
guilt  and  wretchedness  that  encompassed  her — and  what 
more  could  she  do!     She  was  resolved. 

Though  all  her  mental  struggles  terminated  in  this 
conclusion,  they  forced  themselves  upon  her,  again  and 
again,  and  left  their  traces  too.  She  grew  pale  and  thin, 
even  within  a  few  days.  At  times,  she  took  no  heed  of 
what  was  passing  before  her,  or  no  part  in  conversations 
where  once,  she  would  have  been  the  loudest.  At  other 
times,  she  laughed  without  merriment,  and  was  noisy 
without  cause  or  meaning.  At  others — often  within  a 
moment  afterwards — she  sat  silent  and  dejected,  brood- 
ing with  her  head  upon  her  hands,  while  the  very  effort 
by  which  she  roused  herself,  told,  more  forcibly  than 
even  these  indications,  that  she  was  ill  at  ease,  and  that 
her  thoughts  were  occupied  with  matters  very  different 
and  distant  from  those  in  course  of  discussion  by  her 
companions. 

It  was  Sunday  night,  and  the  bell  of  the  nearest  church 
struck  the  hour.  Sikes  and  the  Jew  were  talking,  hut 
they  paused  to  listen.  The  girl  looked  up  from  the  low 
seat  on  which  she  crouched,  and  listened  too.     Eleven. 

"An  hour  this  side  of  midnight,"  said  Sikes,  raising 
the  blind  to  look  out  and  returning  to  his  seat.  "  Dark 
and  heavy  it  is  too.     A  good  night  for  business  this." 

"  Ah  !  "  replied  the  Jew.  "  What  a  pity,  Bill,  my  dear, 
that  there's  none  quite  ready  to  be  done." 

"  You're  right  for  once,"  replied  Sikes  gruffly.  "  It's 
a  pity,  for  I'm  in  the  humor  too." 

The  Jewr  sighed,  and  shook  his  head  despondingly. 
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"  We  must  make  up  for  lost  time  when  we've  got  things 
into  a  good  train.     That's  all  I  know,"  said  Sikes. 

"That's  the  way  to  talk,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew, 
venturing  to  pat  him  on  the  shoulder.  "  It  does  me  good 
to  hear  you." 

"  Does  you  good  does  it !  "  cried  Sikes.  "  "Well,  so  be 
it." 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  "  laughed  the  Jew,  as  if  he  were  relieved 
by  even  this  concession.  "  You're  like  yourself  to-night, 
Bill !     Quite  like  yourself." 

"  I  don't  feel  like  myself  when  you  lay  that  withered 
old  claw  on  my  shoulder,  so  take  it  away,"  said  Sikes, 
casting  off  the  Jew's  hand. 

"It  makes  you  nervous,  Bill, — reminds  you  of  being 
nabbed,  does  it?"  said  the  Jew,  determined  not  to  be 
offended. 

'« Reminds  me  of  being  nabbed  by  the  Devil,"  returned 
Sikes.  "  There  never  was  another  man  with  such  a  face 
as  yours,  unless  it  was  your  father,  and  I  suppose  he  is 
singeing  his  grizzled  red  beard  by  this  time,  unless  you 
came  straight  from  the  old  'mi  without  any  father  at  all 
betwixt  you ;  which  I  shouldn't  wonder  at,  a  bit." 

Fagin  offered  no  reply  to  this  compliment ;  but,  pulling 
Sikes  by  the  sleeve,  pointed  his  finger  towards  Nancy, 
who  had  taken  advantage  of  the  foregoing  conversation 
to  put  on  her  bonnet,  and  was  now  leaving  the  room. 

"  Hallo !  "  cried  Sikes.  "  Nance.  Where's  the  gal 
going  to  at  this  time  of  night?" 

"  Not  far." 

"  What  answer's  that? "  returned  Sikes.  "  Where  are 
you  going?" 

"  I  say,  not  far." 

"  And  I  say  where  ? "  retorted  Sikes,  "  Do  you  hear 
me?" 

"I  don't  know  where,"  replied  the  girl. 

"  Then  I  do,"  said  Sikes,  more  in  the  spirit  of  obstinacy 
than  because  he  had  any  real  objection  to  the  girl  going 
where  she  listed.     "  Nowhere.     Sit  down." 

"  I'm  not  well.  I  told  you  that  before,"  rejoined  the 
girl.     "  I  want  a  breath  of  air." 

"  Put  your  head  out  of  the  winder,"  replied  Sikes. 

"There's  not  enough  there,"  said  the  girl.  "I  want  it 
in  the  street." 
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"Then  you  won't  baveit,"  replied  Sikes.  With  tfhicb 
assurance  be  rose,  locked  the  door,  took  the  key  out,  and 
pulling  her  bonnet  from  her  bead,  flung  it  up  to  the  top 
bf  an  old  press.  "There,"  said  the  robber.  "Now  stop 
quietly  where  you  are,  will  you." 

"It's  not  such  a  matter  as  a  bonnet  would  keep  me," 
said  the  girl  turning  very  pale.  "What  do  you  mean, 
Bill?    Do  you  know  what  you're  doing?" 

"Know   what   I'm Oh!"    cried    Sikes   turning    to 

Fagin,  "she's  out  of  her  senses,  you  know,  or  she  daren't 
talk  to  me  in  that  way." 

"  You'll  drive  me  on  to  something  desperate,"  muttered 
the  girl,  placing  both  hands  upon  her  breast,  as  though  to 
keep  down  by  force  some  violent  outbreak.  "  Let  me  go, 
will  you, — this  minute — this  instant." 

"No!"  said  Sikes. 

"  Tell  him  to  let  me  go,  Fagin.  lie  had  better.  It'll 
be  better  for  him.  Do  you  hear  me?"  cried  Nancy, 
stamping  her  foot  upon  the  ground. 

"  Hear  you!  "  repeated  Sikes  turning  round  in  his  chair 
to  confront  her.  "Aye!  And  if  I  hear  you  for  half  a 
minute  longer,  the  dog  shall  have  such  a  grip  on  your 
throat  as'll  tear  some  of  that  screaming  voice  out.  Wot 
has  come  over  you,  you  jade!     Wot  is  it?" 

"  Let  me  go,"  said  the  girl  with  great  earnestness ;  then 
sitting  herself  down  on  the  floor,  before  the  door,  she 
said,  "Bill,  let  me  go;  you  don't  know  what  you  are  do- 
ing.    You  don't,  indeed.     For  only  one  hour — do — do." 

"Cut  my  limbs  off  one  by  one!"  cried  Sikes,  seizing 
her  roughly  by  the  arm,  "if  I  don't  think  the  gal's  stark 
raving  mad.     Get  up." 

"  Not  till  you  let  me  go — not  till  you  let  me  go — Never 
— never!"  screamed  the  girl.  Sikes  looked  on,  for  a 
minute,  watching  his  opportunity,  and  suddenly  pinion- 
ing her  hands  dragged  her,  struggling  and  wrestling 
with  him  by  the  way,  into  a  small  room  adjoining,  where 
he  sat  himself  on  a  bench,  and  thrusting  her  into  a  chair, 
held  her  down  by  force.  She  struggled  and  implored  by 
turns  until  twelve  o'clock  had  struck,  and  then,  wearied 
and  exhausted,  ceased  to  contest  the  point  any  further. 
With  a  caution,  backed  by  many  oaths,  to  make  no  more 
efforts  to  go  out  that  night,  Sikes  left  her  to  recover  at 
leisure  and  rejoined  the  Jew. 
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"  Whew  !  "  said  the  housebreaker,  wiping  the  perspira- 
tion from  his  face.  "  Wot  a  precious  strange  gal  that 
is!" 

"You  may  say  that,  Bill,"  replied  the  Jew  thoughtfully. 
"You  may  say  that." 

"  Wot  did  she  take  it  into  her  head  to  go  out  to-night 
for,  do  you  think?"  asked  Sikes.  "Come;  you  should 
know  her  better  than  me.     Wot  does  it  mean  ?" 

"Obstinacy;  woman's  obstinacy,  I  suppose,  my  dear," 
replied  the  JeAV,  shrugging  his  shoulders. 

"  Well,  1  suppose  it  is,"  growled  Sikes.  "  I  thought  I 
had  tamed  her,  but  she's  as  bad  as  ever." 

"Worse,"  said  the  Jew  thoughtfully.  "1  never  knew 
her  like  this,  for  such  a  little  cause." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Sikes.  "  I  think  she's  got  a  touch  of  that 
fever  in  her  blood  yet,  and  it  won't  come  out — eh?" 

"Like  enough,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"  I'll  let  her  a  little  blood,  without  troubling  the  doctor^ 
if  she's  took  that  way  again,"  said  Sikes. 

The  Jew  nodded  an  expressive  approval  of  this  mode 
of  treatment. 

"She  was  hanging  about  me  all  day,  and  night  too, 
when  I  was  stretched  on  my  back ;  and  you,  like  a  black- 
hearted wolf  as  you  are,  kept  yourself  aloof,"  said  Sikes. 
"We  was  very  poor  too,  all  the  time,  and  I  think,  one 
way  or  other,  it's  worried  and  fretted  her ;  and  that  be- 
ing shut  up  here  so  long  has  made  her  restless — eh?" 

"That's  it,  mv  dear,"  replied  the  Jew  in  a  whisper. 
"  Hush ! " 

As  he  uttered  these  words,  the  girl  herself  appeared 
and  resumed  her  former  seat.  Her  eyes  were  swollen  and 
red ;  she  rocked  herself  to  and  fro ;  tossed  her  head  ;  and, 
after  a  little  time,  burst  out  laughing. 

"  Why,  now  she's  on  the  other  tack  !  "  exclaimed  Sikes, 
turning  a  look  of  excessive  surprise  on  his  companion. 

Fagin  nodded  to  him  to  take  no  further  notice  just 
then  ;  and,  in  a  few  minutes,  the  girl  subsided  into  her 
accustomed  demeanor.  Whispering  Sikes  that  there 
was  no  fear  of  her  relapsing,  Fagin  took  up  his  hat  and 
bade  him  good-night.  He  paused  when  he  reached  the 
room-door,  and  looking  round,  asked  if  somebody  would 
light  him  down  the  dark  stairs. 

"Light  him  down,"  said  Sikes,  who  was  filling  his  pipe. 
23 
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"It's  a  pity  he  should  break  his  nock  himself,  and  dis- 
appoint the  sightseers,     show  him  a  light." 

Nancy  followed  the  old  man  downstairs,  with  a  can- 
dle. When  they  reached  the  passage,  he  laid  his  fin- 
ger on  his  lip,  and  drawing  close  to  the  girl,  said,  in  a 
whisper, 

"  What  is  it,  Nancy,  dear?" 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  replied  the  girl,  in  the  same  tone. 

"The  reason  of  all  this,"  replied  Pagin.  "If  Ae" — he 
pointed  with  his  skinny  forefinger  up  the  stairs — "is  so 
hard  with  you  (he's  a  hrute,  Nance,  a  hrute-heast),  why 
don't  you " 

"  Well !  "  said  the  girl,  as  Fagin  paused,  with  his  mouth 
almost  touching  her  ear,  and  his  eyes  looking  into  hers. 

"No  matter  just  now,"  said  the  Jew.  "We'll  talk  of 
this  again.  You  have  a  friend  in  me,  Nance  ;  a  staunch 
friend.  I  have  the  means  at  hand,  quiet  and  close.  If 
you  want  revenge  on  those  that  treat  you  like  a  dog — 
like  a  dog!  worse  than  his  dog,  for  he  humors  him  some- 
times— come  to  me.  I  say,  come  to  me.  He  is  the  mere 
hound  of  a  day,  but  you  know  me  of  old,  Nance." 

"  I  know  you  well,"  replied  the  girl,  without  manifesting 
the  least  emotion.     "  Good-night." 

She  shrank  back,  as  Fagin  offered  to  lay  his  hand  on 
hers,  but  said  good  night  again,  in  a  steady  voice,  and, 
answering  his  parting  look  with  a  nod  of  intelligence, 
closed  the  door  between  them. 

Fagin  walked  towards  his  own  home,  intent  upon  the 
thoughts  that  were  working  within  his  brain.  He  had 
conceived  the  idea — not  from  what  had  just  passed, 
though  that  had  tended  to  confirm  him,  but  slowly  and  by 
degrees — that  Nancy,  wearied  of  the  housebreaker's  bru- 
tality, had  conceived  an  attachment  for  some  new  friend. 
Her  altered  manner,  her  repeated  absences  from  home 
alone,  her  comparative  indifference  to  the  interests  of  the 
gang  for  which  she  had  once  been  so  zealous,  and,  added 
to  these,  her  desperate  impatience  to  leave  home  that 
night  at  a  particular  hour,  all  favored  the  supposition, 
and  rendered  it,  to  him  at  least,  almost  matter  of  cer- 
tainty. The  object  of  this  new  liking  was  not  among  his 
myrmidons.  He  would  be  a  valuable  acquisition  with 
such  an  assistant  as  Nancy,  and  must  (thus  Fagin  argued) 
be  secured  without  delay. 
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There  was  another,  and  a  darker  object,  to  be  gained. 
Sikes  knew  too  much,  and  his  ruffian  taunts  had  not  galled 
the  Jew  the  less,  because  the  wounds  were  hidden.  The 
girl  must  know,  well,  that  if  she  shook  him  off,  she  could 
never  be  safe  from  his  fury,  and  that  it  would  be  surely 
wreaked — to  the  maiming  of  limbs,  or  perhaps  the  loss 
of  life — on  the  object  of  her  more  recent  fancy.  "With 
a  little  persuasion,"  thought  Fagfo,  "  what  more  likely 
than  that  she  would  consent  to  poison  him  !  Women 
have  done  such  things,  and  worse,  to  secure  the  same 
object  before  now.  There  would  be  the  dangerous  villain  : 
the  man  I  hate  :  gone;  another  secured  in  his  place  ;  and 
my  influence  over  the  girl,  with  a  knowledge  of  this 
crime  to  back  it,  unlimited.1' 

These  things  passed  through  the  mind  of  Fagin,  dur- 
ing the  short  time  he  sat  alone,  in  the  housebreaker's 
room ;  and  with  them  uppermost  in  his  thoughts,  he  had 
taken  the  opportunity  afterwards  afforded  him,  of  sound- 
ing the  girl  in  the  broken  hints  he  threw  out  at  parting. 
There  was  no  expression  of  surprise,  no  assumption  of 
an  inability  to  understand  his  meaning.  The  girl  clearly 
comprehended  it.     Her  glance  at  parting  showed  that. 

But  perhaps  she  would  recoil  from  a  plot  to  take  the 
life  of  Sikes,  and  that  was  one  of  the  chief  ends  to  be  at- 
tained. "  How,"  thought  the  Jew,  as  he  crept  home- 
wards, "  can  I  increase  my  influence  with  her?  what  new 
power  can  I  acquire  ?  " 

Such  brains  are  fertile  in  expedients.  If,  without  ex- 
tracting a  confession  from  herself,  he  laid  a  watch,  dis- 
covered the  object  of  her  altered  regard,  and  threatened 
to  reveal  the  whole  history  to  Sikes  (of  whom  she  stood 
in  no  comnon  fear)  unless  she  entered  into  his  designs, 
could  he  not  secure  her  compliance? 

"I  can,"  said  Fagin,  almost  aloud.  "  She  durst  not  re- 
fuse me  then.  Not  for  her  life,  not  for  her  life  !  I  have 
it  all.  The  means  are  ready,  and  shall  be  set  to  work. 
I  shall  have  you  yet !  " 

He  cast  back  a  dark  look,  and  a  threatening  motion  of 
the  hand,  towards  the  spot  where  he  had  left  the  bolder 
villain ;  and  went  on  his  way :  busying  his  bony  hands 
in  the  folds  of  his  tattered  garment,  which  he  wrenched 
tightly  in  his  grasp,  as  though  there  were  a  hated  enemy 
crushed  with  every  motion  of  his  fingers. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

NOAH     CLAYPOLE     IS     EMPLOYED     BY     FAGIN     ON    A     SECRET 

MISSION. 

The  old  man  was  up,  betimes,  next  morning,  and  waited 
impatiently  for  the  appearance  of  his  new  associate,  who, 
after  a  delay  that  seemed  interminable,  at  length  pre- 
sented himself,  and  commenced  a  voracious  assault  on 
the  breakfast. 

"  Bolter,"  said  the  Jew,  drawing  up  a  chair  and  seating 
himself  opposite  Morris  Bolter. 

"  Well,  here  I  am,"  returned  Noah.  "  What's  the 
matter?  Don't  yer  ask  me  to  do  anything  till  I  have 
done  eating.  That's  a  great  fault  in  this  place.  Yer 
never  get  time  enough  over  yer  meals." 

"  You  can  talk  as  you  eat,  can't  you?"  said  Fagin,  curs- 
ing his  dear  young  friend's  greediness  from  the  very  bot- 
tom of  his  heart. 

"  Oh  yes,  I  can  talk.  I  get  on  better  when  I  talk,"  said 
Noah,  cutting  a  monstrous  slice  of  bread.  "  Where's 
Charlotte?" 

"Out,"  said  Fagin.  "I  sent  her  out  this  morning  with 
the  other  young  woman,  because  I  wanted  us  to  be  alone." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Noah.  "  I  wish  yer'd  ordered  her  to  make 
some  buttered  toast  first.  Well.  Talk  away.  Yer  won't 
interrupt  me." 

There  seemed,  indeed,  no  great  fear  of  anything  inter- 
rupting him,  as  he  had  evidently  sat  down  with  a  deter- 
mination to  do  a  great  deal  of  business. 

"  You  did  well  yesterday,  my  dear,"  said  the  Jew. 
"Beautiful!  Six  shillings  and  ninepence  halfpenny  on 
the  very  first  day!  The  kinchin  lay  will  be  a  fortune  to 
you." 

"Don't  yer  forget  to  add  three  pint-pots  and  a  milk- 
can,"  said  Mr.  Bolter. 

"  No,  no,  my  dear,"  replied  the  Jew.  "  The  pint-pots 
were  great  strokes  of  genius  :  but  the  milk-can  was  a  per- 
fect masterpiece." 

"  Pretty  well,  I  think,  for  a  beginner,"  remarked  Mr. 
Bolter  complacently.     "  The  pots  I  took  off  airy  railings, 
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and  the  milk-can  was  standing  by  itself  outside  a  public- 
house.  I  thought  it  might  get  rusty  with  the  rain,  or 
catch  cold,  yer  know.     Eh?    Ha!  ha!  ha!" 

The  Jew  affected  to  laugh  very  heartily ;  and  Mr.  Bol- 
ter, having  had  his  laugh  out,  took  a  series  of  large  bites, 
which  finished  his  first  hunk  of  bread  and  butter,  and 
assisted  himself  to  a  second. 

"  I  want  you,  Bolter,"  said  Fagin,  leaning  over  the  table, 
"  to  do  a  piece  of  work  for  me,  my  dear,  that  needs  great 
care  and  caution." 

"  I  say,"  rejoined  Bolter,  "  don't  yer  go  shoving  me  into 
danger,  or  sending  me  to  any  more  o'  yer  police-offices. 
That  don't  suit  me,  that  don't ;  and  so  I  tell  yer." 

"  There's  not  the  smallest  danger  in  it — not  the  very 
smallest,"  said  the  Jew  ;  "  it's  only  to  dodge  a  woman." 

"An  old  woman?"  demanded  Mr.  Bolter. 

"A  young  one,"  replied  Fagin. 

"  I  can  do  that  pretty  well,  I  know,"  said  Bolter.  "  T 
was  a  regular  cunning  sneak  when  I  was  at  school.  What 
am  I  to  dodge  her  for  ?    Not  to — " 

"  Not  to  do  anything,"  interrupted  the  Jew,  "but  to  tell 
me  where  she  goes,  who  she  sees,  and,  if  possible,  what 
she  says  ;  to  remember  the  street,  if  it  is  a  street,  or  the 
house,  if  it  is  a  house ;  and  to  bring  me  back  all  the  infor- 
mation you  can." 

"  What'll  yer  give  me?"  asked  Noah,  setting  down  his 
cup,  and  looking  his  employer,  eagerly,  in  the  face. 

"  If  you  do  it  well,  a  pound,  my  dear.  One  pound," 
said  Fagin,  wishing  to  interest  him  in  the  scent  as  much 
as  possihle.  "  And  that's  what  I  never  gave  yet,  for  any 
job  of  work  where  there  wasn't  valuable  consideration  to 
be  gained." 

"  Who  is  she  ?  "  inquired  Noah. 

"  One  of  us." 

"Oh  Lor!"  cried  Noah,  curling  up  his  nose.  "Yer 
doubtful  of  her,  are  yer  ?  " 

"  She  has  found  out  some  new  friends,  my  dear,  and  I 
must  know  who  they  are,"  replied  the  Jew. 

"  I  see,"  said  Noah.  "  Just  to  have  the  pleasure  of  know- 
ing them,  if  they're  respectable  people,  eh?  Ha!  ha !  ha  ! 
I'm  your  man." 

"  I  knew  you  would  be,"  cried  Fagin,  elated  by  the  suc- 
cess of  his  proposal. 
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<<  Of  course,  of  course,"  replied  Noah.  "Where  is  she? 
Where  am  I  to  wait  for  her?    Where  am  I  to  go?" 

"  All  that,  my  dear,  you  shall  hear  from  UK.'.  I'll  point 
her  out  at  the  proper  time,"  said  Fag-in.  "  Vim  keep  ready, 
and  leave  the  rest  to  me." 

That  night  and  the  next,  and  the  next  again,  the  spy  sat 
booted  and  equipped  in  his  carter's  dress:  ready  to  turn 
out  at  a  word  from  Fagin.  Six  nights  passed — six  long 
weary  nights — and  on  each,  Fagin  came  home  with  a  dis- 
appointed face,  and  briefly  intimated  that  it  was  not  yet 
time.  On  the  seventh,  he  returned  earlier,  and  w  ith  an 
exultation  he  could  not  conceal.     It  was  Sunday. 

"She  goes  abroad  to-night,"  said  Fagin,  "and  on  the 
right  errand,  I'm  sure;  for  she  has  been  alone  all  day, 
and  the  man  she  is  afraid  of,  will  not  be  back  much  before 
daybreak.     Come  with  me.     Quick!" 

Noah  started  up  without  saying  a  word  ;  for  the  Jew 
was  in  a  state  of  such  intense  excitement  that  it  infected 
him.  They  left  the  house  stealthily ,and,  hurrying  through 
a  labyrinth  of  streets,  arrived  at  length  before  a  public- 
house,  which  Noah  recognized  as  the  same  in  which  he 
had  slept,  on  the  night  of  his  arrival  in  London. 

It  was  past  eleven  o'clock,  and  the  door  was  closed. 
It  opened  softly  on  its  hinges  as  the  Jew  gave  a  low 
whistle.  They  entered,  without  noise;  and  the  door  was 
closed  behind  them. 

Scarcely  venturing  to  whisper,  but  substituting  dumb 
show  for  words,  Fagin,  and  the  young  Jew  who  had  ad- 
mitted them,  pointed  out  the  pane  of  glass  to  Noah,  and 
signed  to  him  to  climb  up  and  observe  the  person  in  the 
adjoining  room. 

"  Is  that  the  woman  ? "  he  asked,  scarcely  above  his 
breath. 

The  Jew  nodded  yes. 

"  I  can't  see  her  face  well,"  whispered  Noah.  "  She  is 
looking  down,  and  the  candle  is  behind  her." 

"  Stay  there,"  whispered  Fagin.  He  signed  to  Barney, 
who  withdrew.  In  an  instant,  the  lad  entered  the  room 
adjoining,  and,  under  pretence  of  snuffing  the  candle, 
moved  it  into  the  required  position,  and,  speaking  to  the 
girl,  caused  her  to  raise  her  face. 

"  I  see  her  now,"  cried  the  spy. 

"Plainly?"  asked  the  Jew. 
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1  should  know  her  among  a  thousand." 

lie  hastily  descended,  as  the  room-door  opened,  and  the 
girl  came  out.  Fagin  drew  him  hehind  a  small  partition 
which  was  curtained  off,  and  they  held  their  breaths  as 
she  passed  within  a  few  feet  of  their  place  of  conceal- 
ment, and  emerged  by  the  door  at  which  they  had  en- 
tered. 

"Hist!  "  cried  the  lad  who  held  the  door.     "Dow." 

Noah  exchanged  a  look  with  Fagin,  and  darted  out. 

"  To  the  left,"  whispered  the  lad  ;  "  take  the  left  had, 
and  keep  od  the  other  side." 

He  did  so;  and,  by  the  light  of  the  lamps,  saw  the 
ghTs  retreating  figure,  already  at  some  distance  before 
him.  He  advanced  as  near  as  he  considered  prudent,  and 
kept  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  the  better  to  ob- 
serve her  motions.  She  looked  nervously  round,  twice  or 
thrice,  and  once  stopped  to  let  two  men  who  were  follow- 
ing close  behind  her,  pass  on.  She  seemed  to  gather 
courage  as  she  advanced,  and  to  walk  with  a  steadier  and 
firmer  step.  The  spy  preserved  the  same  relative  dis- 
tance between  them,  and  followed :  with  his  eye  upon 
her. 


CHAPTER  XL VI. 

THE    APPOINTMENT    KEPT. 

The  church  clocks  chimed  three  quarters  past  eleven, 
as  two  figures  emerged  on  London  Bridge.  One,  which 
advanced  with  a  swift  and  rapid  step,  was  that  of  a 
woman,  who  looked  eagerly  about  her  as  though  in  quest 
of  some  expected  object ;  the  other  figure  was  that  of  a 
man,  who  slunk  along  in  the  deepest  shadow  he  could 
find,  and,  at  some  distance,  accommodated  his  pace  to 
hers  :  stopping  when  she  stopped :  and,  as  she  moved 
again,  creeping  stealthily  on  :  bat  never  allowing  himself, 
in  the  ardor  of  his  pursuit,  to  gain  upon  her  footsteps. 
Thus,  they  crossed  the  bridge,  from  the  Middlesex  to  the 
Surrey  shore  :  when  the  woman,  apparently  disappointed 
in  her  anxious  scrutiny  of  the  foot-passengers,  turned 
back.  The  movement  was  sudden  ;  but  he  who  watched 
her,  was  not  thrown  off  his  guard  by  it;  for,  shrinking 
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into  one  of  the  recesses  which  surmount  the  piers  of  the 
bridge,  aiid  leaning  over  the  parapet  the  better  to  con- 
ceal  his  figure,  he  suffered  her  to  pass  by,on  the  opposite 
pavement.  When  she  was  about  the  same  distance  in 
advance  as  she  had  been  before,  he  slipped  quietly  down, 
and  followed  her  again.  At  nearly  the  centre  of  the 
bridge,  she  stopped.     The  man  stopped  too. 

it  was  a  very  dark  night.  The  day  had  been  unfavor- 
able, and  at  that  hour  and  place  there  were  few  people 
stirring.  Such  as  there  werej  hurried  quickly  past:  very 
possibly  without  seeing,  but  certainly  without  noticing, 
either  the  woman,  or  the  man  who  kept  her  in  view. 
Their  appearance  was  not  calculated  to  attract  the  im- 
portunate regards  of  such  of  London's  destitute  popula- 
tion, as  chanced  to  take  their  way  over  the  bridge  that 
night  in  search  of  some  cold  arch  or  doorless  hovel  where- 
in to  lay  their  beads  ;  they  stood  therein  silence  ;  neither 
speaking  nor  spoken  to,  by  any  one  who  passed. 

A  mist  hung  over  the  liver,  deepening  the  red  glare  of 
the  fires  that  burnt  upon  the  small  craft  moored  off  the 
different  wharfs,  and  rendering  darker  and  more  indis- 
tinct the  murky  buildings  on.  the  banks.  The  old  smoke- 
stained  storehouses  on  either  side,  rose  heavy  and  dull 
from  the  dense  mass  of  roofs  and  gables,  and  frowned 
sternly  upon  water  too  black  to  reflect  even  their  lum- 
bering shapes.  The  tower  of  old  Saint  Saviour's  Church, 
and  the  spire  of  Saint  Magnus,  so  long  the  giant- warders 
of  the  ancient  bridge,  were  visible  in  the  gloom ;  but  the 
fdrest  of  shipping  below  bridge,  and  the  thickl}'  scattered 
spires  of  churches  above,  were  nearly  all  hidden  from  the 
sight. 

The  girl  had  taken  a  few  restless  turns  to  and  fro — 
closely  watched  meanwhile  by  her  hidden  observer— 
when  the  heavy  bell  of  St.  Paul's  tolled  for  the  death  of 
another  day.  Midnight  had  come  upon  the  crowded  city. 
The  palaee,  the  night-cellar,  the  jail,  the  madhouse:  the 
chambers  of  birth  and  death,  of  health  and  sickness  :  the 
rigid  face  of  the  corpse  and  the  calm  sleep  of  the  child  : 
midnight  was  upon  them  all. 

The  hour  had  not  struck  two  minutes,  when  a  young 
lady,  accompanied  by  a  gray-haired  gentleman,  alighted 
from  a  hackney-carriage  within  a  short  distance  of  the 
bridge,  and,  having  dismissed  the  vehicle,  walked  straight 
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towards  it.  They  had  scarcely  set  foot  upon  its  pave- 
ment, when  the  girl  started,  and  immediately  made  to- 
wards them. 

They  walked  onward,  looking  about  them  with  the 
air  of  persons  who  entertained  some  very  slight  expec- 
tation which  had  little  chance  of  being  realized,  when  they 
were  suddenly  joined  by  this  new  associate.  They  halted 
with  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  but  suppressed  it  im- 
mediately ;  for  a  man  in  the  garments  of  a  countryman 
came  close  up — brushed  against  them,  indeed — at  that  pre- 
cise moment. 

"Not  here,"  said  Nancy  hurriedly,  "  I  am  afraid  to 
speak  to  you  here.  Come  away— out  of  the  public  road — 
down  the  steps  yonder  !  " 

As  she  uttered  these  words,  and  indicated,  with  her 
hand,  the  direction  in  which  she  wished  them  to  proceed, 
the  countryman  looked  round,  and  roughly  asking  what 
they  took  up  the  whole  pavement  for,  passed  on. 

The  steps  to  which  the  girl  had  pointed,  were  those 
which,  on  the  Surrey  bank,  and  on  the  same  side  of  the 
bridge  as  Saint  Saviour's  Church,  form  a  landing-stairs 
from  the  river.  To  this  spot,  the  man  bearing  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  countryman,  hastened  unobserved;  and 
after  a  moment's  survey  of  the  place,  he  began  to  descend. 

These  stairs  are  a  part  of  the  bridge ;  they  consist  of 
three  flights.  Just  below  the  end  of  the  second,  going 
down,  the  stone  wall  on  the  left  terminates  in  an  orna- 
mental pilaster  facing  towards  the  Thames.  At  this 
point  the  lower  steps  widen :  so  that  a  person  turning 
that  angle  of  the  wall,  is  necessarily  unseen  by  any  others 
on  the  stairs  who  chance  to  be  above  him,  if  only  a  step. 
The  countryman  looked  hastily  round,  when  he  reached 
this  point ;  and  as  there  seemed  no  better  place  of  con- 
cealment, and,  the  tide  being  out,  there  was  plenty  of 
room,  he  slipped  aside,  with  his  back  to  the  pilaster,  and 
there  waited :  pretty  certain  that  they  would  come  no  lower, 
and  that  even  if  he  could  not  hear  what  was  said,  he  could 
follow  them  again,  with  safety. 

So  tardily  stole  the  time  in  this  lonely  place,  and  so 
eager  was  the  spy  to  penetrate  the  motives  of  an  interview 
so  different  from  what  he  had  been  led  to  expect,  that  he 
more  than  once  gave  the  matter  up  for  lost,  and  persuaded 
himself,  either  that  they  had  stopped  far  above,  or  had 
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resorted  to  some  entirely  different  spot  to  hold  their 
mysterious  conversation.  lie  was  on  the  very  point  of 
emerging  from  his  hiding-place,  and  regaining  the  road 
above,  when  la-  heard  tin-  sound  of  Eootseps,  and  directly 
afterwards  of  voices  almost  close  at  his  ear. 

He  drew  himself  straight  upright  against  the  wall,  and, 
scarcely  breathing,  listened  attentively. 

"This  is  far  enough,"said  a  voice, which  was  evidently 
that  of  the  gentleman.  "  I  will  not  suffer  the  young  lady 
to  go  any  farther.  Many  people  would  have  distrusted 
you  too  much  to  have  come  even  so  far,  but  you  sue  I  am 
willing  to  humor  you." 

"To  humor  me!"  cried  the  voice  of  the  girl  whom  he 
had  followed.  "  You're  considerate,  indeed,  Sir.  To 
humor  me  !     Well,  well,  it's  no  matter." 

"Why,  for  what,"  said  the  gentleman  in  a  kinder  tone, 
"for  what  purpose  can  you  have  brought  us  to  this 
strange  place?  Why  not  have  let  me  speak  to  you,  above 
there,  where  it  is  light,  and  there  is  something  stirring, 
instead  of  bringing  us  to  this  dark  and  dismal  hole?" 

"  I  told  you  before,"  replied  Xancy,  "  that  I  was  afraid 
to  speak  to  you  there.  I  don't  know  why  it  is,"  said  the 
girl,  shuddering,  "but  I  have  such  a  fear  and  dread  upon 
me  to-night  that  I  can  hardly  stand." 

"A  fear  of  what?"  asked  the  gentleman,  who  seemed 
to  pity  her. 

"I  scarcely  know  of  what,"  replied  the  girl.  "I  wish 
I  did.  Horrible  thoughts  of  death,  and  shrouds  with 
blood  upon  them,  and  a  fear  that  has  made  me  burn  as  if 
I  was  on  fire,  have  been  upon  me  all  day.  I  was  reading 
a  book  to-night,  to  wile  the  time  away,  and  the  same 
things  came  into  the  print." 

"Imagination,"  said  the  gentleman,  soothing  her. 

"  Xo  imagination,"  replied  the  girl  in  a  hoarse  voice. 
"  I'll  swear  I  saw  i  coffin '  written  in  every  page  of  the 
book  in  large  black  letters, — aye,  and  they  carried  one  close 
to  me,  in  the  streets  to-night." 

"  There  is  nothing  unusual  in  that,"  said  the  gentleman. 
"They  have  passed  me  often." 

Heal  ones"  rejoined  the  girl.     "This  was  not." 

There  was  something  so  uncommon  in  her  manner, 
that  the  flesh  of  the  concealed  listener  crept  as  he  heard 
the  girl  utter  these  words,  and  the  blood  chilled  within 
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him.  He  had  never  experienced  a  greater  relief  tlmn  in 
hearing  the  sweet  voice  of  the  young  lady  as  she  begged 
her  to  be  calm,  and  not  allow  herself  to  become  the  prey 
of  such  fearful  fancies. 

"Speak  to  her  kindly,"  said  the  young  lady  to  her  com- 
panion.    "Poor  creature  !     She  seems  to  need  it." 

"  Your  haughty  religious  people  would  have  held  their 
heads  up  to  see  me  as  I  am  to-night,  and  preached  of 
flames  and  vengeance,"  cried  the  girl.  "  Oh,  dear  lady, 
why  ar'ii't  those  who  claim  to  be  God's  own  folks  as  gentle 
and  as  kind  to  us  poor  wretches  as  you,  who,  having 
youth  and  beauty,  and  all  that  they  have  lost,  might  be 
a  little  proud  instead  of  so  much  humbler?" 

"  Ah !  "  said  the  gentleman.  "  A  Turk  turns  his  face, 
after  washing  it  well,  to  the  East,  when  he  says  his  pray- 
ers ;  these  good  people,  after  giving  their  faces  such  a  rub 
against  the  World  as  to  take  the  smiles  off,  turn,  with  no 
less  regularity,  to  the  darkest  side  of  Heaven.  Between 
the  Mussulman  and  the  Pharisee,  com  mend  me  to  the  first ! " 

These  words  appeared  to  be  addressed  to  the  young 
lady,  and  were  perhaps  uttered  with  the  view  of  affording 
Nancy  time  to  recover  herself.  The  gentleman,  shortly 
afterwards,  addressed  himself  to  her. 

"  You  were  not  here  last  Sunday  night,"  he  said. 

"  I  couldn't  come,"  replied  Nancy ;  "  I  was  kept  by 
force." 

"  By  whom  ?  " 

"  Him  that  1  told  the  young  lady  of  before." 

"  You  were  not  suspected  of  holding  any  communica- 
tion with  anybody  on  the  subject  which  has  brought  us 
here  to-night,  I  hope?"  asked  the  old  gentleman. 

"No,"  replied  the  girl,  shaking  her  head.  "It's  not 
very  easy  for  me  to  leave  him  unless  he  knows  why ;  I 
couldn't  have  seen  the  lady  when  I  did,  but  that  I  gave 
him  a  drink  of  laudanum  before  I  came  away." 

"  Did  he  awake  before  you  returned  ?  "  inquired  the 
gentleman. 

"  Xo ;  and  neither  he  nor  any  of  them  suspect  me." 

"  Good,"  said  the  gentleman.     "  Now  listen  to  me." 
"  I  am  ready,"  replied  the  girl,  as  he  paused  for  a 
moment. 

"  This  young  lady,"  the  gentleman  began,  "  has  com- 
municated to  me,  and  to  some  other  friends  who  can  be 
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safely  crusted,  what  you  told  her  nearly  a  Fortnight  since. 
I  confess  to  you  that  I  had  doubts,  at  first,  whether  you 

were  to  be  implicitly  relied  upon,  but  now  I  firmly  believe 
you  are." 

"I  am,"  said  the  girl  earnestly. 

"  I  repeat  that  I  firmly  believe  it.  To  prove  to  you  that 
I  am  disposed  to  trust  you,  I  tell  you  without  reserve, 
that  we  propose  to  extort  the  secret,  whatever  it  may  be, 
from  the  fears  of  this  man  Monks.  Hut  if — if—"  said  the 
gentleman,  "he  cannot  be  secured,  or,  if  secured,  cannot 
be  acted  upon  as  we  wish,  you  must  deliver  up  the  Jew." 

"Fagin,"  cried  the  girl,  recoiling. 

"That  man  must  be  delivered  up  by  you,"  said  the 
gentleman. 

"  I  will  not  do  it !  I  will  never  do  it !  "  replied  the  girl. 
"Devil  that  he  is,  and  worse  than  devil  as  he  has  been 
to  me,  I  will  never  do  that." 

"  You  will  not  ?  "  said  the  gentleman,  who  seemed  fully 
prepared  for  this  answer. 

"  Never !  "  returned  the  girl. 

"Tell  me  why  ?" 

"For  one  reason,"  rejoined  the  girl  firmly,  "for  one 
reason,  that  the  lady  knows  and  will  stand  by  me  in,  I 
know  she  will,  for  1  have  her  promise;  and  for  this  other, 
reason,  besides,  that,  bad  life  as  he  has  led,  I  have  lived  a 
bad  life  too;  there  are  many  of  us  who  have  kept  the  same 
courses  together,  and  I'll  not  turn  upon  them,  who  might 
— any  of  them — have  turned  upon  me,  but  didn't,  bad  as 
they  are." 

"  Then,"  said  the  gsntleman,"  quickly  as  if  this  had  been 
the  point  he  had  been  aiming  to  attain  ;  "put  Monks  into 
my  hands,  and  leave  him  to  me  to  deal  with." 

"  What  if  he  turns  against  the  others?" 

"  I  promise  you  that  in  that  case,  if  the  truth  is  forced 
from  him,  there  the  matter  will  rest  ;  there  must  be 
circumstances  in  Oliver's  little  history  which  it  would  be 
painful  to  drag  before  the  public  eye,  and  if  the  truth  is 
once  elicited,  they  shall  go  scot  free." 

"  And  if  it  is  not?  "  suggested  the  girl. 

"  Then,"  pursued  the  gentleman,  "  this  Jew  shall  not 
be  brought  to  justice  without  your  consent.  In  such  a 
case  I  could  show  you  reasons,  I  think,  which  would  in- 
duce  you  to  yield  it." 
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"  Have  I  the  lady's  promise  for  that  ?"  asked  the  girl. 

"You  have,"  replied  Rose.  "My  true  and  faithful 
pledge." 

"Monks  would  never  learn  how  you  knew  what  you 
do  ?  "  said  the  girl,  after  a  short  pause. 

"Never,"  replied  the  gentleman.  "The  intelligence 
should  be  so  brought  to  bear  upon  him,  that  he  could 
never  even  guess." 

"I  have  been  a  liar  and  among  liars  from  a  little 
child,"  said  the  girl  after  another  interval  of  silence,  "  but 
I  will  take  your  words."  • 

After  receiving  an  assurance  from  both,  that  she  might 
safely  do  so,  she  proceeded  in  a  voice  so  low  that  it  was 
often  difficult  for  the  listener  to  discover  even  the  pur- 
port of  what  she  said,  to  describe,  by  name  and  situation, 
the  public-house  whence  she  had  been  followed  that  night. 
From  the  manner  in  which  she  occasionally  paused,  it 
appeared  as  if  the  gentleman  were  making  some  hasty 
notes  of  the  information  she  communicated.  When  she 
had  thoroughly  explained  the  localities  of  the  place,  the 
best  position  from  which  to  watch  it  without  exciting 
observation,  and  the  night  and  hour  on  which  Monks  was 
most  in  the  habit  of  frequenting  it,  she  seemed  to  con- 
sider for  a  few  moments,  for  the  purpose  of  recalling  his 
features  and  appearance  more  forcibly  to  her  recollec- 
tion. 

"He  is  tall,"  said  the  girl,  "and  a  strongly  made 
man,  but  not  stout ;  he  has  a  lurking  walk ;  and  as  he 
walks,  constantly  looks  over  his  shoulder,  first  on  one 
side,  and  then  on  the  other.  Don't-forget  that,  for  his 
eyes  are  sunk  in  his  head  so  much  deeper  than  any  other 
man's,  that  you  might  almost  tell  him  by  that  alone.  Hi? 
face  is  dark,  like  his  hair  and  eyes ;  and,  although  he 
can't  be  more  than  six  or  eight  and  twenty,  withered  and 
haggard.  His  lips  are  often  discolored  and  disfigured 
with  the  marks  of  teeth ;  for  he  has  desperate  fits,  and 
sometimes  even  bits  his  hands  and  covers  them  with 
wounds — why  did  you  start?"  said  the  girl,  stopping 
suddenly. 

The  gentleman  replied,  in  a  hurried  manner,  that  he 
was  not  conscious  of  having  done  so,  and  begged  her  to 
proceed. 

"  Part  of  this,"   said  the  girl,  "  I've  drawn  out  from 
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other  people  at  the  liouse  I  tell  you  of,  for  I  have  only 
Been  hira  twice,  and  both  times  he  Was  cohered  lip  in  a 
large  cloak.  I  think  that's  all  I  can  give  you  toknow 
liim  by.  Stay  though,**  she  added.  "U>pon  his  throat: 
so  high  that  you  can  see  a  part  of  it  below  his  necker- 
chief when  he  turns  his  face  :  there  is — " 

"Abroad  red  mark,  like  a  burn  or  scald,"  cried  the 
gentleman. 

"  How's  this  ! ;'  said  the  girl.     "  You  know  him !  " 

The  young  lady  uttered  a  cry  of  surprise,  and  for  a  few 
moments  they  were  so»still  that  the  listener  could  dis- 
tinctly hear  them  breathe. 

"  I  think  I  do,"  said  the  gentleman,  breaking  silence. 
"I  should  by  your  description.  We  shall  see.  Many 
people  are  singularly  like  each  other.  It  may  not  be  the 
same." 

As  he  expressed  himself  to  this  effect,  with  assumed 
carelessness,  he  took  a  step  or  two  nearer  the  concealed 
spy,  as  the  latter  could  tell  from  the  distinctness  with 
which  he  heard  him  mutter,  "It  must  be  he!" 

"Now,"  he  said,  returning:  so  it  seemed  by  the  sound: 
to  the  spot  where  he  had  stood  before,  "  you  have  given  us 
most  valuable  assistance,  young  woman,  and  I  wish  you 
to  be  the  better  for  it.     What  can  I  do  to  serve  you  ?  " 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Nancy. 

"  You  will  not  persist  in  saying  that,"  rejoined  the 
gentleman,  with  a  voice  and  emphasis  of  kindness  that 
might  have  touched  a  much  harder  and  more  obdurate 
heart.     "  Think  now.     Tell  me." 

"Nothing,  Sir,"  rejoined  the  girl,  weeping.  "You  can 
do  nothing  to  help  me.     I  am  past  all  hope,  indeed." 

"  You  put  yourself  beyond  its  pale,"  said  the  gentle- 
man. "The  past  has  been  a  dreary  waste  with  you,  of 
youthful  energies  mis-spent,  and  such  priceless  treasures 
lavished,  as  the  Creator  bestows  but  once  and  never 
grants  again,  but,  for  the  future,  you  may  hope.  I  do  not 
say  that  it  is  in  our  power  to  offer  you  peace  of  heart  and 
mind,  for  that  must  come  as  you  seek  it;  but  a  quiet 
asylum,  either  in  England,  or,  if  you  fear  to  remain  here, 
in  some  foreign  country,  it  is  not  only  within  the  compass 
of  our  ability  but  our  most  anxious  wish  to  secure  you. 
Before  the  dawn  of  morning,  before  this  river  wakes  to 
the  first  glimpse  of  daylight,  you  shall  he  placed  as  en- 
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tirely  beyond  the  reach  of  your  former  associates,  and 
leave  as  utter  an  absence  of  all  trace  behind  you,  as  if  you 
were  to  disappear  from  the  earth  this  moment.  Come ! 
1  would  not  have  you  go  back  to  exchange  one  word  with 
any  old  companion,  or  take  one  look  at  any  old  haunt,  or 
breathe  the  very  air  which  is  pestilence  and  death  to  you. 
Quit  them  all,  while  there  is  time  and  opportunity !  " 

"  She  will  be  persuaded  now,"  cried  the  young  lady. 
"She  hesitates,  1  am  sure." 

"  I  fear  not,  my  dear,"  said  the  gentleman. 

"No,  Sir,  I  do  not,"  replied  the  girl,  after  a  short  strug- 
gle. "  I  am  chained  to  my  old  life.  I  loathe  and  hate  it 
now,  but  T  cannot  leave  it.  I  must  have  gone  too  far  to 
turn  back, — and  yet  I  don't  know,  for  if  you  had  spoken  to 
me  so,  some  time  ago,  I  should  have  laughed  it  off.  But," 
she  said,  looking  hastily  round,  "  this  fear  comes  over  me 
again.     I  must  go  home." 

"  Home !  "  repeated  the  young  lady,  with  great  stress 
upon  the  word. 

"  Home,  lady,"  rejoined  the  girl.  "  To  such  a  home  as 
I  have  raised  for  myself  with  the  work  of  my  whole  life. 
Let  us  part.  I  shall  be  watched  or  seen.  Go!  Go!  If 
I  have  done  you  any  service,  all  I  ask  is,  that  you  leave 
me,  and  let  me  go  my  way  alone." 

"  It  is  useless,"  said  the  gentleman,  with  a  sigh.  "  We 
compromise  her  safety,  perhaps,  by  staying  here.  We 
may  have  detained  her  longer  than  she  expected  al- 
ready." 

"Yes,  yes,"  urged  the  girl.     "  You  have." 

"  What,"  cried  the  young  lady,  "can  be  the  end  of  this 
poor  creature's  life!  " 

"  What !  "  repeated  the  girl.  "  Look  before  you,  lady. 
Look  at  that  dark  water.  How  many  times  do  you  read 
of  such  as  I  who  spring  into  the  tide,  and  leaving  no  liv- 
ing thing,  to  care  for,  or  bewail  them.  It  may  be  years 
hence,  or  it  may  be  only  months,  but  I  shall  come  to  that 
at  last." 

"Do  not  speak  thus,  pray,"  returned  the  young  lady, 
sobbing. 

"  It  will  never  reach  your  ears,  dear  lady,  and  God  for- 
bid such  horrors  should ! "  replied  the  girl.  "  Good- 
night, good-night!  " 

The  gentleman  turned  away. 
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"This  purse,"  cried  the  young  lady.     "Take  it  for  m 
Bake,  that    you   may   have  some  resource  in  an  hour  c>. 
need  and  trouble." 

"Nojj.'  replied  the  girl.  "I  have  not  done  this  foi 
money.  Let  me  have  that  to  think  of.  And  yet — giv6 
me  something  that  you  have  worn  :  I  should  like  to  have 
something — no,  no,  not  a  ring— your  gloves  or  handker 
chief — anything  that  I  can  keep,  as  having  belonged  tc 
yen,  sweet  lady.  There.  Jiless  you!  God  bless  you. 
Good  night,  good  night!  " 

The  violent  agitation  of  the  girl,  and  the  apprehension 
of  some  discovery  which  would  subject  her  to  ill- 
usage  and  violence,  seemed  to  determine  the  gentleman 
to  leave  her,  as  she  requested.  The  sound  of  retreating 
footsteps  were  audible,  and  the  voices  ceased. 

The  two  figures  of  the  young  lady  and  her  companion 
soon  afterwards  appeared  upon  the  bridge.  They  stopped 
at  the  summit  of  the  stairs. 

"  Hark  !  "  cried  the  young  lady,  listening.  "  Did  she 
call!     I  thought  I  heard  her  voice." 

"  No,  my  love,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow,  looking  sadly 
back.  "  She  has  not  moved,  and  will  not  till  we  are 
gone." 

Rose  Maylie  lingered,  but  the  old  gentleman  drew 
her  arm  through  his,  and  led  her,  with  gentle  force,  away. 
As  they  disappeared,  the  girl  sank  down  nearly  at  her 
full  length  upon  one  of  the  stone  stairs,  and  vented  the 
anguish  of  her  heart  in  bitter  tears. 

After  a  time  she  arose,  and  with  feeble  and  tottering  steps 
ascended  to  the  street.  The  astonished  listener  remained 
motionless  on  his  post  for  some  minutes  afterwards,  and 
having  ascertained,  with  many  cautious  glances  round 
him,  that  he  was  again  alone,  crept  slowly  from  his  hid- 
ing-place, and  returned,  stealthily  and  in  the  shade  of  the 
wall,  in  the  same  manner  as  he  had  descended. 

Peeping  out,  more  than  once,  when  he  reached  the  top, 
to  make  sure  that  he  was  unobserved,  Noah  Claypole 
darted  away  at  his  utmost  speed,  and  made  for  the  Jew's 
house  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him. 
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CHAPTER  XLVII. 

FATAL   CONSEQUENCES. 

It  was  nearly  two  hours  before  daybreak ;  that  time, 
wbich,  in  the  autumn  of  the  year,  may  be  truly  called  the 
dead  of  night;  when  the  streets  are  silent  and  deserted; 
when  even  sound  appears  to  slumber,  and  profligacy  and 
riot  have  staggered  home  to  dream  ;  it  was  at  this  still 
and  silent  hour,  that  the  Jew  sat  watching  in  his  old  lair, 
with  face  so  distorted  and  pale,  and  eyes  so  red  and 
bloodshot,  that  he  looked  less  like  a  man,  than  like  some 
hideous  phantom,  moist  from  the  grave,  and  worried  by 
an  evil  spirit. 

He  sat  crouching  over  a  cold  hearth,  wrapped  in  an  old 
torn  coverlet,  with  his  face  turned  towards  a  wasting 
candle  that  stood  upon  a  table  by  his  side.  His  right 
hand  was  raised  to  his  lips,  and  as,  absorbed  in  thought, 
lie  bit  his  long  black  nails,  he  disclosed  among  his  tooth- 
less gums  a  few  such  fangs  as  should  have  been  a  dog's  or 
rat's. 

Stretched  upon  a  mattress  on  the  floor,  lay  Noali  Clay- 
pole,  fast  asleep.  Towards  him  the  old  man  sometimes 
directed  his  eyes  for  an  instant,  and  then  brought  them 
back  again  to  the  candle :  which,  with  long-burnt  wick 
drooping  almost  double,  and  hot  grease  failing  down  in 
clots  upon  the  table,  plainly  showed  that  his  thoughts 
were  busy  elsewhere. 

Indeed  they  were.  Mortification  at  the  overthrow  of 
his  notable  scheme  ;  hatred  of  the  girl  who  had  dared  to 
palter  with  strangers ;  an  utter  distrust  of  the  sincerity 
of  her  refusal  to  yield  him  up  ;  bitter  disappointment  at 
the  loss  of  his  revenge  on  Sikes  ;  the  fear  of  detection, 
and  ruin,  and  death;  and  a  fierce  and  deadly  rage  kindled 
by  all ;  these  were  the  passionate  considerations  which, 
following  close  upon  each  other  with  rapid  and  ceaseless 
whirl,  shot  through  the  brain  of  Fagin,  as  every  evil 
thought  and  blackest  purpose  lay  working  at  his  heart. 

He  sat  without  changing  his  attitude  in  the  least,  or 
appearing  to  take  the  smallest  heed  of  time,  until  his 
quick  ear  seemed  to  be  attracted  by  a  footstep  in  the  street. 
24 
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'•At  last,"  muttered  the  Jew,  wiping-  his  dry  and 
fevered  mouth.     "  At  lust !  " 

The  bell  rang  gently  as  be  spoke  lie  crept  upstairs 
to  the  door,  and  presently  returned  accompanied  by  a  man 

muffled  to  1  lie  el u n,  who  carried  a  bundle  under  oik;  arm. 
Sitting  down,  and  throwing  back  his  outer  coat,  the  man 
displayed  the  burly  frame  ot  Sikes. 

"There!"  he  said,  laying  the  bundle  on  the  table. 
"Take  care  of  that,  and  do  the  most  you  can  with  it.  [t's 
been  trouble  enough  to  get;  1  thought  1  should  have 
been  here,  three  hours  ago." 

Fagin  laid  his  hand  upon  the  bundle,  and  locking  it  in 
the  cupboard,  sat  down  again  without  speaking;  lint  he 
did  not  take  his  eyes  off  the  robber,  for  an  instant,  during 
this  action  ;  and  now  that  they  sat  over  against  each 
other,  face  to  face,  he  looked  fixedly  at  him,  with  his  lips 
quivering  so  violently,  and  his  face  so  altered  by  the 
emotions  which  had  mastered  him,  that  the  house-breaker 
involuntarily  drew  back  his  chair,  and  surveyed  him  with 
a  look  of  real  affright. 

"Wot  now?"  cried  Sikes.  "Wot  do  you  look  at  a 
man  so  for?" 

Fagin  raised  his  right  band,  and  shook  his  trembling 
forefinger  in  the  air;  but  his  passion  was  so  great,  that 
the  power  of  speech  was  for  the  moment  gone. 

"Damme!"  said  Sikes,  feeling  in  his  breast  with  a 
look  of  alarm.  "  He's  gone  mad.  I  must  look  to  myself 
here." 

"No,  no,"  rejoined  Fagin,  finding  his  voice  "  It's  not 
—you're  not  the  person,  Bill.  I've  no — no  fault  to  find 
with  you." 

"Oh,  you  haven't,  haven't  you ? "  said  Sikes,  looking 
.sternly  at  him,  and  ostentatiously  passing  a  pistol  into  a 
more  convenient  pocket.  "That's  lucky — for  one  of  us. 
Which  one  that  is,  don't  matter." 

"I've  got  that  to  tell  you,  Bill,"  said  the  Jew,  drawing 
his  chair  nearer,  "will  make  you  worse  than  me." 

"Aye?"  returned  the  robber  with  an  incredulous  atr. 
"Tell  away!     Look  sharp,  or  Nance  will  think  I'm  lost." 

"  Lost ! "  cried  Fagin.  "  She  has  pretty  well  settled 
that,  in  her  own  mind,  already." 

Sikes  looked  with  an  aspect  of  great  perplexity  into 
the  Jew's  face,  and  reading  no  satisfactory  explanation  of 
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the  riddle  there,  clenched  his  coat  collar  in  his  huge  hand 
and  shook  him  soundly. 

"  Speak,  will  you !  "  he  said ;  "  or  if  you  don't,  it  shall 
be  for  want  of  breath.  Open  your  mouth,  and  say  wot 
you've  got  to  say  in  plain  words.  Out  with  it,  you 
thundering  old  cur,  out  with  it !  " 

"  Suppose  that  lad  that's  lying  there "  Fagin  be- 
gan. 

Sikes  turned  round  to  where  Noah  was  sleeping,  as  if 
he  had  not  previously  observed  him.  "  Well !  "  he  said, 
resuming  his  former  position. 

"  Suppose  that  lad,"  pursued  the  Jew,  "  was  to  peach — 
to  blow  upon  us  all — first  seeking  out  the  right  folks  for 
the  purpose,  and  then  having  a  meeting  with  'em  in  the 
street  to  paint  our  likenesses,  describe  every  mark  that 
they  might  know  us  by,  and  the  crib  where  we  might  be 
most  easily  taken.  Suppose  he  was  to  do  all  this,  and 
besides  to  blow  upon  a  plant  we've  all  been  in,  more  or 
less — of  his  own  fancy  ;  not  grabbed,  trapped,  tried,  ear- 
wigged  by  the  parson  and  brought  to  it  on  bread  and 
water, — but  of  his  own  fancy  ;  to  please  his  own  taste  ; 
stealing  out  at  nights  to  find  those  most  interested  against 
us,  and  peaching  to  them.  Do  you  hear  me  ?  "  cried  the 
Jew,  his  eyes  flashing  with  rage.  "  Suppose  he  did  all 
this,  what  then  ?  " 

"  What  then  ! "  replied  Sikes,  with  a  tremendous  oath. 
"If  he  was  left  alive  till  I  came,  I'd  grind  his  skull  under 
the  iron  heel  of  my  boot  into  as  many  grains  as  there  are 
hairs  upon  his  head." 

"What  if /did  it !"  cried  the  Jew  almost  in  a  yell. 
"  I,  that  know  so  much,  and  could  hang  so  many  besides 
myself! " 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  Sikes,  clenching  his  teeth  and 
turning  white  at  the  mere  suggestion.  "  I'd  do  something 
in  the  jail  that  'ud  get  me  put  in  irons  ;  and  if  I  was  tried 
along  with  you,  I'd  fall  upon  you  with  them  in  the  open 
court,  and  beat  your  brains  out  afore  the  people.  I  should 
have  such  strength,"  muttered  the  robber,  poising  his 
brawny  arm,  "  that  I  could  smash  your  head  as  if  a 
loaded  wagon  had  gone  over  it." 

"  You  would  ?  " 

"Would  I?"  said  the  housebreaker.     "Try  me." 

"  If  it  was  Charley,  or  the  Dodger,  or  Bet,  or " 
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-  \  lon't  care  who,"  replied Sikes  impatiently.    "Who 
ever  it  was,  I'd  serve  them  the  same." 

Ifagin  again  looked  hard  at  the  robber;  and,  motioning 
him  to  beBilent,  stooped  over  the  bed  upon  the  floor,  and 
shook  the  sleeper  to  rouse  him.  Sikes  leant  forward  in 
his  chair  :  looking  on  with  his  hands  upon  his  knees  as  if 
wondering  much  what  all  this  questioning  and  prepara- 
tion was  to  end  in. 

"Bolter,  Bolter!  Poor  lad!  "said  Fagin,  looking  up 
with  an  expression  of  devilish  anticipation,  and  speaking 
slowly  and  with  marked  emphasis.  "  He's  tired— tired 
with  watching  for  Mr  so  long,— watching  for  her,  Bill." 

"  Wot  d'ye  mean  ?"  asked  Sikes,  drawing  back. 

The  Jew  made  no  answer,  but  bending  over  the  sleeper 
again,hauled  him  into  a  sitting  posture.  When  his  assumed 
name  had  been  repeated  several  times,  Noah  rubbed  his 
eyes,  and,  giving  a  heavy  yawn,  looked  sleepily  about  him. 

"Tell  me  that  again— once  again,  just  for  him  to  hear," 
said  the  Jew,  pointing  to  Sikes  as  he  spoke. 

"Tell  yer  what?"  asked  the  sleepy  Noah,  shaking  him- 
self pettishly. 

"  That  about— Nancy,"  said  the  Jew,  clutching  Sikes 
by  the  wrist,  as  if  to  prevent  his  leaving  the  house  before 
he  had  heard  enough.     "  You  followed  her?" 

"  Yes." 

"To  London  Bridge?" 

»  Yes." 

"  Where  she  met  two  people  ?" 

"  So  she  did." 

"  A  gentleman  and  a  lady  that  she  had  gone  to  of  her 
own  accord  before,  who  asked  her  to  give  up  all  her  pals, 
and  Monks  first,  which  she  did— and  to  describe  him, 
which  she  did— and  to  tell  her  what  bouse  it  was  that 
we  meet  at,  and  go  to,  which  she  did— and  where  it  could 
be  best  watched  from,  which  she  did— and  what  time  the 
people  went  there,  which  she  did.  She  did  all  this.  She 
told  it  all  everv  word  without  a  threat,  without  a  mur- 
mur-she did— did  she  not  ?"  cried  the  Jew,  half  mad 
with  fury. 

"  All  right,"  replied  Noah,  scratching  his  head.  "  That's 
just  what  it  was!  " 

"What  did  they  say,  about  last  Sunday?"  demanded 
the  Jew. 
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"  About  last  Sunday  ! "  replied  Noah,  considering. 
"  Why,  I  told  yer  that  before." 

"  Again.  Tell  it  again  !  "  cried  Fagin,  tightening  his 
grasp  on  Sikes,  and  brandishing  his  other  hand  aloft,  as 
the  foam  flew  from  his  lips. 

"  They  asked  her,"  said  Noah,  who,  as  he  grew  more 
wakeful,  seemed  to  have  a  dawning  perception  who  Sikes 
was,  "  they  asked  her  why  she  didn't  come,  last  Sunday, 
as  she  promised.     She  said  she  couldn't." 

"  Why — why  ?  "  interrupted  the  Jew  triumphantly. 
"  Tell  him  that." 

"Because  she  was  forcibly  kept  at  home  by  Bill,  the 
man  she  had  told  them  of  before,"  replied  Noah. 

"What  more  of  him?"  cried  the  Jew.  "What  more 
of  the  man  she  had  told  them  of  before  ?  Tell  him  that, 
tell  him  that." 

"  Why,  that  she  couldn't  very  easily  get  out  of  doors 
unless  he  knew  where  she  was  going  to,"  said  Noah  : 
"  and  so  the  first  time  she  went  to  see  the  lady,  she — ha! 
ha!  ha!  it  made  me  laugh  when  she  said  it,  that  it  did — 
she  gave  him  a  drink  of  laudanum." 

"  Hell's  fire !  "  cried  Sikes,  breaking  fiercely  from  the 
Jew.     "  Let  me  go !  " 

Flinging  the  old  man  from  him,  he  rushed  from  the 
room,  and  darted,  wildly  and  furiously,  up  the  stairs. 

"Bill,  Bill!"  cried  the  Jew,  following  him  hastily, 
"  A  word.     Only  a  word." 

The  word  would  not  have  been  exchanged,  but  that  the 
housebreaker  was  unable  to  open  the  door  :  on  which  he 
was  expending  fruitless  oaths  and  violence,  when  the  Jew 
came  panting  up. 

"Let  me  out,"  said  Sikes.  "Don't  speak  to  me  ;  it's 
not  safe.     Let  me  out,  I  say." 

"  Hear  me  speak  a  word,"  rejoined  the  Jew,  laying  his 
hand  upon  the  lock.     "  You  won't  be — " 

"  Well,"  replied  the  other. 

"You  won't  be — too — violent,  Bill?"  whined  the  Jew. 
"  The  day  was  breaking,  and  there  was  light  enough  for 
the  men  to  see  each  other's  faces.  They  exchanged  one 
brief  glance  ;  there  was  a  fire  in  the  eyes  of  both,  which 
could  not  be  mistaken. 

"  I  mean,"  said  Fagin,  showing  that  he  felt  all  disguise 
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was  now  useless,  "  not  too  violent  for  safety.    Be  crafty, 
Bill,  and  not  too  bold." 

Sikes  made  no  reply;  but,  pulling  open  the  door,  of 
which  the  Jew  hud  turned  the  lock,  dashed  into  thesilent 

streets. 

Without  one  pause,  or  moment's  consideration  ;  without 
once  turning  his  head  to  the  right  or  left,  or  raising  his 
eyes  to  the  sky,  or  lowering  them  to  the  ground,  but 
looking  straight  before  him  with  savage  resolution:  his 
teeth  so  tightly  compressed  that  the  strained  jaw  seemed 
starting  through  his  skin  ;  the  robber  held  on  his  head- 
long course,  nor  muttered  a  word,  nor  relaxed  a  muscle, 
until  he  reached  his  own  door.  He  opened  it,  softly,  with 
a  key  ;  strode  lightly  up  the  stairs;  and  entering  his  own 
room,  double-locked  the  door,  and  lifting  a  heavy  table 
against  it,  drew  back  the  curtain  of  the  bed, 

The  girl  was  lying,  half-dressed,  upon  it.  He  had 
roused  her  from  her  sleep,  for  she  raised  herself  with  a 
hurried  and  startled  look. 

"  Get  up !  "  said  the  man. 

"  It  is  you,  Bill !  "  said  the  girl,  with  an  expression  of 
pleasure  at  his  return. 

"  It  is,"  was  the  reply.     "  Get  up." 

There  was  a  candle  burning,  but  the  man  hastily  drew 
it  from  the  candlestick,  and  hurled  it  under  the  grate. 
Seeing  the  faint  light  of  early  day  without,  the  girl  rose 
to  undraw  the  curtain. 

"  Let  it  be,"  said  Sikes,  thrusting  his  hand  before  her. 
"  There's  light  enough  for  wot  I've  got  to  do." 

"Bill,"  said  the  girl,  in  a  low  voice  of  alarm,  "  why  do 
you  look  like  that  at  me  ! " 

The  robber  sat  regarding  her,  for  a  few  seconds,  with 
dilated  nostrils  and  heaving  breast ;  and  then,  grasping 
her  by  the  head  and  throat,  dragged  her  into  the  middle 
of  the  room,  and  looking  once  towards  the  door,  placed  his 
heavy  hand  upon  her  mouth. 

"  Bill,  Bill  !  "  gasped  the  girl,  wrestling  with  the 
strength  of  mortal  fear,—"  I— I  won't  scream  or  cry- 
not  once — hear  me— speak  to  me — tell  me  what  I  have 
done !  " 

"  You  know,  you  she  devil  ! "  returned  the  robber, 
suppressing  his  breath.  "You  were  watched  to-night; 
every  word  you  said  was  heard-" 
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"Then  spare  ray  life  for  the  love  of  TTeaven,as  I  spared 
yours,"  rejoined  the  girl,  clinging  to  him.  "Bill,  dear 
Bill,  you  cannot  have  the  heart  to  kill  me.  Oh  !  think  of 
all  I  have  given  up,  oidy  this  one  night,  for  you.  You 
shall  have  time  to  think,  and  save  yourself  this  crime;  I 
will  not  loose  my  hold,  you  cannot  throw  me  off.  Bill, 
Bill,  for  dear  God's  sake,  for  your  own,  for  mine,  stop 
before  you  spill  my  blood !  I  have  been  true  to  you,  upon 
my  guilty  soul  I  have!  " 

The  man  struggled,  violently,  to  release  his  arms  ;  but 
those  of  the  girl  were  clasped  round  his,  and  tear  her  as 
he  would,  he  could  not  tear  them  away. 

"  Bill,"  cried  the  girl,  striving  to  lay  her  head  upon  his 
breast,  "the  gentleman,  and  that  dear  lady,  told  me  to- 
night of  a  home  in  some  foreign  country  where  I  could 
end  my  days  in  solitude  and  peace.  Let  me  see  them 
again,  and  beg  them,  on  my  knees,  to  show  the  same 
mercy  and  goodness  to  you ;  and  let  us  both  leave  this 
dreadful  place,  and  far  apart  lead  better  lives,  and  forget 
how  we  have  lived,  except  in  prayers,  and  never  see  each 
other  more.  It  is  never  too  late  to  repent.  They  told 
me  so — I  feel  it  now — but  we  must  have  time — a  little, 
little  time !  " 

The  house-breaker  freed  one  arm,  and  grasped  his 
pistol.  The  certainty  of  immediate  detection  if  he  fired, 
flashed  across  his  mind  oven  in  the  midst  of  his  fury  ;  and 
he  beat  it  twice  with  all  the  force  he  could  summon,  upon 
the  upturned  face  that  almost  touched  his  own. 

She  staggered  and  fell :  nearly  blinded  with  the  blood 
that  rained  down  from  a  deep  gash  in  her  forehead;  but 
raising  herself,  with  difficulty,  on  her  knees,  drew  from 
her  bosom  a  white  handkerchief— Rose  May  lie's  own — 
and  holding  it  up,  in  her  folded  hands,  as  high  towards 
Heaven  as  her  feeble  strength  would  allow,  breathed  one 
prayer  for  mercy  to  her  Maker. 

It  was  a  ghastly  figure  to  look  upon.  The  murderer 
staggering  backward  to  the  wall,  and  shutting  out  the 
sight  with  his  hand,  seized  a  heavy  club  and  struck  her 
down. 
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CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

THE    FLIGHT    OP    S1KES. 

Or-  all  had  deeds  that,  under  cover  of  the  darkness,  had 
beeo  committed  within  wide  London's  bounds  since  night 
hung  over  it,  that  was  the  worst.  Of  all  the  horrors  that 
rose  with  an  ill  scent  upon  the  morning  air,  that  was  the 
foulest  and  most  cruel. 

The  sun — the  bright  sun,  that  brings  back,  not  light 
alone,  but  new  life,  and  hope,  and  freshness  to  man — 
burst  upon  the  crowded  city  in  clear  and  radiant  glory. 
Through  costly-colored  glass  and  paper-mended  window, 
through  cathedral  dome  and  rotten  crevice,  it  shed  its 
equal  ray.  It  lighted  up  the  room  where  the  murdered 
woman  lay.  It  did.  lie  tried  to  shut  it  out,  but  it  would 
stream  in.  If  the  sight  had  been  a  ghastly  one  in  the 
dull  morning,  what  was  it,  now,  in  all  that  brilliant  light! 

He  had  not  moved;  he  had  been  afraid  to  stir.  There 
had  been  a  moan  and  motion  of  the  hand;  and,  with  ter- 
ror added  to  hate,  he  had  struck  and  struck  again.  Once 
he  threw  a  rug  over  it;  but  it  was  worse  to  fancy  the 
eyes,  and  imagine  them  moving  towards  him,  than  to  see 
them  glaring  upward,  as  if  watching  the  reflection  of  the 
pool  of  gore  that  quivered  and  danced  in  the  sunlight  on 
the  ceiling.  He  had  plucked  it  off  again.  And  there  was 
the  body — mere  flesh  and  blood,  no  more — but  such  flesh, 
and  so  much  blood ! 

He  struck  a  light,  kindled  a  fire,  and  thrust  the  club 
into  it.  There  was  hair  upon  the  end,  which  blazed  and 
shrunk  into  a  light  cinder,  and,  caught  by  the  air,  whirled 
up  the  chimney.  Even  that  frightened  him,  sturdy  as 
he  was;  but  he  held  the  weapon  till  it  broke,  and  then 
piled  it  on  the  coals  to  burn  away,  and  smoulder  into 
ashes.  He  washed  himself,  and  rubbed  his  clothes ;  there 
were  spots  that  would  not  be  removed,  but  he  cut  the 
pieces  out,  and  burnt  them.  How  those  stains  were  dis- 
persed about  the  room  !  The  very  feet  of  the  dog  were 
bloody. 

All  this  time  he  had,  never  onee,  turned  his  back  upon 
the  corpse;   no,  not  for  a  moment.     Such  preparation:; 
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completed,  he  moved,  backward,  towards  the  door:  drag- 
ging the  dog  with  him,  lest  he  should  soil  his  feet  anew 
and  carry  out  new  evidences  of  the  crime  into  the  streets. 
He  shut  the  door  softly,  locked  it,  took  the  key,  and  left 
the  house. 

He  crossed  over,  and  glanced  up  at  the  window,  to  be 
sure  that  nothing  was  visible  from  the  outside.  There 
was  the  curtain  still  drawn,  which  she  would  have  opened 
to  admit  the  light  she  never  saw  again.  It  lay  nearly 
under  there.  lie  knew  that.  God,  how  the  sun  poured 
down  upon  the  very  spot! 

The  glance  was  instantaneous.  It  was  a  relief  to  have 
got  free  of  the  room.  He  whistled  on  the  dog,  and  walked 
rapidly  away. 

He  went  through  Islington  ;  strode  up  the  hill  at  High- 
gate  on  which  stands  the  stone  in  honor  of  Whittington ; 
turned  down  to  Ilighgate  Hill,  unsteady  of  purpose,  and 
uncertain  where  to  go;  struck  off  to  the  right  again,  al- 
most as  soon  as  he  began  to  descend  it ;  and  taking  the 
foot-path  across  the  fields,  skirted  Caen  Wood,  and  so 
came  out  on  Hampstead  Heath.  Traversing  the  hollow 
by  the  Vale  of  Health,  he  mounted  the  opposite  bank,  and 
crossing  the  road  which  joins  the  villages  of  Hampstead 
and  Ilighgate,  made  along  the  remaining  portion  of  the 
heath  to  the  fields  at  North  End,  in  one  of  which  he  laid 
himself  down  under  a  hedge,  and  slept. 

Soon  he  was  up  again,  and  away, — not  far  into  the 
country,  but  back  towards  London  by  the  high-road — 
then  back  again — then  over  another  part  of  the  same 
ground  as  he  had  already  traversed — then  wandering  up 
and  down  in  fields,  and  lying  on  ditches'  brinks  to  rest, 
and  starting  up  to  make  for  some  other  spot,  and  do  the 
same,  and  ramble  on  again. 

Where  could  he  go,  that  was  near  and  not  too  public, 
to  get  some  meat  and  drink  ?  Hendon.  That  was  a  good 
place,  not  far  off,  and  out  of  most  people's  way.  Thither 
he  directed  his  steps, — running  sometimes,  and  some- 
times, with  a  strange  perversity,  loitering  at  a  snail's 
pace,  or  stopping  altogether  and  idly  breaking  the  hedges 
with  his  stick.  But  when  he  got  there,  all  the  people  he 
met — the  very  children  at  the  doors — seemed  to  view  him 
with  suspicion.  Back  he  turned  again,  without  the  cour- 
age to  purchase  bit  or  drop,  though  he  had  tasted  no  food 
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Eor  many  hours  ;  and  once  more  he  lingered  on  the  Heath, 
uncertain  where  to  go. 

He  wandered  over  miles  and  miles  of  ground,  and  still 
came  hack  to  the  old  place.  Morning  and  noon  had 
passed,  and  i  he  day  was  on  the  wane,  and  still  he  rambled 
to  and  fro,  and  up  and  down,  and  round  and  round,  and 
still  lingered  about  the  same  spot.  At  last  he  got  away, 
and  shaped  his  course  for  Hatfield. 

It  was  nine  o'clock  at  night,  when  the  man,  quite  tired 
out,  and  the  dog,  limping  and  lame  from  the  unaccustomed 
exercise,  turned  down  the  hill  by  the  church  of  the  quiet 
village,  and  plodding  along  the  little  street,  crept  into  a 
small  public-house,  whose  scanty  light  had  guided  them 
to  ihe  spot.  There  was  a  fire  in  the  tap-room,  and  some 
country-laborers  were  drinking  before  it.  They  made 
room  for  the  stranger,  but  he  sat  down  in  the  furthest 
corner,  and  ate  and  drank  alone,  or  rather  with  his  dog: 
to  whom  he  cast  a  morsel  of  food  from  time  to  time. 

The  conversation  of  the  men  assemhled  here,  turned 
upon  the  neighboring  land,  and  farmers ;  and  when 
those  topics  were  exhausted,  upon  the  age  of  some  old 
man  wdio  had  been  buried  on  the  previous  Sunday  :  the 
young  men  present  considering  him  very  old,  and  the 
old  men  present  declaring  him  to  have  been  quite  young 
— not  older,  one  white-haired  grandfather  said,  than  lie 
Was — with  ten  or  fifteen  year  of  life  in  him  at  least — 
if  he  had  taken  care  ;  if  he  had  taken  care. 

There  was  nothing  to  attract  attention,  or  excite  alarm 
in  this.  The  robber,  after  paying  his  reckoning,  sat 
silent  and  unnoticed  in  his  corner,  and  had  almost  dropped 
asleep,  when  he  was  half  wakened  by  the  noisy  entrance 
of  a  new-comer. 

This  was  an  antic  fellow,  half  pedler  and  half  mounte- 
bank, who  travelled  about  the  country  on  foot  to  vend 
hones,  strops,  razors  wash-balls,  harness-paste,  medicine 
for  dogs  and  horses,  cheap  perfumery,  cosmetics,  and 
such-like  wares,  which  he  carried  in  a  case  slung  to 
his  hack.  His  entrance  was  the  signal  for  Various 
homely  jokes  with  the  countrymen,  which  slackened  not 
until  he  had  made  his  supper,  and  opened  his  box  of 
treasures,  when  he  ingeniously  contrived  to  unite  busi- 
ness with  amusement. 

"And   what   be  that  stoof?    Good   to   eat,  Harry?" 
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asked  a  grinning  countryman,  pointing  to  some  compo- 
sition-cakes in  one  corner. 

"  This,"  said  the  fellow,  producing  one,  "  this  is  the 
infallible  and  invaluable  composition  for  removing  all 
sorts  of  stain,  rust,  dirt,  mildew,  spick,  speck,  spot,  or 
spatter,  from  silk,  satin,  linen,  cambric,  cloth,  crape,  stuff, 
carpet,  merino,  muslin,  bombazen,  or  woollen  stuff. 
Wine-stains,  fruit-stains,  beer- stains,  water-stains,  paint- 
stains,  pitch-stains,  any  stains,  all  come  out  at  one  rub 
with  the  infallible  and  invaluable  composition.  If  a 
lady  stains  her  honor,  she  has  only  need  to  swallow  one 
cake  and  she's  cured  at  once — for  it's  poison.  If  a  gentle- 
man wants  to  prove  his,  he  has  only  need  to  bolt  one 
little  square,  and  he  has  put  it  beyond  question — for  it's 
quite  as  satisfactory  as  a  pistol  bullet,  and  a  great  deal 
nastier  in  the  flavor,  consequently  the  more  credit  in 
taking  it.  One  penny  a  square.  With  all  these  virtues, 
one  penny  a  square!  " 

There  were  two  buyers  directly,  and  more  of  the  list- 
eners plainly  hesitated.  The  vendor  observing  this, 
increased  in  loquacity. 

"It's  all  bought  up  as  fast  as  it  can  be  made,"  said  the 
fellow.  "There  are  fourteen  water-mills,  six  steam- 
engines,  and  a  galvanic  battery,  always  a  working  upon 
it,  and  they  can't  make  it  fast  enough,  though  the  men 
work  so  hard  that  they  die  off,  and  the  widows  is  pen- 
sioned directly,  with  twenty  pound  a-year  for  each  of 
the  children,  and  a  premium  of  fifty  for  twins.  One 
penny  a  square !  Two  halfpence  is  all  the  same,  and 
four  farthings  is  received  with  joy.  One  penny  a  square ! 
Wine-stains,  fruit-stains,  beer-stains,  water-stains,  paint- 
stains,  pitch-stains,  mud-stains,  blood-stains.  Here  is  a 
stain  upon  the  hat  of  a  gentleman  in  company,  that  I'll 
take  clean  out,  before  he  can  order  me  a  pint  of  ale." 

"  Hah  !  "  cried  Sikes  starting  up.     "  Give  that  back." 

"I'll  take  it  clean  out,  Sir,"  replied  the  man,  winking 
to  the  company,  "  before  you  can  come  across  the  room 
to  get  it.  Gentlemen  all,  observe  the  dark  stain  upon 
this  gentleman's  hat,  no  wider  than  a  shilling,  but  thicker 
than  a  half-crown.  Whether  it  is  a  wine-stain,  fruit - 
stain,  beer-stain,  water-stain,  paint-stain,  pitch-stain,  mud- 
stain,  or  blood-stain " 

The  man  got  no  further,  for  Sikes  with  a  hideous  im- 
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precation  overthrew  the  table,  and  tearing  the  hat  from 
him,  burst  oul  of  the  house. 

With  the  same  perversity  of  feeling  and  irresolution 
that  had  fastened  upon  him,  despite  himself,  all  day,  the 
murderer,  finding  that  he  was  nut  followed,  and  that 
they  most  probably  considered  him  some  drunken  sullen 
fellow,  turned  hack  up  the  town,  and  getting  out  of  the 
glare  of  the  lamps  of  a  stage-coach  that  was  standing  in 
the  street,  was  walking  past,  when  he  recognized  the 
mail  from  London,  and  saw  that  it  was  standing  at  the 
little  post-office.  He  almost  knew  what  was  to  come; 
hut  he  crossed  over,  and  listened. 

The  guard  was  standing  at  the  door,  waiting  for  the 
letter-bag.  A  man,  dressed  like  a  gamekeeper,  came  up 
at  the  moment,  and  he  handed  him  a  basket  which  lay- 
ready  on  the  pavement. 

"  That's  for  your  people,"  said  the  guard.  "  Now,  look 
alive  in  there,  will  you.  Damn  that  'ere  bag,  it  warn't 
ready  night  afore  last;  this  won't  do,  you  know!" 

"Anything  new  up  in  town,  Hen?"  asked  the  game- 
keeper, drawing  back  to  the  window-shutters,  the  better 
to  admire  the  horses. 

"No,  nothing  that  I  knows  on,"  replied  the  man,  pull- 
ing on  his  gloves.  "  Corn's  up  a  little.  I  heerd  talk  of 
a  murder,  too,  down  Spitaltields  way,  but  I  don't  reckon 
much  upon  it. 

"Oh,  that's  quite  true,"  said  a  gentleman  inside,  who 
was  looking  out  of  the  window.  "  And  a  dreadful  mur- 
der it  was." 

"Was  it,  Sir?"  rejoined  the  guard,  touching  his  hat. 
"Man  or  woman,  pray,  Sir?" 

"  A  Woman,"  replied  the  gentleman.     "  It  is  supposed 
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"Now,  Ben,"  cried  the  coachman  impatiently. 

"  Damn  that  'ere  bag,"  said  the  guard ;  "  are  you  gone 
to  sleep  in  there  ?  " 

"  Coming !  "  cried  the  office  keeper,  running  out. 

"  Coming,"  growled  the  guard.  "  Ah,  and  so's  the 
young  'ooman  of  property  that's  going  to  take  a  fancy  to 
me,  but  I  don't  know  when.  Here,  give  hold.  All  ri— 
ight !  " 

The  horn  sounded  a  few  cheerful  notes,  and  the  coach 
was  gone. 
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Sikes  remained  standing  in  the  street,  apparently  un- 
moved by  what  he  had  just  heard,  and  agitated  by  no 
stronger  feeling  than  a  doubt  where  to  go.  At  length  he 
went  back  again,  and  took. the  road  which  leads  from 
Hatfield  to  St.  Albans. 

He  went  on  doggedly  ;  but  as  he  left  the  town  behind 
him,  and  plunged  into  the  solitude  and  darkness  of  the 
road,  he  felt  a  dread  and  awe  creeping  upon  him 
which  shook  him  to  the  core.  Every  object  before  him, 
substance  or  shadow,  still  or  moving,  took  the  semblance 
of  some  fearful  thing;  but  these  fears  were  nothing  com- 
pared to  the  sense  that  haunted  him  of  that  morning's 
ghastly  figure  following  at  his  heels.  He  could  trace  its 
shadow  in  the  gloom,  supply  the  smallest  item  of  the  out- 
line, and  note  how  stiff  and  solemn  it  seemed  to  stalk 
along.  He  could  hear  its  garments  rustling  in  the  leaves  ; 
and  every  breath  of  wind  came  laden  with  that  last  low 
cry.  If  he  stopped  it  did  the  same.  If  he  ran,  it  followed 
— not  running  too :  that  would  have  been  a  relief:  but 
like  a  corpse  endowed  with  the  mere  machinery  of  life, 
and  borne  on  one  slow  melancholy  wind  that  never  rose 
or  fell. 

At  times,  he  turned,  with  desperate  determination,  re- 
solved to  beat  this  phantom  off,  though  it  should  look 
him  dead ;  but  the  hair  rose  on  his  head,  and  his  blood 
stood  still :  for  it  had  turned  with  him  and  was  behind 
him  then.  He  had  kept  it  before  him  that  morning,  but 
it  was  behind  him  now — always.  He  leaned  his  back 
against  a  bank,  and  felt  that  it  stood  above  him,  visibly 
out  against  the  cold  night-sky.  He  threw  himself  upon 
the  road — on  his  back  upon  the  road.  At  his  head  it 
stood,  silent,  erect,  and  still — a  living  grave-stone,  with 
its  epitaph  in  blood. 

Let  no  man  talk  of  murderers  escaping  justice,  and 
hint  that  Providence  must  sleep.  There  were  twenty 
score  of  violent  deaths  in  one  long  minute  of  that  agony 
of  fear. 

There  was  a  shed  in  a  field  he  passed,  that  offered  shel- 
ter for  the  night.  Before  the  door,  were  three  tall  poplar 
trees,  which  made  it  very  dark  within ;  and  the  wind 
moaned  through  them  with  a  dismal  wail.  He  could  not 
walk  on,  till  daylight  came  again  ;  and  here  he  stretched 
himself  close  to  the  wall — to  undergo  new  torture. 
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For  now,  a  vision  came  before  him,  as  constant  and 
more  terrible  than  that  from  which  he  had  escaped. 
Those  widely  .staring  eyes,  so  lustreless  and  so  glassy, 
that  he  had  better  borne  to  s < ■ . ■  them  than  think  upon 
them,  appeared  in  the  midst  of  the  darkness:  light  in 
themselves,  but  giving  light  to  nothing.  There  we're  hut 
two,  but  they  were  everywhere.  If  he  shut  out  the 
sight,  therecame  the  room  with  every  well-known  object 
— some,  indeed,  that  he  would  have  forgotten,  if  he  had 
gone  over  its  contents  from  memory — eacli  in  its  accus- 
tomed place.  The  body  was  in  its  place,  and  its  eyes 
were  as  he  saw  them  when  he  stole  away.  lie  got  up, 
and  rushed  into  the  field  without.  The  figure  was  be- 
hind him.  lie  re-entered  the  shed,  and  shrank  down 
once  more.  The  eyes  were  there,  before  he  had  laid  him- 
self along. 

And  here  he  remained,  in  such  terror  as  none  but  he 
can  know,  trembling  in  every  limb,  and  the  cold  sweat 
starting  from  every  pore,  when  suddenly  there  arose  upon 
the  night-wind  the  noise  of  distant  shouting,  and  the  roar 
of  voices  mingled  in  alarm  and  wonder.  Any  sound  of 
men  in  that  lonely  place,  even  though  it  conveyed  a  real 
cause  of  alarm,  was  something  to  him.  He  regained  his 
strength  and  energy  at  the  prospect  of  personal  danger ; 
and,  springing  to  his  feet,  rushed  into  the  open  air. 

The  broad  sky  seemed  on  fire.  Rising  into  the  air  with 
showers  of  sparks,  and  rolling  one  above  the  other,  were 
sheets  of  flame,  lighting  the  atmosphere  for  miles  round, 
and  driving  clouds  of  smoke  in  the  direction  where  he 
stood.  The  shouts  grew  louder  as  new  voices  swelled 
the  roar,  and  he  could  bear  the  cry  of  Fire!  mingled  with 
the  ringing  of  an  alarm-bell,  the  fall  of  heavy  bodies,  and 
the  crackling  of  flames  as  they  twined  round  some  new 
obstacle,  and  shot  aloft  as  though  refreshed  by  food.  The 
noise  increased  as  be  looked.  There  were  people  there — 
men  and  women — light,  bustle.  It  was  like  new  life  to 
him.  He  darted  onward — straight,  headlong — dashing 
through  brier  and  brake,  and  leaping  gate  and  fence  as 
madly  as  the  dog,  who  careered  with  loud  and  sounding 
bark  before  him. 

He  came  upon  the  spot.  There  were  half-dressed 
figures  tearing  to  and  fro,  some  endeavoring  to  drag  the 
frightened  horses   from  the  stables,  others  driving  the 
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cattle  from  the  yard  and  out-houses,  and  others  coming 
laden  from  the  burning-  pile,  amidst  a  shower  of  falling 
sparks,  and  the  tumbling  down  of  redhot  beams.  The 
apertures,  where  doors  and  windows  stood  an  hour  ago, 
disclosed  a  mass  of  raging  fire ;  walls  rocked  and  crum- 
bled into  the  burning  well ;  the  molten  lead  and  iron 
poured  down,  white  hot,  upon  the  ground.  Women  and 
children  shrieked,  and  men  encouraged  each  other  with 
noisy  shouts  and  cheers.  The  clanking  of  the  engine- 
pumps,  and  the  spirting  and  hissing  of  the  water  as  it 
fell  upon  the  blazing  wood,  added  to  the  tremendous  roar. 
He  shouted,  too,  till  he  was  hoarse  ;  and,  flying  from 
memory  and  himself,  plunged  into  the  thickest  of  the 
throng. 

Hither  and  thither  he  dived  that  night :  now  working  at 
the  pumps,  and  now  hurrying  through  the  smoke  and 
flame,  but  never  ceasing  to  engage  himself  wherever  noise 
and  men  were  thickest.  Up  and  down  the  ladders,  upon 
the  roofs  of  buildings,  over  floors  that  quaked  and  trem- 
bled with  his  weight,  under  the  lee  of  falling  bricks  and 
stones,  in  every  part  of  that  great  Are  was  he ;  but  he 
bore  a  charmed  life,  and  had  neither  scratch  nor  bruise, 
nor  weariness  nor  thought,  till  morning  dawned  again, 
and  only  smoke  and  blackened  ruins  remained. 

This  mad  excitement  over,  there  returned,  with  ten- 
fold force,  the  dreadful  consciousness  of  his  crime.  He 
looked  suspiciously  about  him,  for  the  men  were  convers- 
ing in  groups,  and  he  feared  to  be  the  subject  of  their 
talk.  The  dog  obeyed  the  significant  beck  of  his  finger, 
and  they  drew  off,  stealthily,  together.  He  passed  near 
an  engine  where  some  men  were  seated,  and  they  called 
to  him  to  share  in  their  refreshment.  He  took  some 
bread  and  meat ;  and  as  he  drank  a  draught  of  beer, 
heard  the  firemen,  who  were  from  London,  talking  about 
the  murder.  "  He  has  gone  to  Birmingham,  they  say," 
said  one:  "but  they'll  have  him  yet,  for  the  scouts  are 
out,  and  by  to-morrow  night  there'll  be  a  cry  all  through 
the  country." 

He  hurried  off,  and  walked  till  he  almost  dropped  upon 
the  ground;  then  lay  down  in  a  lane,  and  had  a  long,  but 
broken  and  uneasy  sleep.  He  wandered  on  again,  irreso- 
lute and  undecided,  and  oppressed  with  the  fear  of  an- 
other solitary  night. 
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Suddenly,  lie  look  the  desperate  resolution  of  going 
back  to  London. 

"There's  somebody  to  speak  to  there,  at  all  events,"  he 
thought,  "  A  good  hiding-place,  too.  They'll  never  ex- 
pect to  nab  me  there,  after  this  country  scent.  Why 
cau'l  1  lay  by  for  a  week  or  so,  and,  forcing  blunt  from 
Fagin,  get  abroad  to  France?     Damme,  Til  risk  it." 

He  acted  upon  this  impulse  without  delay,  and  choos- 
ing the  least  frequented  roads  began  his  journey  baek, 
resolved  to  lie  concealed  within  a  short  distance  of  the 
metropolis,  and,  entering  it  at  dusk  by  a  circuitous  route, 
to  proceed  straight  to  that  part  of  it  which  he  had  fixed 
on  for  his  destination. 

The  dog,  though, — if  any  descriptions  of  him  were 
out,  it  would  not  be  forgotten  that  the  dog  was  missing, 
and  had  probably  gone  with  him.  This  might  lead  to  his 
apprehension  as  he  passed  along  the  streets.  He  resolved 
to  drown  him,  and  walked  on,  looking  about  for  a  pond: 
picking  up  a  heavy  stone  and  tying  it  to  his  handkerchief 
as  he  went. 

The  animal  looked  up  into  his  master's  face  while  these 
preparations  were  making ;  and,  whether  his  instinct 
apprehended  something  of  their  purpose,  or  the  robber's 
sidelong  look  at  him  was  sterner  than  ordinary,  skulked 
a  little  farther  in  the  rear  than  usual,  and  cowered  as  he 
came  more  slowly  along.  When  his  master  halted  at 
the  brink  of  a  pool,  and  looked  round  to  call  him,  he 
stopped  outright. 

"Do  you  hear  me  call?     Come  here!"  cried  Sikes. 

The  animal  came  up  from  the  very  force  of  habit ;  but 
as  Sikes  stooped  to  attach  the  handkerchief  to  his  throat, 
he  uttered  a  low  growl  and  started  back. 

"  Come  back ! "  said  the  robber,  stamping  on  the 
ground. 

The  dog  wragged  his  tail,  but  moved  not.  Sikes  made 
a  running  noose  and  called  him  again. 

The  dog  advanced,  retreated,  paused  an  instant,  turned, 
and  scoured  away  at  his  hardest  speed. 

The  man  whistled  again  and  again,  and  sat  down  and 
waited  in  the  expectation  that  he  would  return.  But  no 
dog  appeared,  and  at  length  he  resumed  his  journey. 
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CHAPTER  XLIX. 

MONKS  AND  MR.  BROWNLOW  AT  LENGTH  MEET.   THEIR  CON 
VERSATION,  AND  THE  INTELLIGENCE  THAT  INTERRUPTS  IT. 

The  twilight  was  beginning  to  close  in,  when  Mr. 
Brownlow  alighted  from  a  hackney-coach  at  his  own 
door,  and  knocked  softly.  The  door  being  opened,  a 
sturdy  man  got  out  of  the  coach  and  stationed  himself 
on  one  side  of  the  steps,  while  another  man,  who  had 
been  seated  on  the  box,  dismounted  too,  and  stood  upon 
the  other  side.  At  a  sign  from  Mr.  Brownlow,  they 
helped  out  a  third  man,  and  taking  him  between  them, 
hurried  him  into  the  house.     This  man  was  Monks. 

They  walked  in  the  same  manner  up  the  stairs  with- 
out speaking,  and  Mr.  Brownlow,  preceding  them,  led 
the  way  into  a  back-room.  At  the  door  of  this  apart- 
ment, Monks,  who  had  ascended  with  evident  reluctance, 
stopped.  The  two  men  looked  to  the  old  gentleman  as 
if  for  instructions. 

"  He  knows  the  alternative,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow.  "  If 
he  hesitates  or  moves  a  finger  but  as  you  bid  him,  drag 
him  into  the  street,  call  for  the  aid  of  the  police,  and 
impeach  him  as  a  felon  in  my  name." 

"How  dare  you  say  this  of  me  ?"  asked  Monks. 

"How  dare  you  urge  me  to  it,  young  man?"  replied 
Mr.  Brownlow,  confronting  him  with  a  steady  look. 
"  Are  you  mad  enough  to  leave  this  house  ?  Unhand 
him.  There,  Sir.  You  are  free  to  go,  and  we  to  follow. 
But  I  warn  you,  by  all  I  hold  most  solemn  and  most 
sacred,  that  the  instant  you  set  foot  in  the  street,  that 
instant  will  I  have  you  apprehended  on  a  charge  of  fraud 
and  robbery.  I  am  resolute  and  immovable.  If  you 
are  determined  to  be  the  same,  your  blood  be  upon  your 
own  head ! " 

"By  what  authority  am  I  kidnapped  in  the  street  and 
brought  here  by  these  dogs?"  asked  Monks,  looking 
from  one  to  the  other  of  the  men  who  stood  beside  him. 

"By  mine,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow.  "Those  persons 
are  indemnified  by  me.  If  you  complain  of.  being  de- 
prived of  your  liberty — you  had  power  and  opportunity 
to  retrieve  it  as  you  came  along,  but  you  deemed  it 
25 
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advisable  to  remain  quiet  I  say  again,  throw  your- 
self Eor  protection  on  t lu-  law.  I  will  appeal  to  the 
law  too;  inn  when  you  have  gone  too  far  to  recede,  do 
not  sue  to  me  Eor  leniency,  when  the  power  will  have 
passed  into  other  hands;  and  do  not  say  I  plunged  you 
down  the  gulf  into  which  you  rushed  yourself." 

Monks  was  plainly  disconcerted,  and  alarmed  besides. 
lie  hesitated. 

"  You  will  decide  quickly,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  with 
perfect  firmness  and  composure.  "  If  you  wish  me  to 
prefer  my  charges  publicly,  and  consign  you  l.o  a  punish- 
ment the  extent  of  which,  although  I  can,  with  a  shud- 
der, foresee,  I  cannot  control,  once  more,  I  say,  you  know 
the  way.  If  not,  and  you  appeal  to  my  forbearance,  and 
the  mercy  of  those  you  have  deeply  injured^  seat,  yourself, 
without  a  word,  in  that  chair.  It  has  waited  for  you  two 
whole  days." 

Monks  muttered  some  unintelligible  words,  but  wa- 
vered still. 

"  You  will  be  prompt,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow.  "  A  word 
from  me,  and  the  alternative  has  gone  for  ever." 

Still  the  man  hesitated. 

"  I  have  not  the  inclination  to  parley,"  said  Mr.  Brown- 
low, "  and,  as  I  advocate  the  dearest  interests  of  others,  I 
have  not  the  right." 

"  Is  there— "demanded  Monks  with  a  faltering  tongue, 
— "  is  there — no  middle  course  ?  " 

"None." 

Monks  looked  at  the  old  gentleman,  with  an  anxious 
eye ;  but,  reading  in  his  countenance  nothing  but  severity 
and  determination,  walked  into  the  room,  and,  shrugging 
his  shoulders,  sat  down. 

"  Lock  the  door  on  the  outside,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow  to 
the  attendants,  "and  come  when  I  ring." 

The  men  obeyed,  and  the  two  were  left  alone  together. 

"This  is  pretty  treatment,  Sir,"  said  Monks,  throw- 
ing down  his  hat  and  cloak,  "from  my  father's  oldest 
friend." 

"  It  is  because  I  was  your  father's  oldest  friend,  young 
man,"  returned  Mr.  Brownlow ;  "  it  is  because  the  hopes 
and  wishes  of  young  and  happy  years  were  bound  up 
with  him.  and  that  fair  creature  of  his  blood  and  kindred 
who  rejoined  her  God  in  youth,  and  left  me  here  a  soli- 
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tary,  lonely  man  ;  it  is  because  he  knelt  with  me  beside 
his  only  sister's  death-bed  when  he  was  yet  a  boy,  on  tbe 
morning  that  would — but  Heaven  willed  otherwise — have 
made  her  my  young  wife ;  it  is  because  my  seared  heart 
clung  to  him,  from  that  time  forth,  through  all  his  trials 
and  errors,  till  he  died  ;  it  is  because  old  recollections  and 
associations  filled  my  heart,  and  even  the  sight  of  you 
brings  with  it  old  thoughts  of  him  ;  it  is  because  of  all 
these  things  that  I  am  moved  to  treat  you  gently  now — ■ 
yes,  Edward  Leeford,  even  now — and  blush  for  your  un- 
worthiness  who  bear  the  name." 

"  What  has  the  name  to  do  with  it?"  asked  the  other, 
after  contemplating,  half  in  silence,  and  half  in  dogged 
wonder,  the  agitation  of  his  companion.  "  What  is  the 
name  to  me?" 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow,  "  nothing  to  you. 
But  it  was  hers,  and  even  at  this  distance  of  time  brings 
back  to  me,  an  old  man,  the  glow  and  thrill  which  I  once 
felt,  only  to  hear  it  repeated  by  a  stranger.  I  am  very 
glad  you  have  changed  it— very — very." 

"This  is  all  mighty  fine,  said  Monks,  (to  retain  his  as- 
sumed designation)  after  a  long  silence,  during  which  he 
had  jerked  himself  in  sullen  defiance  to  and  fro,  and  Mr. 
Brownlow  had  sat,  shading  his  face  with  his  hand.  "  But 
what  do  you  want  with  me  ?  " 

"  You  have  a  brother,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  rousing 
himself:  "a  brother,  the  whisper  of  whose  name  in  your 
ear  when  I  came  behind  you  in  the  street,  was,  in  itself, 
almost  enough  to  make  you  accompany  me  hither,  in 
wonder  and  alarm." 

"  I  have  no  brother,"  replied  Monks.  "  You  know  I  was 
an  only  child.  Why  do  you  talk  to  me  of  brothers  ?  You 
know  that,  as  well  as  I." 

"Attend  to  what  I  do  know,  and  you  may  not,"  said 
Mr.  Brownlow.  "  I  shall  interest  you  by  and  by.  I 
know  that  of  the  wretched  marriage,  into  which  family 
pride,  and  the  most  sordid  and  narowest  of  all  ambition, 
forced  your  unhappy  father  when  a  mere  boy,  you  were 
the  sole  and  most  unnatural  issue." 

"I  don't  care  for  hard  names,"  interrupted  Monks  with 
a  jeering  laugh.  "You  know  the  fact,  and  that's  enough 
for  me." 

"  But  I  also  know,"  pursued  the  old  gentleman,  "the 
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misery,  the  slow  torture,  the  protracted  anguish  of  that 
ill-assorted  union.  I  know  how  listlessly  and  wearily 
each  of  that  wretched  pair  dragged  on  their  heavy  chain 
through  a  world  that  was  poisoned  to  them  both.  I 
know  how  cold  formalities  were  succeeded  by  open  taunts ; 
how  indifference  gave  place  to  dislike,  dislike  to  hate,  and 
hate  to  loathing,  until  at  last  they  wrenched  the  clanking 
bond  asunder,  and  retiring  a  wide  space  apart,  carried 
each  a  galling  fragment,  of  which  nothing  but  death  could 
break  the  rivets,  to  hide  it  in  new  society  beneath  the 
gayest  looks  they  could  assume.  Your  mother  succeeded : 
she  forgot  it  soon.  But  it  rusted  and  cankered  at  your 
father's  heart  for  years." 

"  Well,  they  were  separated,"  said  Monks,  "and  what 
of  that?" 

"When  they  had  been  separated  for  some  time/ re- 
turned Mr.  Brownlow,  "and  your  mother,  wholly  given 
up  to  Continental  frivolities,  had  utterly  forgotten  the 
young  husband  ten  good  years  her  junior,  who,  with 
prospects  blighted,  lingered  on  at  home,  he  fell  among 
new  friends.  This  circumstance,  at  least,  you  know  al- 
ready." 

"  Not  I,"  said  Monks,  turning  away  his  eyes  and  beat- 
ting  his  foot  upon  the  ground,  as  a  man  who  is  deter 
mined  to  deny  everything.     "  Not  I." 

"  Your  manner,  no  less  than  your  actions,  assures  me 
that  you  have  never  forgotten  it,  or  ceased  to  think  of  it 
with  bitterness,"  returned  Mr.  Brownlow.  "  I  speak  of 
fifteen  years  ago,  when  you  were  not  more  than  eleven 
years  old,  and  your  father  but  one-and-thirty — for  he  was, 
I  repeat,  a  boy,  when  his  father  ordered  him  to  marry. 
Must  I  go  back  to  events  which  cast  a  shade  upon  the 
memory  of  your  parent,  or  will  you  spare  it,  and  disclose 
to  me  the  truth  ?  " 

"  I  have  nothing  to  disclose,"  rejoined  Monks.  "  You 
must  talk  on  if  you  will." 

"These  new  friends,  then,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  "were 
a  naval  officer  retired  from  active  service,  whose  wife 
had  died  some  half-a-year  before,  and  left  him  with  two 
children — theie  had  been  more,  but,  of  all  their  family 
happily  but  two  survived.  They  were  both  daughters  ; 
one  a  beautiful  creature  of  nineteen,  and  the  other  a  mere 
child  of  two  or  three  years  old." 
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"  What's  this  to  me?"  asked  Monks. 

"  They  resided,  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  without  seeming 
to  hear  the  interruption,  "in  a  part  of  the  country  to 
which  your  father  in  his  wandering  had  repaired,  and 
where  he  had  taken  up  his  abode.  Acquaintance,  intimacy 
friendship,  fast  followed  on  each  other.  Your  father  was 
gifted  as  few  men  are.  He  had  his  sister's  soul  and 
person.  As  the  old  officer  knew  him  more  and  more,  he 
grew  to  love  him.  I  would  that  it  had  ended  there.  His 
daughter  did  the  same." 

The  old  gentleman  paused ;  Monks  was  biting  his  lips, 
with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  floor  ;  seeing  this,  he  imme- 
diately resumed  : 

"  The  end  of  a  year  found  him  contracted,  solemnly 
contracted,  to  that  daughter  ;  the  object  of  the  first,  true 
ardent,  only  passion  of  a  guileless,  untried  girl." 

"Your  tale  is  of  the  longest,"  observed  Monks,  moving 
restlessly  in  his  chair. 

"It  is  a  true  tale  of  grief  and  trial,  and  sorrow,  young 
man,"  returned  Mr.  Brownlow,  "and  such  tales  usually 
are;  if  it  were  one  of  unmixed~]oyr  and  happiness,  it 
would  be  very  brief.  At  length  one  of  those  rich  relations 
to  strengthen  whose  interest  and  importance  your  father 
had  been  sacrificed,  as  others  are  often — it  is  no  uncom- 
mon case — died,  and  to  repair  the  misery  he  had  been 
instrumental  in  occasioning,  left  him  his  panacea  for  all 
griefs— Money.  It  was  necessary  that  he  should  imme- 
diately repair  to  Rome,  whither  this  man  had  sped  for 
health,  and  where  he  had  died,  leaving  his  affairs  in  great 
confusion.  He  went;  was  seized  with  mortal  illness 
there;  was  followed,  the  moment  the  intelligence  reached 
Paris,  by  your  mother  who  carried  you  with  her  ;  he  died 
the  day  after  her  arrival,  leaving  no  will — no  will — so 
that  the  whole  property  fell  to  her  and  you." 

At  this  part  of  the  recital  Monks  held  his  breath,  and 
listened  with  a  face  of  intense  eagerness,  though  his  eyes 
were  not  directed  towards  the  speaker.  As  Mr.  Brownlow 
paused,  he  changed  his  position  with  the  air  of  one  who 
has  experienced  a  sudden  relief,  and  wiped  his  hot  face 
and  hands. 

"  Before  he  went  abroad,  and  as  he  passed  through 
London  on  his  way,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  slowly,  and  fix- 
ing his  eyes  upon  the  other's  face,  ',  he  came  to  me." 
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"  I  never  heard  of  that,"  interrupted  .Monks  in  a  tone 

intruded   to    appear    incredulous,  but  savoring  more   ot 
disagreeable  surprise. 

"  He  came  to  me,  and  left  with  me,  among  some  other 
things,  a  pieture — a  portrait  [tainted  by  himself — a  like- 
ness of  this  poor  girl — which  he  did  not  wish  to  leave 
behind,  and  could  not  carry  forward  on  his  hasty  journey. 
He  was  worn  by  anxiety  and  remorse  almost  to  a  shadow  ; 
talked  in  a  wild,  distracted  way,  of  ruin  and  dishonor 
worked  by  him;  confided  to  me  his  intention  to  convert 
his  whole  property,  at  any  loss,  into  money,  and,  having 
settled  on  his  wife  and  you  a  portion  of  his  recent  acquisi- 
tion, to  fly  the  country — I  guessed  too  well  he  would  not 
fly  alone — and  never  see  it  more.  Even  from  me,  his  old 
and  early  friend,  whose  strong  attachment  had  taken  root 
in  the  earth  that  covered  one  most  dear  to  both — even 
from  me  he  withheld  any  more  particular  confession, 
promising  to  write  and  tell  me  all,  and  after  that  to  see 
me  once  again,  for  the  last  time  on  earth.  Alas!  That 
was  the  last  time.  I  had  no  letter,  and  I  never  saw  him 
more. 

"  I  went,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  after  a  short  pause,  "I 
went,  when  all  was  over,  to  the  scene  of  his — I  will  use 
the  term  the  world  would  freely  use,  for  worldly  harsh- 
ness or  favor  are  now  alike  to  him — of  his  guilty  love : 
resolved  that  if  my  fears  wrere  realized  that  erring  child 
should  find  one  heart  and  home  to  shelter  and  compas- 
sionate her.  The  family  had  left  that  part  a  week  before; 
they  had  called  in  such  trifling  debts  as  were  outstanding, 
discharged  them,  and  left  the  place  by  night.  Why,  or 
whether,  none  can  tell." 

Monks  drew  his  breath  yet  more  freely,  and  looked 
round  with  a  smile  of  triumph. 

"  When  your  brother,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  drawing 
nearer  to  the  other's  chair,  "  When  your  brother :  a 
feeble,  ragged,  neglected  child. :  was  cast  in  my  way  by  a 
stronger  hand  than  chance,  and  rescued  by  me  from  a  life 
of  vice  and  infamy — " 

"  What !  "  cried  Monks. 

"By  me,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow.  "I  told  you  I  should 
interest  you  before  long.  I  say  by  me — I  see  that  your 
cunning  associate  suppressed  my  name,  although,  for 
aught  he  knew,  it  would  be  quite  strange  to  your  ears, 
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When  he  was  rescued  by  me,  then,  and  lay  recovering 
from  sickness  in  my  house,  his  strong  resemblance  to  this 
picture  I  have  spoken  of,  struck  me  with  astonishment. 
Even  when  I  first  saw  him  in  all  his  dirt  and  misery,  there 
was  a  lingering  expression  in  his  face  that  came  upon  me 
like  a  glimpse  of  some  old  friend  flashing  on  one  in  a 
vivid  dream.  I  need  not  tell  you  he  was  snared  away 
before  I  knew  his  history — " 

"  Why  not  ?  "  asked  Monks  hastily. 

"  Because  you  know  it  well." 

"II" 

"Denial  to  me  is  vain,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow.  "I 
shall  show  you  that  I  know  more  than  that." 

"  You — you — can't  prove  anything  against  me,"  stam- 
mered Monks.     "  I  defy  you  to  do  it !  " 

"  We  shall  see,"  returned  the  old  gentleman  with  a 
searching  glance.  "  1  lost  the  boy,  and  no  efforts  of  mine 
could  recover  him.  Your  mother  being  dead,  I  knew  that 
you  alone  could  solve  the  mystery  if  anybody  could,  and 
as  when  I  had  last  heard  of  you  you  were  on  your  own  es- 
tate in  the  West  Indies — whither,  as  you  well  know,  you 
retired  upon  your  mother's  death  to  escape  the  conse- 
quences of  vicious  courses  here — I  made  the  voyage.  You 
had  left  it,  months  before,  and  were  supposed  to  be  in  Lon- 
don, but  noone  could  tell  where.  I  returned.  Your  agents 
had  no  clue  to  your  residence.  You  came  and  went,  they 
said,  as  strangly  as  you  had  ever  done  :  sometimes  for 
days  together  and  sometimes  not  for  months  :  keeping  to 
all  appearance  the  same  low  haunts  and  mingling  with 
the  same  infamous  herd  who  had  been  your  associates 
when  a  fierce  ungovernable  boy.  I  wearied  them  with 
new  applications.  I  paced  the  streets  by  night  and  day, 
but  until  two  hours  ago  all  my  efforts  were  fruitless,  and 
I  never  saw  you  for  an  instant." 

"And  now  you  do  see  me,"  said  Monks,  rising  boldly, 
"what  then?  Fraud  and  robbery  are  high-sounding 
words — justified,  you  think,  by  a  fancied  resemblance  in 
some  young  imp  to  an  idle  daub  of  a  dead  man's.  Brother ! 
You  don't  even  know  that  a  child  was  born  of  this  maud- 
lin pair  ;  you  don't  even-  know  that." 

"I  did  not"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow,  rising  too;  "but 
within  the  last  fortnight  I  have  learnt  it  all.  You  have 
a  brother  ;  you  know  it,  and  him.     There  was  a  will, 
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which  your  mother  destroyed, leaving  the  secret  and  the 
gain  to  you  at  her  own  death.  It  contained  a  reference 
to  some  child  likely  to  be  the  result  of  this  sad  connec- 
tion, which  child  was  limn, and  accidentally  encountered 
by  you,  when  your  suspicions  were  iirst  awakened  by  his 
n  semplance  to  his  father.  You  repaired  to  the  place 
of  his  birth.  There  existed  proofs — proofs  long  sup- 
pressed— of  his  birth  and  parentage.  Those  proofs  were 
destroyed  by  yon,  and  now,  in  your  own  words  to  your 
accomplice  the  Jew,  lthe  only  proofs  of  the  boys  identity 
lie  at  the  bottom  of  the  river,  and  the  old  hay  that  received 
them  from  the  mother  is  rotting  in  her  coffin.''  Unworthy 
son,  coward,  liar, — you,  who  hold  your  councils  with 
thieves  and  murderers  in  dark  rooms  at  night, — you, 
whose  plots  and  wiles  have  brought  a  violent  death  upon 
the  head  of  one  worth  millions  such  as  you, — you,  who 
from  your  cradle  were  gall  and  bitterness  to  your  own 
father's  heart,  and  in  whom  all  evil  passions,  vice,  and 
profligacy,  festered,  till  they  found  a  vent  in  a  hideous 
disease  which  has  made  your  face  an  index  even  to  your 
mind — you,  Edward  Leeford,  do  you  still  brave  me!  " 

"No,  no,  no!"  returned  the  coward,  overwhelmed  by 
these  accumulated  charges. 

"  Every  word  !  "  cried  the  old  gentleman,  "  every  word 
that  has  passed  between  you  and  this  detested  villain,  is 
known  to  me.  Shadows  on  the  walL  have  caught  your 
whispers,  and  brought  them  to  my  ear;  the  sight  of  the 
persecuted  child  has  turned  vice  itself,  and  given  it  the 
courage  and  almost  the  attributes  of  virtue.  Murder  has 
been  done,  to  which  you  were  morally  if  not  really  a  party." 

"No,  no,"  interposed  Monks.  "1 — I — know  nothing  of 
that  ;  I  was  going  to  inquire  the  truth  of  the  story  when 
you  overtook  me.  I  didn't  know  the  cause.  I  thought 
it  was  a  common  quarrel." 

"It  was  the  partial  disclosure  of  your  secrets," replied 
Mr.  Brownlow.     "  Will  you  disclose  the  whole?" 

"Yes,  I  will." 

"Set  your  hand  to  a  statement  of  truth  and  facts,  and 
repeat  it  before  witnesses  ?  " 

"  That  I  promise  too." 

"Remain  quietly  here,  until  such  a  document  is  drawn 
up,  and  proceed  with  me  to  such  a  place  as  I  may  deem 
most  advisable,  for  the  purpose  of  attesting  it?" 
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"  If  you  insist  upon  Unit,  I'll  do  Unit  also,"  replied 
Monks. 

"  You  must  do  more  than  that,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow. 
"  Make  restitution  to  an  innocent  and  unoffending  child, 
for  such  he  is,  although  the  offspring  of  a  guilty  and  most 
miserable  love.  You  have  not  forgotten  the  provisions  of 
the  will,  Carry  them  into  execution  so  far  as  your  brother 
is  concerned,  and  then  go  where  you  please.  In  this 
world  you  need  meet  no  more." 

While  Monks  was  pacing  up  and  down,  meditating  with 
dark  and  evil  looks  on  this  proposal  and  the  possibilities 
of  evading  it  :  torn  by  his  fears  on  the  one  hand  and  his 
hatred  on  the  other  :  the  door  was  hurriedly  unlocked, 
and  a  gentleman  (Mr.  Losberne)  entered  the  room  in 
violent  agitation. 

"  The  man  will  be  taken,"  he  cried.  "  He  will  be  taken 
to-night ! " 

"  The  murderer  ?"  asked  Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  replied  the  other.  "  His  dog  has  been  seen 
lurking  about  some  old  haunt,  and  there  seems  little 
doubt  that  his  master  either  is,  or  will  be,  there,  under 
cover  of  the  darkness.  Spies  are  hovering  about  in  every 
direction.  I  have  spoken  to  the  men  who  are  charged 
with  his  capture,  and  they  tell  me  he  can  never  escape. 
A  reward  of  a  hundred  pounds  is  proclaimed  by  Govern- 
ment to-night." 

"I  will  give  fifty  more,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  "and  pro- 
claim it  with  my  own  lips  upon  the  spot,  if  I  can  reach 
it.     Where  is  Mr.  Maylie  ?  " 

"  Harry  ?  As  soon  as  he  had  seen  your  friend  here, 
safe  in  a  coach  with  you,  he  hurried  off  to  where  he  heard 
this,"  replied  the  doctor,  "and  mounting  his  horse  sallied 
forth  to  join  the  first  party  at  some  place  in  the  outskirts 
agreed  upon  between  them." 

"The  Jew,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow;  "what  of  him?" 

"When  I  last  heard,  he  had  not  been  taken,  but  he  will 
be,  or  is,  by  this  time.     They're  sure  of  him." 

"Have  you  made  up  your  mind?"  asked  Mr.  Brown- 
low, in  a  low  voice,  of  Monks. 

"  Yes,"  he  replied.  "  You— you — will  be  secret  with 
me?" 

"  I  will.  Remain  here  till  I  return.  It  is  your  only 
hope  of  safety." 
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They  left  the  room,  and  the  door  was  again  locked. 

"What  have  you  done?"  asked  the  doctor  in  a  whisper, 

"AH  thai  I  could  hope  to  do,  and  even  more.  Coup- 
ling the  poor  girl's  intelligence  with  my  previous  knowl- 
edge, and  the  result  of  our  good  friend's  inquiries  on  the 
spot,  I  left  him  no  loophole  of  escape,  and  laid  hare  the 
whole  villainy  which  hy  these  lights  became  plain  as  day. 
Wri^e  and  appoint  the  evening  after  to-morrow,  at  seven, 
for  the  meeting.  We  shall  he  down  there,  a  few  hours 
before,  but  shall  require  rest :  especially  the  young  lady, 
who  may  have  greater  need  of  firmness  than  either  you  or 
I  can  quite  foresee  just  now.  But  my  blood  boils  to 
avenge  this  poor  murdered  creature.  Which  way  have 
they  taken  ?  " 

"Drive  straight  to  the  office  and  you  will  be  in  time," 
replied  Mr.  Losberne.     "  I  will  remain  here." 

The  two  gentlemen  hastily  separated ;  each  in  a  fever 
of  excitement  wholly  uncontrollable. 


CHAPTER  L. 

THE  PURSUIT  AND  ESCAPE. 

Near  to  that  part  of  the  Thames  on  which  the  church 
at  Rotherhithe  abuts,  where  the  buildings  on  the  banks 
are  dirtiest  and  the  vessels  on  the  river  blackest  with  the 
dust  of  colliers  and  the  smoke  of  close-built  low-roofed 
houses,  there  exists,  at  the  present  day,  the  filthiest,  the 
strangest,  the  most  extraordinary  of  the  many  localities 
that  are  hidden  in  London,  wholly  unknown,  even  by 
name,  to  the  great  mass  of  its  inhabitants. 

To  reach  this  place,  the  visitor  has  to  penetrate  through 
a  maze  of  close,  narrow,  and  muddy  streets,  thronged  by 
the  roughest  and  poorest  of  waterside  people,  and  devoted 
to  the  traffic  they  may  be  supposed  to  occasion.  The  cheap- 
est and  least  delicate  provisions  are  heaped  in  the  shops ; 
the  coarsest  and  commonest  articles  of  wearing  apparel 
dangle  at  the  salesman's  door,  and  stream  from  the  house- 
parapet  and  windows.  Jostling  with  unemployed  labor- 
ers of  the  lowest  class,  ballast-heavers,  coal-whippers, 
brazen  women,  ragged  children,  and  the   very  raff*  and 
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refuse  of  the  river,  he  makes  his  way  with  difficulty  along, 
assailed  by  offensive  sights  and  smells  from  the  narrow 
alleys  which  branch  off  on  the  right  and  left,  and  deafened 
by  the  clash  of  ponderous  wagons  that  bear  great  piles  of 
merchandise  from  the  stacks  of  warehouses  that  rise  from 
every  corner.  Arriving,  at  length,  in  streets  remoter 
and  less-frequented  than  those  through  which  he  has 
passed,  he  walks  beneath  tottering  house-fronts  project- 
ing over  the  pavement,  dismantled  walls  that  seem  to 
totter  as  he  passes,  chimneys  half  crushed  half  hesitating 
to  fall,  windows  guarded  by  rusty  iron  bars  that  time  and 
dirt  have  almost  eaten  away,  and  every  imaginable  sign 
of  desolation  and  neglect. 

In  such  a  neighborhood,  beyond  Dockhead  in  the  Bor- 
ough of  Southwark,  stands  Jacob's  Island,  surrounded  by 
a  muddy  ditch,  six  or  eight  feet  deep  and  fifteen  or  twenty 
wide  when  the  tide  is  in,  once  called  Mill  Pond,  but  known 
in  these  days  as  Folly  Ditch.  It  is  a  creek  or  inlet  from 
the  Thames,  and  can  always  be  filled  at  high  water  by 
opening  the  sluices  at  the  Lead  Mills  from  which  it  took  its 
old  name.  At  such  times,  a  stranger,  looking  from  one  of 
the  wooden  bridges  thrown  across  it  at  .Mill  Lane,  will  see 
the  inhabitants  of  the  houses  on  either  side  lowering  from 
their  back  doors  and  windows,  buckets,  pails,  domestic 
utensils  of  all  kinds,  in  which  to  haul  the  water  up ;  and 
when  his  eye  is  turned  from  these  operations  to  the  houses 
themselves,  his  utmost  astonishment  will  be  excited  by 
the  scene  before  him.  Crazy  wooden  galleries  common  to 
the  backs  of  half-a-dozen  houses,  with  holes  from  which 
to  look  upon  the  slime  beneath  ;  windows,  broken  and 
patched,  with  poles  thrust  out,  on  which  to  dry  the  linen 
that  is  never  there  ;  rooms  so  small,  so  filthy,  so  confined, 
that  the  air  would  seem  too  tainted  even  for  the  dirt  and 
squalor  which  they  shelter;  wooden  chambers  thrusting 
themselves  out  above  the  mud,  and  threatening  to  fall  into 
it — as  some  have  done  ;  dirt  besmeared  walls  and  decay- 
ing foundations ;  every  repulsive  lineament  of  poverty, 
every  loathsome  indication  of  filth,  rot,  and  garbage ;  all 
these  ornament  the  banks  of  Folly  Ditch. 

In  Jacob's  Island,  the  warehouses  are  roofless  and 
empty  ;  the  walls  are  crumbling  down  ;  the  windows  are 
windows  no  more;  the  doors  are  falling  into  the  streets; 
the  chimneys  are  blackened,  but  they  yield  no  smoke. 
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Thirty  or  forty  years  ago,  before  losses  and  Chancery 
suits  oarae  upou  it,  it  wag  a  thriving  place;  but  now  it  is 
a  desolate  island  indeed.  The  houses  liave  no  owners; 
thev  are  broken  open,  and  entered  upon  by  those  who 
have  the  courage;  and  there  they  live,  and  there  they  die, 
They  must  have  powerful  motives  for  a  secret  residence, 
or  be  reduced  to  a  destitute  condition  indeed,  who  seek  a 
refuge  in  Jacob's  Island. 

In  an  upper  room  of  one  of  these  houses — a  detached 
house  of  fair  size,  ruinous  in  other  respects,  but  strongly 
defended  at  door  and  window:  of  whieh  house  the  back 
commanded  the  ditch  in  manner  already  described— there 
were  assembled  three  men,  who,  regarding  eacli  other 
every  now  and  then  with  looks  expressive  of  perplexity 
and  expectation,  sat  for  some  time  in  profound  and 
gloomy  silence.  One  of  these  was  Toby  Crackit,  another 
Mr.  Chitling,  and  the  third  a  robher  of  fifty  years,  whose 
nose  had  been  almost  beaten  in,  in  some  old  scuffle,  and 
whose  face  bore  a  frightful  scar  which  might  probably  be 
traced  to  the  same  occasion.  This  man  was  a  returned 
transport,  and  his  name  was  Kags. 

"  I  wish,"  said  Toby  turning  to  Mr.  Chitling,  "that  you 
had  picked  out  some  other  crib  when  the  two  old  ones 
got  too  warm,  and  had  not  come  herft-  my  fine  feller." 

"Why  didn't  you,  blunder-head  ?"  said  Kags. 

"  Well,  I  thought  you'd  have  been  a  little  more  glad  to 
see  me  than  this,"  replied  Mr.  dialing,  with  a  melan- 
choly air. 

"  Why  look'e,  young  gentleman,"  «aid  Toby,  "  when  a 
man  keeps  himself  so  very  ex-clusive  as  I  have  done,  and 
by  that  means  has  a  snug  house  over  his  head  with  no- 
body prying  and  smelling  about  it.  it's  rather  a  startling 
thing  to  have  the  honor  of  a  wisit  from  a  young  gentle- 
man (however  respectable  and  pleasant  a  person  he  may 
be  to  play  cards  with  at  conweniency)  circumstanced  as 
you  are." 

"  Especially,  when  the  exclusive  voung  man  has  got  a 
friend  stopping  with  him,  that's  arrived  sooner  than  was 
expected  from  foreign  parts,  and  is  too  modest  to  want 
to  be  presented  to  the  Judges  on  his  return."  added  Mr. 
Kags. 

There  was  a  short  silence,  after  which  Toby  Crackit, 
seeming  to  abandon  as  hopeless  any   further  effort  to 
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maintain  his  usual  devil-may-care  swagger,  turned  to 
Chitling  and  said, 

"  When  was  P'agin  took  then  ?  " 

"Just  at  dinner-time— two  o'clock  this  afternoon. 
Charley  and  I  made  our  lucky  up  the  wash'us  chimney, 
and  Bolter  got  into  the  empty  water-hutt,  head  down- 
wards ;  hut  his  legs  were  so  precious  long  that  they  stuck 
out  at  the  top,  and  so  they  took  him  too." 

"And  Bet?" 

"  Poor  Bet !  She  went  to  see  the  body,  to  speak  to 
who  it  was,"  replied  Chitling,  his  countenance  falling 
more  and  more,  "  and  went  off  mad,  screaming  and  rav- 
ing, and  beating  her  head  against  the  boards  ;  so  they  put 
a  strait-weskut  on  her  and  took  her  to  the  hospital— 
and  there  she  is." 

"  Wot's  come  of  young  Bates?"  demanded  Kags. 

"  He  hung  about,  not  to  come  over  here  afore  dark,  but 
he'll  be  here  soon,"  replied  Chitling.  "  There's  nowhere 
else  to  go  to  now,  for  the  people  at  the  Cripples  are  all 
in  custody,  and  the  bar  of  the  ken— I  went  up  there  and 
see  it  with  my  own  eyes — is  filled  with  traps." 

"  This  is  a  smash,"  observed  Toby  biting  his  lips. 
There's  more  than  one  will  go  with  this." 

"  The  sessions  are  on,"  said  Kags  :  "  if  they  get  the  in- 
quest over,  and  Bolter  turns  King's  evidence:  as  of 
course  he  will,  from  what  he's  said  already :  they  can 
prove  Fagin  an  accessory  before  the  fact,  and  get  the 
trial  on  on  Friday,  and  he'll  swing  in  six  days  from  this, 

by  G—  !  "    Ny 

"  You  should  have  heard  the  people  groan,"  said 
Chitling;  "the  officers  fought  like  devils,  or  they'd  have 
torn  him  away.  He  was  down  once,  but  they  made  a 
ring  round  him,  and  fought  their  way  along.  You  should 
have  seen  how  he  looked  about  him,  all  muddy  and  bleed- 
ing, and  clung  to  them  as  if  they  were  his  dearest  friends. 
I  can  see  'em  now,  not  able  to  stand  upright  with  the 
pressing  of  the  mob,  and  dragging  him  along  amongst 
'em;  I  can  see  the  people  jumping  up,  one  behind 
another,  and  snarling  with  their  teeth  and  making  at 
him  like  wild  beasts  ;  I  can  see  the  blood  upon  his  hair 
and  beard,  and  hear  the  cries  with  which  the  women 
worked  themselves  into  the  centre  of  the  crowd  at  the 
street  corner,  and  swore  they'd  tear  his  heart  out ! " 
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The  horror-stricken  witness  of  this  scene  pressed  his 
bands  upon  his  ears,  and  with  his  eyes  closed  got  up  and 
pared  violently  to  and  fro,  like  one  distracted. 

Whilst  he  was  thus  engaged,  and  the  two  men  sat  by 
in  silence  with  their  eves  fixed  upon  the  floor,  a  pattering 
noise  was  heard  upon  the  stairs,  and  Sikes's  dog  hounded 
into  the  room.  They  ran  to  the  window,  downstairs, 
and  into  the  street.  The  dog  had  jumped  in  at  an  open 
window  ;  he  made  no  attempt  to  follow  them,  nor  was 
his  master  to  he  seen. 

"What's  the  meaning  of  this!"  said  Tohy,  when  they 
had  returned.  "  lie  can't  be  coming  here.  I— I — hope 
not." 

"  If  he  was  coming  here,  he'd  have  come  with  the  dog," 
said  Kags,  stooping  down  to  examine  the  animal,  who 
lay  panting  on  the  floor.  "  Here !  Give  us  some  water 
for  him ;  he  has  run  himself  faint." 

"  He's  drunk  it  all  up,  every  drop,"  said  Chitling,  after 
watching  the  dog  some  time  in  silence.  "  Covered  with 
mud — lame — half-blind — he  must  have  come  a  lono- 
way. 

"  Where  can  he  have  come  from ! "  exclaimed  Toby. 
"  He's  been  to  the  other  kens  of  course,  and  finding  them 
filled  with  strangers  come  on  here,  where  he's  been  many 
a  time  and  often.  But  where  can  he  have  come  from 
first,  and  how  comes,  he  here  alone,  without  the  other! " 

"  He  " — (none  of  them  called  the  murderer  by  his  old 
name)—"  He  can't  have  made  away  with  himself.  What 
do  you  think  ?  "  said  Chitling. 

Toby  shook  his  head. 

"  If  he  had,"  said  Kags,  "  the  dog  'ud  want  to  lead  us 
away  to  where  he  did  it.  No.  I  think  he's  got  out  of 
the  country,  and  left  the  dog  behind.  He  must  have 
given  him  the  slip  somehow,  or  he  wouldn't  be  so  easy." 

This  solution,  appearing  the  most  probable  one,  was 
adopted  as  the  right;  and  the  dog,  creeping  under  a 
chair,  coiled  himself  up  to  sleep,  without  more  notice  from 
anybody. 

.  It  being  now  dark,  the  shutter  was  closed,  and  a  candle 
lighted  and  placed  upon  the  table.  The  terrible  events 
of  the  last  two  days  had  made  a  deep  impression  on  all 
three,  increased  by  the  danger  and  uncertainty  of  their 
own  position.     They  drew  their  chairs  closer  together, 
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starting  at  every  sound.  They  spoke  little,  and  that  in 
whispers,  and  were  as  silent  and  awe-stricken  as  if  the 
remains  of  the  murdered  woman  lay  in  the  next  room. 

They  had  sat  thus,  some  time,  when  suddenly  was 
heard  a  hurried  knocking  at  the  door  below. 

"  Young  Bates,"  said  Kags,  looking  angrily  round  to 
check  the  fear  he  felt  himself. 

The  knocking  came  again.  No,  it  wasn't  he.  He  never 
knocked  liked  that. 

Crackit  went  to  the  window,  and,  shaking  all  over, 
drew  in  his  head.  There  was  no  need  to  tell  them  who 
it  was;  his  pale  face  was  enough.  The  dog  too  was  on 
the  alert  in  an  instant,  and  ran  whining  to  the  door. 

"  We  must  let  him  in,"  he  said,  taking  up  the  candle. 

"  Isn't  there  any  help  for  it  ?  "  asked  the  other  man  in 
a  hoarse  voice. 

"  None.     He  must  come  in." 

"Don't  leave  us  in  the  dark,"  said  Kags,  taking  down 
a  candle  from  the  chimney-piece,  and  lighting  it,  with 
such  a  trembling  hand  that  the  knocking  was  twice  re- 
peated before  he  had  finished. 

Crackit  went  down  to  the  door,  and  returned  followed 
by  a  man  with  the  lower  part  of  his  face  buried  in  a  hand- 
kerchief, and  another  tied  over  his  head  under  his  hat. 
He  drew  them  slowly  off.  Blanched  face,  sunken  eyes, 
hollow  cheeks,  beard  of  three  days'  growth,  wasted  flesh, 
short  thick  breath  ;  it  was  the  very  ghost  of  Sikes. 

He  laid  his  hand  upon  a  chair  which  stood  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  room,  but  shuddering  as  he  was  about  to  drop 
into  it,  and  seeming  to  glance  over  his  shoulder,  dragged 
it  back  close  to  the  wall — as  close  as  it  would  go — ground 
it  against  it — and  sat  down. 

Not  a  word  had  been  exchanged.  He  looked  from  one 
to  another  in  silence.  If  an  eye  were  furtively  raised 
and  met  his,  it  was  instantly  averted.  When  his  hollow 
voice  broke  silence,  they  all  three  started.  They  seemed 
never  to  have  heard  its  tones  before. 

"  How  came  that  dog  here?"  he  asked. 

"Alone.     Three  hours  ago." 

"  To-night's  paper  says  that  Fagin's  taken.  Is  it  true, 
or  a  lie?" 

"  True." 

They  were  silent  again. 
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"Damn  you  all !"  said  Sikes,  passing  his  hand  across 
his  forehead.     "  Have  you  nothing  to  say  to  me?" 

There  was  an  uneasy  movement  among  them,  but  no- 
body spoke. 

"  Vou  that  keep  this  house,"  said  Sikes,  turning  his  face 
to  Crackit,  "  do  you  mean  to  sell  me,  or  to  let  me  lie  here 
till  this  hunt  is  over?" 

••  Vou  may  slop  here,  if  you  think  it  safe,"  returned  the 
person  addressed,  after  some  hesitation. 

Sikes  carried  his  eyes  slowly  up  the  wall  behind  him  : 
rather  trying  to  turn  his  head  than  actually  doing  it:  and 
said,  "Is— it— the  body— is  it  buried?" 

They  shook  their  heads. 

"  Why  isn't  it!  "  he  retorted  with  the  same  glance  be- 
hind him.  "  Wot  do  they  keep  such  ugly  things  above 
the  ground  for?— Who's  that  knocking?"  \ 

Crackit  intimated,  by  a  motion  of  his  hand  as  he  left 
the  room,  that  there  was  nothing  to  fear ;  and  directly 
came  back  with  Charley  Bates  behind  him.  Sikes  sat 
opposite  the  door,  so  that  the  moment  the  boy  entered 
the  room  he  encountered  his  figure. 

"Toby,"  said  the  boy  falling  back,  as  Sikes  turned  his 
eyes  towards  him,  "why  didn't  you  tell  me  this,  down- 
stairs?" 

There  had  been  something  so  tremendous  in  the  shrink- 
ing off  of  the  three,  that  the  wretched  man  was  willing  to 
propitiate  even  this  lad.  Accordingly  he  nodded,  and 
made  as  though  he  would  shake  hands  with  him. 

"Let  me  go  into  some  other  room,"  said  the  boy,  re- 
treating still  farther. 

"Charley!"  said  Sikes,  stepping  forward,  "don't  you 
— don't  you  know  me?" 

"  Don't  come  nearer  me,"  answered  the  boy,  still  re- 
treating, and  looking,  with  horror  in  his  eyes,  upon  the 
murderer's  face.     "  You  monster !  " 

The  man  stopped  half-way,  and  they  looked  at  each 
other;  but  Sikes's  eyes  sank  gradually  to  the  ground. 

"  Witness  you  three,"  cried  the  boy  shaking  his  clenched 
fist,  and  becoming  more  and  more  excited  as  he  spoke. 
"  Witness  you  three— I'm  not  afraid  of  him— if  they  come 
here  after  him,  I'll  s;ive  him  up;  I  will.  I  tell  you  out 
at  once.  He  may  kill  me  for  it  if  he  likes,  or  if  he  dares, 
but  if  I  am  here  I'll  give  him  up.    I'd  give  him  up  if  he 
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was  to  be  boiled  alive.  Murder!  Help!  If  there's  the 
pluck  of  a  man  among  you  three,  you'll  help  me.  Mur- 
der!    Help!     Down  with  him  !" 

Pouring  out  these  cries,  and  accompanying  them  with 
violent  gesticulation,  the  boy  actually  threw  himself, 
single-handed,  upon  the  strong  man,  and  in  the  intensity 
of  his  energy,  and  the  suddenness  of  his  surprise,  brought 
him  heavily  to  the  ground. 

The  three  spectators  seemed  quite  stupefied.  They  of- 
fered no  interference,  and  the  boy  and  man  rolled  on  the 
ground  together ;  the  former,  heedless  of  the  blows  that 
showered  upon  him,  wrenching  his  hands  tighter  and 
tighter  in  the  garments  about  the  murderer's  breast,  and 
never  ceasing  to  call  for  help  with  all  his  might. 

The  contest,  however,  was  too  unequal  to  last  long. 
Sikes  had  him  down,  and  his  knee  was  on  his  throat,  when 
Crackit  pulled  him  back  with  a  look  of  alarm,  and  pointed 
to  the  window.  There  were  lights  gleaming  below,  voices 
in  loud  and  earnest  conversation,  the  tramp  of  hurried 
footsteps — endless  they  seemed  in  number — crossing  the 
nearest  wooden  bridge.  One  man  on  horseback  seemed 
to  be  among  the  crowd ;  for  there  was  the  noise  of  hoofs 
rattling  on  the  uneven  pavement.  The  gleam  of  lights 
increased;  the  footsteps  came  more  thickly  and  noisily 
on.  Then,  came  a  loud  knocking  at  the  door,  and  then  a 
hoarse  murmur  from  such  a  multitude  of  angry  voices  as 
would  have  made  the  boldest  quail. 

"  Help !  "  shrieked  the  boy  in  a  voice  that  rent  the  air. 
"  He's  here !     Break  down  the  door !  " 

"  In  the  King's  name,"  cried  the  voices  without ;  and 
the  hoarse  cry  arose  again,  but  louder. 

"  Break  down  the  door !  "  screamed  the  boy.  "  I  tell 
you  they'll  never  open  it.  Run  straight  to  the  room 
where  the  light  is.     Break  down  the  door ! " 

Strokes,  thick  and  heavy,  rattled  upon  the  door  and 
lower  window-shutters  as  he  ceased  to  speak,  and  a  loud 
huzzah  burst  from  the  crowd  ;  giving  the  listener,  for  the 
first  time,  some  adequate  idea  of  its  immense  extent. 

"  Open  the  door  of  some  place  where  I  can  lock  this 

screeching  hell-babe,"  cried  Sikes  fiercely ;    running  to 

and  fro,  and  dragging  the  boy,  now,  as  easily  as  if  he 

were  an  empty  sack.     "That  door.     Quick!"     He  flung 
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him  Ln,  bolted  it,  and  turned  the  key.    "la  the  down- 
stairs door  fasl  ?" 

"Double-locked  and  chained,"  replied  Crackit,  who, 
with  the  other  two  men,  still  remained  quite  helpless  and 
bewildered. 

«  The  panels — are  they  strong?" 

"  Lined  with  sheet-iron." 

"  And  the  windows  too?" 

"  Yes,  and  the  windows." 

"Damn  you!"  cried  the  desperate  ruffian,  throwing  up 
the  sash  and  menacing  the  crowd.  "  Do  your  worst! 
I'll  cheat  you  yet !  " 

Of  all  the  terrific  yells  that  ever  fell  on  mortal  ears, 
none  could  exceed  the  cry  of  the  infuriated  throng.  Some 
shouted  to  those  who  were  nearest  to  set  the  house  on  fire  ; 
others  roared  to  the  officers  to  shoot  him  dead.  Among 
them  all,  none  showed  such  fury  as  the  man  on  horseback, 
who,  throwing  himself  out  of  the  saddle,  and  bursting 
through  the  crowd  as  if  he  were  parting  water,  cried,  be- 
neath the  window,  in  a  voice  that  rose  above  all  others, 
"Twenty  guineas  to  the  man  who  brings  a  ladder!" 

The  nearest  voices  took  up  the  cry,  and  hundreds 
echoed  it.  Some  called  for  ladders,  some  for  sledge-ham- 
mers ;  some  ran  with  torches  to  and  fro  as  if  to  seek 
them,  and  still  came  back  and  roared  again ;  some  spent 
their  breath  in  impotent  curses  and  execrations ;  some 
pressed  forward  with  the  ecstasy  of  madmen,  and  thus 
impeded  the  progress  of  those  below ;  some  among  the 
boldest  attempted  to  climb  up  by  the  water-spout  and 
crevices  in  the  wall ;  and  all  waved  to  and  fro,  in  the 
darkness  beneath,  like  a  field  of  corn  moved  by  an  angry 
wind ;  and  joined  from  time  to  time  in  one  loud  furious 
roar. 

"  The  tide,"  cried  the  murderer,  as  be  staggered  back 
into  the  room,  and  shut  the  faces  out,  "  the  tide  was  in 
as  I  came  up.  Give  me  a  rope,  a  long  rope.  They're  all 
in  front.  I  may  drop  into  the  Folly  Ditch,  and  clear  off 
that  way.  Give  me  a  rope,  or  I  shall  do  three  more 
murders  and  kill  myself  at  last." 

The  panic-stricken  men  pointed  to  where  such  articles 
were  kept ;  the  murderer,  hastily  selecting  the  longest 
and  strongest  cord,  hurried  up  to  the  house-top. 

All  the  windows  in  the  rear  of  the  house  had  been  long 
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ago  bricked  up,  except  one  small  trap  in  the  room  where 
the  boy  was  locked,  and  that  was  too  small  even  for  the 
passage  of  his  body.  But,  from  this  aperture,  he  had 
never  ceased  to  call  on  those  without,  to  guard  the  back  ; 
and  thus,  when  the  murderer  emerged  at  last  on  the  house- 
top by  the  door  in  the  roof,  a  long  shout  proclaimed 
the  fact  to  those  in  front,  who  immediately  began  to 
pour  round,  pressing  upon  each  other  in  one  unbroken 
stream. 

lie  planted  a  board,  which  he  had  carried  up  with  him 
for  the  purpose,  so  firmly  against  the  door  that  it  must  be 
matter  of  great  difficulty  to  open  it  from  the  inside;  and 
creeping  over  the  tiles,  looked  over  the  low  parapet. 

The  water  was  out,  and  the  ditch  a  bed  of  mud. 

The  crowd  had  been  hushed  during  these  few  moments, 
watching  his  motions  and  doubtful  of  his  purpose,  but 
the  instant  they  perceived  it  and  knew  it  was  defeated, 
they  raised  a  cry  of  triumphant  execration  to  which  all 
their  previous  shouting  had  been  whispers.  Again  and 
again  it  rose.  Those  who  were  at  too  great  a  distance  to 
know  its  meaning,  took  up  the  sound;  it  echoed  and  re- 
echoed ;  it  seemed  as  though  the  whole  city  had  poured 
its  population  out  to  curse  him. 

On  pressed  the  people  from  the  front — on,  on,  on,  in  a 
strong  struggling  current  of  angry  faces,  with  here  and 
there  a  glaring  torch  to  light  them  up,  and  show  them 
out  in  all  their  wrath  and  passion.  The  houses  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  ditch  had  been  entered  by  the  mob  ; 
sashes  were  thrown  up,  or  torn  bodily  out;  there  were 
tiers  and  tiers  of  faces  in  every  window ;  and  cluster 
upon  cluster  of  people  clinging  to  every  house-top.  Each 
little  bridge  (and  there  were  three  in  sight)  bent  beneath 
the  weight  of  the  crowd  upon  it.  Still  the  current  poured 
on  to  find  some  nook  or  hole  from  which  to  vent  their 
shouts,  and  only  for  an  instant  see  the  wretch. 

"  They  have  him  now,"  cried  a  man  on  the  nearest 
bridge.     "  Hurrah  !  " 

The  crowd  grew  light  with  uncovered  heads  ;  and 
again  the  shout  uprose. 

"  I  promise  fifty  pounds,"  cried  an  old  gentleman  from 
the  same  quarter,  "  fifty  pounds  to  the  man  who  takes 
him  alive.  I  will  remain  here,  till  he  comes  to  ask  me  for 
it." 
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Then  was  another rbaf.  At  this  moment  the  word  was 
passed  among  t  lie  crowd  tliiit  the  dour  was  forced  at  last, 
and  that  he  who  had  first  called  for  the  ladder  had 
mounted  into  the  room.  The  stream  abruptly  turned, 
as  this  intelligence  ran  from  mouth  to  mouth  ;  and  the 
people  at  the  windows,  seeing  those  upon  the  bridges 
pouring  hack,  quitted  their  stations,  and,  running  into 
the  street,  joined  the  concourse  that  now  thronged  pell- 
mell  to  the  spot  they  had  left:  eaeh  man  crushing  and 
striving  with  his  neighbor,  and  all  panting  with  im- 
patience to  get  near  the  door,  and  look  upon  the  criminal 
as  the  officers  brought  him  out.  The  cries  and  shrieks  of 
those  who  were  pressed  almost  to  suffocation,  or  trampled 
down  and  trodden  under  foot  in  the  confusion,  were 
dreadful;  the  narrow  ways  were  completely  blocked  up  ; 
and  at  this  time,  between  the  rush  of  some  to  regain  the 
space  in  front  of  the  house,  and  the  unavailing  struggles 
of  others  to  extricate  themselves  from  the  mass,  the  im- 
mediate attention  was  distracted  from  the  murderer, 
although  the  universal  eagerness  for  his  capture  was,  if 
possible,  increased. 

The  man  had  shrunk  down,  thoroughly  quelled  by  the 
ferocity  of  the  crowd,  and  the  impossibility  of  escape; 
hut,  seeing  this  sudden  change  with  no  less  rapidity  than 
it  had  occurred,  he  sprang  upon  his  feet,  determined  to 
make  one  last  effort  for  his  life  by  dropping  into  the  ditch, 
and,  at  the  risk  of  being  stifled,  endeavoring  to  creep 
away  in  the  darkness  and  confusion. 

Roused  into  new  strength  and  energy,  and  stimulated 
by  the  noise  within  the  house  which  announced  that  an 
entrance  had  really  been  effected,  he  set  his  foot  against 
the  stack  of  chimneys,  fastened  one  end  of  the  rope  tightly 
and  firmly  round  it,  and  with  the  other  made  a  strong 
running  noose  by  the  aid  of  his  hands  and  teeth  almost 
in  a  second.  He  could  let  himself  down  by  the  cord  to 
within  a  less  distance  of  the  ground  than  his  own  height, 
and  had  his  knife  ready  in  his  hand  to  cut  it  then  and 
drop. 

At  the  very  instant  when  he  brought  the  loop  over  his 
head  previous  to  slipping  it  beneath  his  arm-pits,  and 
when  the  old  gentleman  before-mentioned  (who  had  clung 
so  tight  to  the  railing  of  the  bridge  as  to  resist  the  force 
of  the  crowd,  and  retain  his  position)  earnestly  warned 
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those  about  him  that  the  man  was  about  to  lower  himself 
down — at  that  very  instant  the  murderer,  looking  behind 
him  on  the  roof,  threw  his  arms  above  his  head,  and 
uttered  a  yell  of  terror. 

"The  eyes  again!"  he  cried,  in  an  unearthly  screech. 

Staggering  as  if  struck  by  lightning,  he  lost  his  balance 
and  tumbled  over  the  parapet.  The  noose  was  at  his  neck. 
It  ran  up  with  his  weight,  tight  as  a  bow-string,  and  swift 
as  the  arrow  it  speeds.  He  fell  for  five-and-thirty  feet. 
There  was  a  sudden  jerk,  a  terrific  convulsion  of  the  limbs  ; 
and  there  he  hung,  with  the  open  knife  clenched  in  his 
stiffening  hand. 

The  old  chimney  quivered  with  the  shock,  but  stood  it 
bravely.  The  murderer  swung  lifeless  against  the  wall ; 
and  the  boy,  thrusting  aside  the  dangling  body  which  ob- 
scured his  view,  called  to  the  people  to  come  and  take  him 
out,  for  God's  sake. 

A  dog,  which  had  lain  concealed  till  now,  ran  backwards 
and  forwards  on  the  parapet  with  a  dismal  howl,  and, 
collecting  himself  for  a  spring,  jumped  for  the  dead  man's 
shoulders.  Missing  his  aim,  he  fell  into  the  ditch,  turning 
completely  over  as  he  went ;  and  striking  his  head  against 
a  stone,  dashed  out  his  brains. 


CHAPTER  LI. 

AFFORDING  AN  EXPLANATION  OF  MORE  MYSTERIES  THAN  ONE, 
AND  COMPREHENDING  A  PROPOSAL  OF  MARRIAGE  AVITH  NO 
WORD  OF  SETTLEMENT  OR  PIN-MONEV. 

The  events  narrated  in  the  last  chapter  were  yet  but 
two  days  old,  when  Oliver  found  himself,  at  three  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon,  in  a  travelling-carriage  rolling  fast  to- 
wards his  native  town.  Mrs.  Maylie,  and  Rose,  and  Mrs. 
Bedwin,  and  the  good  doctor,  were  with  him  ;  and  Mr. 
Brownlow  followed  in  a  post-chaise,  accompanied  by  one 
other  person  whose  name  had  not  been  mentioned. 

They  had  not  talked  much  upon  the  way  ;  for  Oliver 
was  in  a  flutter  of  agitation  and  uncertainty  which  deprived 
him  of  the  power  of  collecting  his  thoughts,  and  almost 
of  speech,  and  appeared  to  have  scarcely  less  effect  on  his 
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Companions,  who  shared  it,  in  at  least  an  equal  degree. 
He  and  the  two  ladies  had  been  very  carefully  made  ac- 
quainted by  .Mr.  Ihownlow  with  the  nature  of  the  admis- 
sions which  had  been  forced  from  Monks;  and  although 
they  knew  that  the  object  of  their  present  journey  was  to 
complete  the  work  which  had  been  so  well  begun,  still 
the  whole  matter  was  enveloped  in  enough  of  doubt  and 
mystery  to  leave  them  in  endurance  of  the  most  intense 
suspense. 

The  same  kind  friend  bad,  with  Mr.  Losberne's  assist- 
ance, cautiously  stopped  all  channels  of  communication 
through  which  they  could  receive  intelligence  of  the 
dreadful  occurrences  that  had  so  recently  taken  place. 
"It  was  quite  true,"  he  said,  "  that  they  must  know  them 
before  long,  but  it  might  be  at  a  better  time  than  the 
present,  and  it  could  not  beat  a  worse."  So,  they  travel- 
led on  in  silence :  each  busied  with  reflections  on  the  object 
which  bad  brought  them  together  :  and  no  one  disposed 
to  give  utterance  to  the  thoughts  which  crowded  upon  all. 

But  if  Oliver,  under  these  influences,  had  remained 
silent  while  they  journeyed  towards  his  birth-place  by  a 
road  he  had  never  seen,  how  the  whole  current  of  his 
recollections  ran  back  to  old  times,  and  what  a  crowd  of 
emotions  were  wakened  up  in  his  breast,  when  they  turned 
into  that  which  he  had  traversed  on  foot :  a  poor  houseless 
wandering  boy,  without  a  friend  to  help  him,  or  a  roof  to 
shelter  his  head. 

"  See  there,  there ! "  cried  Oliver,  eagerly  clasping  the 
hand  of  Rose,  and  pointing  out  at  the  carriage  window ; 
"  that's  the  stile  I  came  over ;  there  are  the  hedges  I  crept 
behind  for  fear  any  one  should  overtake  me  and  force  me 
back !  Yonder  is  the  path  across  the  fields,  leading  to 
the  old  house  where  I  was  a  little  child !  Oh  Dick,  Dick, 
my  dear  old  friend,  if  I  could  only  see  you  now !  " 

"You  will  see  him  soon,"  replied  Rose,  gently  taking 
his  folded  bands  between  her  own.  "You  shall  tell  him 
how  happy  you  are,  and  how  rich  you  have  grown,  and 
that  in  all  your  happiness  you  have  none  so  great  as  the 
coming  back  to  make  him  happy  too." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Oliver,  "  and  we'll — we'll  take  him  away 
from  here,  and  have  him  clothed  and  taught,  and  send 
him  to  some  quiet  country  place  where  he  may  grow  strong 
and  well, — shall  we  ?" 
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Rose  nodded  "  yes,"  for  the  boy  was  smiling  through 
such  happy  tears  that  she  could  not  speak. 

"  You  will  be  kind  and  good  to  him,  for  you  are  to  every 
one,"  said  Oliver.  "  It  will  make  you  cry,  I  know,  to  hear 
what  he  can  tell ;  but  never  mind,  never  mind,  it  will  be 
all  over,  and  you  will  smile  again — I  know  that  too — to 
think  how  changed  he  is  ;  you  did  the  same  with  me. 
He  said  '  God  bless  you '  to  me  when  I  ran  away,"  cried 
the  boy  with  a  burst  of  affectionate  emotion  ;  "and  I  will 
say  '  God  bless  you '  now,  and  show  him  how  I  love  him 
for  it !  " 

As  they  approached  the  town,  and  at  length  drove 
through  its  narrow  streets,  it  became  matter  of  no  small 
difficulty  to  restrain  the  boy  within  reasonable  bounds. 
There  was  Sowerberry's  the  undertaker's,  just  as  it  used 
to  be,  only  smaller  and  less  imposing  in  appearance  than 
he  remembered  it — there  were  all  the  well-known  shops 
and  houses,  with  almost  everyone  of  which  he  had  some 
slight  incident  connected — there  was  Gamfield's  cart,  the 
very  cart  he  used  to  have,  standing  at  the  old  public- 
house  door — there  was  the  workhouse,  the  dreary  prison 
of  his  youthful  days,  with  its  dismal  windows  frowning 
on  the  street— there  was  the  same  lean  porter  standing  at 
the  gate,  at  sight  of  whom  Oliver  involuntarily  shrank 
back,  and  then  laughed  at  himself  for  being  so  foolish, 
then  cried,  then  laughed  again — there  were  scores  of 
faces  at  the  doors  and  windows  that  he  knew  quite  well 
— there  was  nearly  everything  as  if  he  had  left  it  but  yes- 
terday, and  all  his  recent  life  had  been  but  a  happy  dream. 

But  it  was  pure,  earnest,  joyful  reality.  They  drove 
straight  to  the  door  of  the  chief  hotel  (which  Oliver  used 
to  stare. up  at,  with  awe,  and  think  a  mighty  palace,  but 
which  had  somehow  fallen  off  in  grandeur  and  size)  ;  and 
here  was  Mr.  Grim  wig  all  ready  to  receive  them,  kissing  the 
young  lady,  and  the  old  one  too,  when  they  got  out  of  the 
coach,  as  if  he  were  the  grandfather  of  the  whole  party, 
all  smiles  and  kindness,  and  not  offering  to  eat  his  head — 
no,  not  once  ;  not  even  when  he  contradicted  a  very  old 
postboy  about  the  nearest  road  to  London,  and  maintained 
he  knew  it  best,  though  he  had  only  come  that  way  once, 
and  that  time  fast  asleep.  There  was  dinner  prepared, 
and  there  were  bedrooms  ready,  and  everything  was 
arranged  as  if  by  magic. 
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Notwithstanding  all  this,  when  the  hurry  of  the  first 
half-hour  was  over,  the  same  silence  and  constraint  pre- 
vailed that  had  marked  their  journey  down.  Mr.  Brown- 
low  did  not  join  them  at  dinner,  but  remained  in  aseparate 
room.  The  two  other  gentlemen  hurried  in  and  out  with 
anxious  faces,  and,  during  the  short  intervals  when  they 
were  present,  conversed  apart.  Once,  Mrs.  Maylie  was 
called  away,  and  after  being  absent  for  nearly  an  hour, 
returned  with  eyes  swollen  with  weeping.  All  these  things 
made  Rose  and  Oliver,  who  were  not  in  any  new  secrets, 
neuvous  and  uncomfortable.  They  sat  wondering,  in 
silence;  or,  if  they  exchanged  a  few  words,  spoke  in  whis- 
pers, as  if  they  were  afraid  to  hear  the  sound  of  their  own 
voices. 

At  length,  when  nine  o'clock  had  come,  and  they  began 
to  think  they  Avere  to  hear  no  more  that  night,  Mr.  Los- 
beme  and  Mr.  Grimwig  entered  the  room,  followed  by 
Mr.  r>rownlow  and  a  man  whom  Oliver  almost  shrieked 
with  surprise  to  see;  for  they  told  him  it  was  his  brother, 
and  it  was  the  same  man  he  had  met  at  the  market-town, 
and  seen  looking  in  with  Fagin  at  the  window  of  his  little 
room.  Monks  cast  a  look  of  hate,  which,  even  then,  he 
could  not  dissemble,  at  the  astonished  boy,  and  safe  down 
near  the  door.  Mr.  Brownlow,  who  had  papers  in  his 
band,  walked  to  a  table  near  which  Rose  and  Oliver  were 
seated. 

"  This  is  a  painful  task,"  said  be,  "  but  these  declara- 
tions, which  have  been  signed  in  London  before  many 
gentlemen,  must  be  in  substance  repeated  here.  I  would 
have  spared  you  the  degradation,  but  we  must  hear  them 
from  your  own  lips  before  we  part,  and  you  know  why." 

"  Go  on,"  said  the  person  addressed,  turning  away  his 
face.  "Quick.  I  have  almost  done  enough,  I  think. 
Don't  keep  me  here." 

"  This  child,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  drawing  Oliver  to 
him,  and  laying  his  hand  upon  bis  head,  "is  your  half 
brother;  the  illegitimate  son  of  your  father,  my  dear 
friend  Edwin  Leeford,  by  poor  young  Agnes  Fleming, 
who  died  in  giving  him  birth." 

"  Yes,"  said  Monks,  scowling  at  the  trembling  boy  : 
the  beating  of  whose  heart  he  might  have  heard.  "  That 
is  their  bastard  child." 

"  The  term  you  use,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  sternly,  "is 
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a  reproach  to  those  who  long  since  passed  beyond  the 
feeble  censure  of  the  world.  It  reflects  disgrace  on  no 
one  living-,  except  you  who  use  it.  Let  that  pass.  lie 
was  born  in  this  town?" 

"  In  the  workhouse  of  this  town,"  was  the  sullen  reply. 
"You  have  the  story  there."  He  pointed  impatiently  to 
the  papers  as  he  spoke. 

"  I  must  have  it  here,  too,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  looking 
round  upon  the  listeners. 

"  Listen  then  !  You  ! "  returned  Monks.  "  His  father 
being  taken  ill  at  Rome,  was  joined  by  his  wife,  my 
mother,  from  whom  he  had  been  long  separated,  who 
went  from  Paris  and  took  me  with  her — to  look  after  his 
property,  for  what  I  know,  for  she  had  no  great  affection 
for  him,  nor  he  for  her.  He  knew  nothing  of  us,  for  his 
senses  were  gone,  and  he  slumbered  on  till  next  day,  when 
he  died.  Among  the  papers  in  his  desk,  were  two,  dated 
on  the  night  his  illness  first  came  on,  directed  to  your- 
self;" he  addressed  himself  to  Mr.  Brownlow7;  "and 
enclosed  in  a  few  short  lines  to  you,  with  an  intimation  on 
the  cover  of  the  package  that  it  was  not  to  be  forwarded 
till  after  he  was  dead.  One  of  these  papers  wras  a  letter 
to  this  girl  Agnes  ;  the  other,  a  will." 

"  What  of  the  letter?"  asked  Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  The  letter? — A  sheet  of  paper  crossed  and  crossed 
again,  with  a  penitent  confession,  and  prayers  to  God  to 
help  her.  He  had  palmed  a  tale  on  the  girl  that  some 
secret  mystery — to  be  explained  one  day — prevented  his 
marrying  her  just  then ;  and  so  she  had  gone  on,  trusting 
patiently  to  him,  until  she  trusted  too  far,  and  lost  what 
none  could  ever  give  her  back.  She  was,  at  that  time, 
within  a  few  months  of  her  confinement.  He  told  her  all 
he  had  meant  to  do,  to  hide  her  shame,  if  he  had  lived, 
and  prayed  her,  if  he  died,  not  to  curse  his  memory,  or 
think  the  consequences  of  their  sin  would  be  visited  on 
her  or  their  young  child  ;  for  all  the  guilt  was  his.  He 
reminded  her  of  the  day  he  had  given  her  the  little  locket 
and  the  ring  with  her  Christian  name  engraved  upon  it, 
and  a  blank  left  for  that  which  he  hoped  one  day  to  have 
bestowed  upon  her — prayed  her  yet  to  keep  it,  and  wear 
it  next  her  heart,  as  she  had  done  before— and  then  ran 
on,  wildly,  in  the  same  words,  over  and  over  again,  as  if 
he  had  erbrte  distracted.     I  believe  he  had." 
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"  The  will,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  as  Oliver's  tears  fell 
fast. 

Monies  was  silent. 

"  The  will,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  speaking  for  him, u  was 
in  the  same  spirit  us  the  letter.  lie;  talked  of_ miseries 
which  his  wife  had  brought  upon  him  ;  of  the  rebellious 
disposition,  vice,  nialjpe,  and  premature  had  passions  of 
you.  his  only  son,  who  had  been  trained  to  hate  him  ;  and 
left  you,  and  your  mother,  each  an  annuity  of  eight 
hundred  pounds.  The  hulk  of  his  property  he  divided 
into  two  equal  portions — one  for  Agnes  Fleming,  and  the 
other  for  their  child,  if  it  should  he  horn  alive  and  ever, 
come  of  age.  If  it  were  a  girl,  it  was  to  inherit  the  money 
unconditionally  ;  hut  if  a  boy,  only  on  the  stipulation  that 
in  his  minority  he  should  never  have  stained  his  name 
with  any  public  act  of  dishonor,  meanness,  cowardice,  or 
wrong-.  lie  did  this,  he  said,  to  mark  his  confidence  in 
the  mother,  and  his  conviction — only  strengthened  by 
approaching  death — that  the  child  would  share  her  gentle 
heart,  and  noble  nature.  If  he  were  disappointed  in  this 
expectation,  then  the  money  was  to  come  to  you  ;  for  then, 
and  not  till  then,  when  both  children  were  equal,  would 
he  recognize  your  prior  claim  upon  his  purse,  wdio  had 
none  upon  his  heart,  but  had,  from  an  infant,  repulsed  him 
with  coldness  and  aversion." 

"  My  mother,"  said  Monks,  in  a  louder  tone,  "  did  what 
a  woman  should  have  done — she  burnt  this  will.  The 
letter  never  reached  its  destination ;  but  that,  and  other 
proofs,  she  kept,  in  case  they  ever  tried  to  lie  away  the 
blot.  The  girl's  father  had  the  truth  from  her  with  every 
aggravation  that  her  violent  hate — I  love  her  for  it  now 
— could  add.  Goaded  by  shame  and  dishonor  he  fled  with 
his  children  into  a  remote  corner  of  Wales,  changing  his 
very  name  that  his  friends  might  never  know  of  his  re- 
treat ;  and  here,  no  great  while  afterwards,  he  was  found 
dead  in  his  bed.  The  girl  had  left  her  home,  in  secret, 
some  weeks  before ;  he  had  searched  for  her,  on  foot,  in 
every  town  and  village  near ;  and  it  was  on  the  night 
when  he  returned  home,  assured  that  she  had  destroyed 
herself,  to  hide  her  shame  and  his,  that  his  old  heart 
broke." 

There  was  a  short  silence  here,  until  Mr.  Brownlow 
took  up  the  thread  of  the  narrative. 
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"  Years  after  this,"  he  said,  "  this  man's— Edward 
JLeeford's— mother  came  to  me.  lie  had  left  her,  when 
only  eighteen ;  robbed  her  of  jewels  and  money ;  gam- 
bled, squandered,  forged,  and  fled  to  London  :  where  for 
two  years  he  had  associated  with  the  lowest  outcasts. 
She  was  sinking  under  a  painful  and  incurable  disease, 
and  wished  to  recover  him  before  she  died.  Inquiries 
were  set  on  foot,  and  strict  searches  made.  They  were 
unavailing  for  a  long  time,  but  ultimately  successful; 
and  he  went  back  with  her  to  France." 

■  There  she  died,"  said  Monks,  "  after  a  lingering  ill- 
ness ;  and,  on  her  death-bed,  she  bequeathed  these  secrets 
to  me,  together  with  her  unquenchable  and  deadly  hatred 
of  all  whom  they  involved — though  she  need  not  have 
left  me  that,  for  I  had  inherited  it  long  before.  She 
would  not  believe  that  the  girl  had  destroyed  herself  and 
the  child  too,  but  was  filled  with  the  impression  that  a 
male  child  had  been  born,  and  was  alive.  I  swore  to  her, 
if  ever  it  crossed  my  path,  to  hunt  it  down ;  never  to  let 
it  rest;  to  pursue  it  with  the  bitterest  and  most  unrelent- 
ing animosity ;  to  vent  upon  it  the  hatred  that  I  deeply 
felt,  and  to  spit  upon  the  empty  vaunt  of  that  insulting 
will  by  dragging  it,  if  I  could,  to  the  very  gallows-foot. 
She  was  right.  He  came  in  my  way  at  last.  I  began 
well ;  and,  but  for  babbling  drabs,  I  would  have  finished 
as  I  began  !  " 

As  the  villain  folded  his  arms  tight  together,  and  mut- 
tered curses  on  himself  in  the  impotence  of  baffled  malice, 
Mr.  Brownlow  turned  to  the  terrified  group  beside  him, 
and  explained  that  the  Jew,  who  had  been  his  old  ac- 
complice and  confidant,  had  a  large  reward  for  keeping 
Oliver  ensnared :  of  which  some  part  was  to  be  given  up, 
in  the  event  of  his  being  rescued  :  and  that  a  dispute  on 
this  head  had  led  to  their  visit  to  the  country  house  for 
the  purpose  of  identifying  him. 

"  The  locket  and  ring?  "  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  turning  to 
Monks. 

"  I  bought  them  from  the  man  and  woman  I  told  you 
of,  who  stole  them  from  the  nurse,  who  stole  them  from 
the  corpse,"  answered  Monks  without  raising  his  eyes. 
"  You  know  what  became  of  them." 

Mr.  Brownlow  merely  nodded  to  Mr.  Grimwig,  who, 
disappearing  with  great  alacrity,  shortly  returned,  push- 
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Lng  in  Mrs.  Bumble,  and  dragging  her  unwilling  consort 
after  bim. 

"Do  my  hi's  deceive  me!"  cried  Mr.  Bumble,  with 
ill-feigned  enthusiasm,  "or  is  that  little  Oliver?  Oh, 
O-li-ver,  if  you  know'd  how  I've  been  a-gneving  for 
you-!" 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  fool,"  murmured  Mrs.  Bumble. 

"isn't  natur,  natur,  Mrs.  Bumble!"  remonstrated  the 
workhouse  master.  "Can't  I  he  supposed  to  feel — 7  as 
Brought  him  up  porochially — when  I  see  him  a-setting 
here,  among  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  very  affablest 
description!  1  always  loved  that  boy  as  if  he  had  been 
my — my — my  own  grandfather,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  halt- 
ing for  an  appropriate  comparison.  "Master  Oliver,  my 
dear,  you  remember  the  blessed  gentleman  in  the  white 
waistcoat?  Ah  !  he  went  to  Heaven  last  week,  in  a  oak 
coffin  with  plated  handles,  Oliver." 

"  Come,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Grimwig,  tartly  ;  "  suppress 
your  feelings." 

"I  will  do  my  endeavors,  Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Bumble. 
"How  do  you  do,  Sir?     I  hope  you  are  very  well." 

This  salutation  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Brownlow,  who 
had  stepped  up  to  within  a  short  distance  of  the  respect- 
able couple,     lie  inquired,  as  he  pointed  to  Monks, 

"  Do  you  know  that  person  ?  " 

"No,"  replied  Mrs.  Bumble  flatly. 

"Perhaps  you  don't?"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  addressing 
her  spouse. 

"  I  never  saw  him  in  all  my  life,"  said  Mr.  Bumble. 

"Nor  sold  him  anything,  perhaps?" 

"No,"  replied  Mrs.  Bumble. 

"  You  never  had,  perhaps,  a  certain  gold  locket  and 
ring  ?  "  said  Mr.  Brownlow. 

"Certainly  not,"  replied  the  matron.  "Why  are  we 
brought  here,  to  answer  to  such  nonsense  as  this?" 

Again  Mr.  Brownlow  nodded  to  Mr.  Grimwig ;  and 
again  that  gentleman  limped  away,  writh  extraordinary 
readiness.  But  not  again  did  he  return  with  a  stout  man 
and  wife;  for  this  time,  he  led  in  two  palsied  women, 
who  shook  and  tottered  as  they  walked. 

"You  shut  the  door  the  night  old  Sally  died,"  said  the 
foremost  one,  raising  her  shrivelled  hand,  "  but  you 
couldn't  shut  out  the  sound,  nor  stop  the  chinks." 
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"  No,  no,"  said  the  other,  looking  round  her  and  wag- 
ging her  toothless  jaws.     "No,  no,  no." 

"  We  heard  her  try  to  tell  you  what  she'd  done,  and 
saw  you  take  a  paper  from  her  hand,  and  watched  you 
too,  next  day,  to  the  pawnbroker's  shop,"  said  the  first. 

"  Yes,"  added  the  second,  "  and  it  was  a  '  locket  and 
gold  ring.'  We  found  out  that,  and  saw  it  given  you. 
We  were  by.     Oh  !  we  were  by." 

"And  we  know  more  than  that,"  resumed  the  first, 
u  for  she  told  us  often,  long  ago,  that  the  young  mother 
had  told  her  that,  feeling  she  should  never  get  over  it, 
she  was  on  her  way,  at  the  time  that  she  was  taken  ill,  to 
die  near  the  grave  of  the  father  of  the  child." 

"Would  you  like  to  see  the  pawnbroker  himself?" 
asked  Mr.  Grim  wig  with  a  motion  towards  the  door. 

"  No,"  replied  the  woman  ;  "  if  he  " — she  pointed  to 
Monks — "has  been  coward  enough  to  confess,  as  I  see  he 
has,  and  you  have  sounded  all  these  hags  till  you  found 
the  right  ones,  I  have  nothing  more  to  say.  I  did  sell 
them,  and  they're  where  you'll  never  get  them.  What 
then  ?  " 

"Nothing,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow,  "except  that  it  re- 
mains for  us  to  take  care  that  you  are  neither  of  you  em- 
ployed in  a  situation  of  trust  again.  You  may  leave  the 
room." 

"I  hope,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  looking  about  him  with 
great  ruefulness,  as  Mr.  Grimwig  disappeared  with  the 
two  old  women,  "I  hope  that  this  unfortunate  little  cir- 
cumstance will  not  deprive  me  of  my  porochial  office?" 

"  Indeed  it  will,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow.  "  You  may 
make  up  your  mind  to  that,  and  think  yourself  well  off 
besides." 

"It  was  all  Mrs.  Bumble.  She  would  do  it,"  urged  Mr. 
Bumble ;  first  looking  round  to  ascertain  that  his  partner 
had  left  the.  room. 

"That  is  no  excuse,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow.  "You 
were  present  on  the  occasion  of  the  destruction  of  these 
trinkets,  and,  indeed,  are  the  more  guilty  of  the  two,  in 
the  eye  of  the  law ;  for  the  law  supposes  that  your  wifa 
acts  under  your  direction." 

"  If  the  law  supposes  that,"  said  Mr.  Bumble,  squeezing 
his  hat  emphatically  in  both  nands,  "The  hiw  is  a  ass — a 
idiot.     If  that's  the  eye  of  the  law,  the  law's  a  bachelor ; 
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and  (lie  worst  I  wish  the  law  is,  that  his  eye  may  be 
opened  by  experience — by  experience. 

Laying  great  stress  on  the  repetition  of  these  two 
words,  Mr.  Bumble  fixed  his  hat  on  very  tight,  and,  put- 
ting his  hands  in  his  pockets,  followed  his  helpmate  down- 
stairs. 

"  Young  lady,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  turning  to  Hose, 
"give  me  your  hand.  Do  not  tremble.  You  need  not 
fear  to  hear  the  few  remaining  words  we  have  to  say." 

"If  they  have — I  do  not  know  how  they  can,  but  if 
they  have — any  reference  to  me,"  said  Rose,  "  pray  let 
me  hear  them  at  some  other  time.  I  have  not  strength 
or  spirits  now." 

"Nay,"  returned  the  old  gentleman,  drawing  her  arm 
through  his ;  "  you  have  more  fortitude  than  this,  I  am 
sure.     Do  you  know  this  young  lady,  Sir  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Monks. 

"  I  never  saw  you  before,"  said  Rose  faintly. 

"  I  have  seen  you  often,''  returned  Monks. 

"The  father  of  the  unhappy  Agnes  had  two  daughters," 
said  Mr.  Brownlow.  "  What  was  the  fate  of  the  other — 
the  child  ?  " 

"  The  child,"  replied  Monks,  "  when  her  father  died  in 
a  strange  place,  in  a  strange  name,  without  a  letter,  book, 
or  scrap  of  paper  that  yielded  the  faintest  clue  by  which 
his  friends  or  relatives  could  be  traced — the  child  was  taken 
by  some  wretched  cottagers,  who  reared  it  as  their  own." 

"  Go  on,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  signing  to  Mrs.  May  lie  to 
approach.     "  Go  on !  " 

"  You  couldn't  find  the  spot  to  which  these  people  had 
repaired,"  said  Monks,  "but  where  friendship  fails,  hatred 
will  often  force  a  way.  My  mother  found  it,  after  a  year 
of  cunning  search — ay,  and  found  the  child." 

"She  took  it,  did  she?" 

"  No.  The  people  were  poor,  and  began  to  sicken — at 
least  the  man  did — of  their  fine  humanity ;  so  she  left  it 
writh  them,  giving  them  a  small  present  of  money  which 
would  not  last  long,  and  promising  more,  which  she  never 
meant  to  send.  She  didn't  quite  rely,  however,  on  their 
discontent  and  poverty  for  the  child's  unhappiness,  but 
told  the  history  of  the  sister's  shame,  with  such  altera- 
tions as  suited  her;  bade  them  take  good  heed  of  the 
child,  for  she  came  of  bad  blood  :  and  told  them  she  was 
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illegitimate,  and  sure  to  go  wrong  at  one  time  or  other. 
The  circumstances  countenanced  all  this ;  the  people  be- 
lieved it ;  and  there  the  child  dragged  on  an  existence, 
miserable  enough  even  to  satisfy  us,  until  a  widow  lady, 
residing,  then,  at  Chester,  saw  the  girl  by  chance,  pitied 
her,  and  took  her  home.  There  was  some  cursed  spell,  I 
think,  against  us;  for  in  spite  of  all  our  efforts  she  re- 
mained there  and  was  happy.  I  lost  sight  of  her,  two  or 
three  years  ago,  and  saw  her  no  more  until  a  few  months 
back." 

"Do  you  see  her  now?" 

"  Yes.     Leaning  on  your  arm." 

"But  not  the  less  my  niece,"  cried  Mrs.  Maylie,  folding 
the  fainting  girl  in  her  arms ;  "  not  the  less  my  dearest 
child.  I  would  not  lose  her  now,  for  all  the  treasures  of 
the  world.     My  sweet  companion,  my  own  dear  girl !  " 

"The  only  friend  I  ever  had,"  cried  Rose,  clinging  to 
her."  The  kindest,  best  of  friends.  My  heart  will  burst. 
I  cannot — cannot — bear  all  this." 

"You  have  borne  more  and  have  been,  through  all,  the 
best  and  gentlest  creature  that  ever  shed  happiness  on 
every  one  she  knew,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie,  embracing  her 
tenderly.  "  Come,  come,  my  love,  remember  who  this  is 
who  waits  to  clasp  you  in  his  arms,  poor  child  !  See 
here— look,  look,  my  dear  !  " 

"Not  aunt,"  cried  Oliver,  throwing  his  arms  about  her 
neck  :  "  I'll  never  call  her  aunt — sister,  my  own  dear 
sister,  that  something  taught  my  heart  to  love  so  dearly 
from  the  first !     Rose,  clear,  darling  Rose  ! " 

Let  the  tears  which  fell,  and  the  broken  words  which 
were  exchanged  in  the  long  close  embrace  between  the 
orphans,  be  sacred.  A  father,  sister,  and  mother,  were 
gained,  and  lost,  in  that  one  moment.  Joy  and  grief 
were  mingled  in  the  cup  ;  but  there  were  no  bitter  tears: 
for  even  grief  itself  arose  so  softened,  and  clothed  in  such 
sweet  and  tender  recollections,  that  it  became  a  solemn 
pleasure,  and  lost  all  character  of  pain. 

They  were  a  long,  long  time  alone.  A  soft  tap  at  the 
door,  at  length  announced  that  some  one  was  without. 
Oliver  opened  it,  glided  away,  and  gave  place  to  Harry 
Maylie. 

"  I  know  it  all,"  he  said,  taking  a  seat  beside  the  lovely 
girl.     "  Dear  Rose,  I  know  it  all." 
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"I  iini  not  here  by  accident,*'  he  added  after  u  length- 
ened silence ;  "nor  have  I  beard  al]  this  to-night,  for  I 
knew  ii  yesterday-  only  yesterday.  Do  you  guess  that 
I  have  come  to  remind  you  of  a  promise?" 

"Stay,"  said  Rose.     tw  ¥ou  do  know  all?" 

•■  All.  You  gave  me  leave,  at  any  time  within  a  year, 
io  renew  the  subject  of  our  last  discourse." 

"I  did." 

"  Xot  to  press  you  to  alter  your  determination,"  pur- 
sued the  young  man,  "  but  to  hear  you  repeat  it,  if  you 
would.  I  was  to  lay  whatever  of  station  or  fortune  I 
might  possess  at  your  feet,  and  if  you  still  adhere  to  your 
former  determination,  I  pledged  myself,  by  no  word  or 
act,  to  seek  to  change  it." 

"The  same  reasons  which  influenced  me  then,  will  in- 
fluence me  now,"  said  Rose  firmly.  "  If  I  ever  owed  a 
strict  and  rigid  duty  to  her,  whose  goodness  saved 
me  from  a  life  of  indigence  and  suffering,  when  should  I 
ever  feel  it,  as  I  should  to-night  ?  It  is  a  struggle,"  said 
Rose,  "  but  one  I  am  proud  to  make  ;  it  is  a  pang,  but 
one  my  heart  shall  bear." 

"  This  disclosure  of  to-night, — "  Harry  began. 

"The  disclosure  of  to-night,"  replied  Rose  softly, 
"leaves  me  in  the  same  position,  with  reference  to  you 
as  that  in  which  I  stood  before." 

"  You  harden  your  heart  against  me,  Rose,"  urged  her 
lover. 

"  Oh,  Harry,  Harry,"  said  the  young  lady,  bursting  into 
tears  ;  "  I  wish  I  could,  and  spare  myself  this  pain." 

"Then  why  inflict  it  on  yourself  ?"  said  Harry,  taking 
her  hand.  "  Think,  dear  Rose,  think  what  you  have  heard 
to-night." 

"  And  what  have  I  heard  !  What  have  I  heard  !  "cried 
Rose.  "That  a  sense  of  his  deep  disgrace  so  worked 
upon  my  own  father  that  he  shunned  all — there,  we  have 
said  enough,  Harry,  we  have  said  enough." 

"  Not  yet,  not  yet,"  said  the  young  man,  detaining  her 
as  she  rose.  "  My  hopes,  my  wishes,  prospects,  feeling  : 
every  thought  in  life  except  my  love  for  you  :  have 
undergone  a  change.  I  offer  you,  now,  no  distinction 
among  a  bustling  crowd  ;  no  mingling  with  a  world  of 
malice  and  detraction,  where  the  blood  is  called  into 
honest  cheeks  by  aught  but  real  disgrace  and  shame ;  but 
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a  home — a  heart  and  home — yes,  clearest  Rose,  and  those, 
and  those  alone,  are  all  I  have  to  offer," 

"What  do  you  mean?"  she  faltered. 

"  I  mean  but  this — that  when  I  left  you  last,  I  left  you 
•with  a  firm  determination  to  level  all  fancied  barriers  be- 
tween yourself  and  me  ;  resolved  that  if  my  world  could 
not  be  yours,.  I  would  make  yours  mine  ;  that  no  pride  of 
birth  should  curl  the  lip  at  you,  for  I  would  turn  from  it. 
This  I  have  done.  Those  who  have  shrunk  from  me  be- 
oause  of  this,  have  shrunk  from  you,  and  proved  you  so  far 
right.  Such  power  and  patronage  :  such  relatives  of  in- 
fluence and  rank  :  as  smiled  upon  me  then,  look  coldly 
now  ;  but  there  are  smiling  fields  and  waving  trees  in 
England's  richest  country  ;  and  by  one  village  church — 
mine,  Rose,  my  own — there  stands  a  rustic  dwelling 
which  you  can  make  me  prouder  of,  than  all  the  hopes  I 
have  renounced,  measured  a  thousandfold.  This  is  my 
rank  and  station  now,  and  here  I  lay  it  down. 


It's  a  trying  thing  waiting  supper  for  lovers,"  said 
Mr.  Grimwig,  waking  up,  and  pulling  his  pocket-hand- 
kerchief from  over  his  head, 

Truth  to  tell,  the  supper  had  been  waiting  a  most  un- 
reasonable time.  Neither  Mrs.  Maylie,  nor  Harry  nor 
Rose  (who  all  came  in  together),  could  offer  a  word  in  ex- 
tenuation. 

"  I  had  serious  thoughts  of  eating  my  head  to-night," 
said  Mr.  Grimwig,  "  for  I  began  to  think  I  should  get 
nothing  else.  I'll  take  the  liberty,  if  you'll  allow  me, 
of  saluting  the  bride  that  is  to  be." 

Mr.  Grimwig  lost  no  time  in  carrying  this  notice  into 
effect  upon  the  blushing  girl ;  and  the  example,  being  con 
tagious,  was  followed  both  by  the  doctor  and  Mr.  Brown- 
low.  Some  people  affirm  that  Harry  Maylie  had  been 
observed  to  set  it,  originally,  in  a  dark  room  adjoining  ; 
but  the  best  authorities  consider  this  downright  scandal : 
he  being  young  and  a  clergyman. 

"Oliver,   my  child,"  said  Mrs.  Maylie,  "where  have 
you  been,  and  why  do  you  look  so  sad?    There  are  tears 
stealing  down  your  face  at  this  moment.     What  is  the 
matter?" 
27 
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Tt  is  a  world  of  disappointment:  often  to  the  hopes 
we  most  cherish,  and  hopes  that  do  our  nature  the 
greatest  honor. 

Poor  Dick  was  dead ! 
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the  .thw's  last  night  alive. 

The  court  was  paved,  from  floor  to  roof,  with  human 
faces.  Inquisitive  and  eager  eyes  peered  from  every  inch 
of  space.  From  the  rail  before  the  dock,  away  into  the 
sharpest  angle  of  the  smallest  corner  in  the  galleries,  all 
looks  were  fixed  upon  one  man — the  Jew.  Before  him 
and  behind :  above,  below,  on  the  right  and  on  the  left : 
he  seemed  to  stand  surrounded  by  a  firmament,  all  bright 
with  gleaming  eyes. 

He  stood  there,  in  all  this  glare  of  living  light,  with 
one  hand  resting  on  the  wooden  slab  before  him,  the 
other  held  to  his  ear,  and  his  head  thrust  forward  to 
enable  him  to  catch  with  greater  distinctness  every  word 
that  fell  from  the  presiding  judge,  who  was  delivering  his 
charge  to  the  jury.  At  times,  he  turned  his  eyes  sharply 
upon  them  to  observe  the  effect  of  the  slightest  feather- 
weight in  his  favor;  and  when  the  points  against  him 
were  stated  with  terrible  distinctness,  looked  towards  his 
counsel,  in  mute  appeal  that  he  would,  even  then,  urge 
something  in  his  behalf.  Beyond  these  manifestations  of 
anxiety,  he  stirred  not  hand  or  foot.  He  had  scarcely 
moved  since  the  trial  began ;  and  now  that  the  judge 
ceased  to  speak,  he  still  remained  in  the  same  strained 
attitude  of  close  attention,  with  his  gaze  bent  on  him,  as 
though  he  listened  still. 

A  slight  bustle  in  the  court,  recalled  him  to  himself. 
Looking  round,  he  saw  that  the  jurymen  had  turned  to- 
gether, to  consider  of  their  verdict.  As  his  eyes  wandered 
to  the  gallery,  he  could  see  the  people  rising  above  each 
other  to  see  his  face  :  some  hastily  applying  their  glasses 
to  their  eyes :  and  others  whispering  their  neighbors 
with  looks  expressive  of  abhorrence.  A  few  there  were, 
who  seemed  unmindful  of  him,  and  looked  only  to  the 
jury,  in  impatient  wonder  how  they  could  delay,     But  in 


OLIVER  TWIST.  419 

no  one  face — not  even  among  the  women,  of  whom  there 
were  many  there — could  he  read  the  faintest  sympathy 
with  himself,  or  any  feeling  but  one  of  all-absorbing 
interest  that  he  should  be  condemned, 

As  he  saw  all  this  in  one  bewildered  glance,  the  death- 
like stillness  came  again,  and  looking  back,  he  saw  that 
the  jurymen  had  turned  towards  the  judge.     Hush! 

They  only  sought  permission  to  retire. 

He  looked,  wistfully,  into  their  faces,  one  by  one,  when 
they  passed  out,  as  though  to  see  which  way  the  greater 
number  leant ;  but  that  was  fruitless.  The  jailer  touched 
him  on  the  shoulder.  He  followed  mechanically  to  the 
end  of  the  dock,  and  sat  down  on  a  chair.  The  man 
pointed  it  out,  or  he  would  not  have  seen  it. 

He  looked  up  into  the  gallery  again.  Some  of  the 
people  were  eating,  and  some  fanning  themselves  with 
handkerchiefs ;  for  the  crowded  place  was  very  hot. 
There  was  one  young  man  sketching  his  face  in  a  little 
note-book.  He  wondered  whether  it  was  like,  and  looked 
on  when  the  artist  broke  his  pencil-point,  and  made 
another  with  his  knife,  as  any  idle  spectator  might  have 
done. 

In  the  same  way,  when  he  turned  his  eyes  towards  the 
judge,  his  mind  began  to  busy  itself  with  the  fashion  of 
his  dress,  and  what  it  cost,  and  how  he  put  it  on.  There 
was  an  old  fat  gentleman  on  the  bench,  too,  who  had 
gone  out,  some  half  an  hour  before,  and  now  come  back. 
He  wondered  within  himself  whether  this  man  had  been 
to  get  his  dinner,  what  he  had  had,  and  where  he  had 
had  it ;  and  pursued  this  train  of  careless  thought  until 
until  some  new  object  caught  his  eye  and  roused  another. 

Not  that,  all  this  time,  his  mind  was,  for  an  instant, 
free  from  one  oppressive  overwhelming  sense  of  the 
grave  that  opened  at  his  feet;  it  was  ever  present  to  him, 
but  in  a  vague  and  general  way,  and  he  could  not  fix  his 
thoughts  upon  it.  Thus,  even  while  he  trembled,  and 
turned  burning  hot  at  the  idea  of  speedy  death,  he  fell  to 
counting  the  iron  spikes  before  him,  and  wondering  how 
the  head  of  one  had  been  broken  off,  and  whether  they 
would  mend  it  or  leave  it  as  it  was.  Then,  he  thought 
of  all  the  horrors  of  the  gallows  and  the  scaffold — and 
stopped  to  watch  a  man  sprinkling  the  floor  to  cool  it — 
and  then  went  on  to  think  again. 
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At  length  there  was  a  cry  of  silence,  and  a  breathless 
look  from  all  towards  the  door;    The  jury  returned,  and 

passed  liim  close.  He  could  glean  nothing  from  ilieir 
faces;  they  might  as  well  have  been  a  stone.  Perfect 
si  illness  ensued — not  a  rustle — not  a  breath — Guilty. 

The  building  rang  with  a  tremendous  shout,  aiid  an- 
other, and  another,  and  then  it  echoed  deep  loud  groans, 
that  gathered  strength  as  they  swelled  out,  like  angry 
thunder.  It  was  a  peal  of  joy  from  the  populace  outside, 
greeting  the  news  that  he  would  die  on  .Monday. 

The  noise  subsided,  and  he  was  asked  if  he  had  any- 
thing to  say  why  sentence  of  death  should  not  be  passed 
upon  him.  He  had  resumed  his  listening  attitude,  and 
looked  intently  at  his  questioner  while  the  demand  was 
made;  but  it  was  twice  repeated  before  he  seemed  to 
hear  it,  and  then  he  only  muttered  that  he  was  an  old 
man — an  old  man— an  old  man— and  so,  dropping  into  a 
whisper,  was  silent  again. 

The  judge  assumed  the  black  cap,  and  the  prisoner  still 
stood  with  the  same  air  and  gesture.  A  woman  in  the 
gallery  uttered  some  exclamation  called  forth  by  this 
dread  solemnity ;  he  looked  hastily  up  as  if  angry  at  the 
interruption,  and  bent  forward  'yet  more  attentively. 
The  address  was  solemn  and  impressive;  the  sentence 
fearful  to  hear.  But  he  stood,  like  a  marble  figure,  with- 
out the  motion  of  a  nerve.  His  haggard  face  was  still 
thrust  forward,  his  under-jaw  hanging  down,  and  his 
eyes  staring  out  before  him,  when  the  jailer  put  his  hand 
upon  his  arm,  and  beckoned  him  away.  He  gazed 
stupidly  about  him  for  an  instant,  and  obeyed. 

They  led  him  through  a  paved  room  under  the  court, 
where  some  prisoners  were  waiting  till  their  turns  came, 
and  others  were  talking  to  their  friends,  who  crowded 
round  a  grate  which  looked  into  the  open  yard.  There 
was  nobody  there,  to  speak  to  him ;  but,  as  he  passed, 
the  prisoners  fell  back  to  render  him  more  visible  to  the 
people  who  were  clinging  to  the  bars  :  and  they  assailed 
him  with  opprobrious  names,  and  screeched  and  hissed. 
He  shook  his  fist,  and  would  have  spat  upon  them  ;  but 
his  conductors  hurried  him  on,  through  a  gloomy  passage 
lighted  by  a  few  dim  lamps,  into  the  interior  of  the  prison. 

Here,  he  was  searched,  that  he  might  not  have  about 
him  the  means  of  anticipating  the  law ;  this  ceremony 
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performed,  they  led  him  to  one  of  the  condemned  cells, 
and  left  him  there — alone. 

He  sat  down  on  a  stone  bench  opposite  the  door,  which 
served  for  seat  and  hedstead  ;  and  casting  his  hlood-shot 
eyes  upon  the  ground,  tried  to  collect  his  thoughts.  After 
awhile,  he  began  to  remember  a  few  disjointed  fragments 
of  what  the  judge  had  said  :  though  it  had  seemed  to 
him,  at  the  time,  that  he  could  not  hear  a  word.  These 
gradually  fell  into  their  proper  places,  and  by  degrees 
suggested  more  :  so  that  in  a  little  time  he  had  the  whole, 
almost  as  it  was  delivered.  To  be  hanged  by  the  neck, 
till  he  was  dead— that  was  the  end.  To  be  hanged  by 
the  neck  tell  he  was  dead. 

As  it  came  on  very  dark,  he  began  to  think  of  all  the 
men  he  had  known  who  had  died  upon  the  scaffold;  some 
of  them  through  his  means.  They  rose  up,  in  such  quick 
succession,  that  he  could  hardly  count  them.  He  had 
seen  some  of  them  die, — and  had  joked  too,  because  they 
died  with  prayers  upon  their  lips.  With  what  a  rat- 
tling noise  the  drop  went  down ;  and  how  suddenly  they 
changed,  from  strong  and  vigorous  men  to  dangling  heaps 
of  clothes ! 

Some  of  them  might  have  inhabited  that  very  cell — sat 
upon  that  very  spot.  It  was  very  dark  ;  why  didn't  they 
bring  a  light?  The  cell  had  been  built  for  many  years. 
Scores  of  men  must  have  passed  their  last  hours  there. 
It  was  like  sitting  in  a  vault  strewn  with  dead  bodies — 
the  cap,  the  noose,  the  pinioned  arms,  the  faces  that  he 
knew,  even  beneath  that  hideous  veil. — Light,  light! 

At  length,  when  his  hands  were  raw  with  beating 
against  the  heavy  door  and  walls,  two  men  appeared  :  one 
bearing  a  candle,  which  he  thrust  into  an  iron  candlestick 
fixed  against  the  wall :  the  other  dragging  in  a  mattress 
on  which  to  pass  the  night ;  for  the  prisoner  was  to  be 
left  alone  no  more. 

Then  came  night — dark,  dismal,  silent  night.  Other 
watchers  are  glad  to  hear  the  church-clocks  strike,  for 
they  tell  of  life  and  coming  day.  To  the  Jew  they 
brought  despair.  The  boom  of  every  iron  bell  came  laden 
with  the  one,  deep,  hollow  sound — Death.  What  availed 
the  noise  and  bustle  of  cheerful  morning,  which  pene- 
trated even  there,  to  him  ?  It  was  another  form  of  knell, 
with  mockery  added  to  the  warning. 
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The  day  passed  off.  Day !  There  was  no  day ;  it 
was  gone  as  soon  as  come — and  night  came  on  again; 
night  so  long,  and  yet  so  short;  long  in  its  dreadful 
silence,  and  short  in  its  fleeting  hours.  At  one  time 
he  raved  and  blasphemed ;  and  at  another  howled  and 
tore  his  hair.  Venerable  men  of  his  own  persuasion  had 
come  to  pray  beside  him,  but  he  had  driven  them  away 
with  curses.  They  renewed  their  charitable  efforts,  and 
lie  beat  them  off. 

Saturday  night.  lie  had  only  one  night  more  to  live. 
And  as  he  thought  of  this,  the  day  broke — Sunday. 

It  was  not  until  the  night  of  this  last  awful  day,  that  a 
withering  sense  of  his  helpless,  desperate  state  came  in 
its  full  intensity  upon  his  blighted  soul ;  not  that  he  had 
ever  held  any  defined  or  positive  hope  of  mercy,  but  that 
he  had  never  been  able  to  consider  more  than  the  dim 
probability  of  dying  so  soon.  He  had  spoken  little  to 
either  of  the  two  men,  who  relieved  each  other  in 
their  attendance  upon  him ;  and  they,  for  their  parts, 
made  no  effort  to  rouse  his  attention.  He  had  sat 
there,  awake,  but  dreaming.  Now,  he  started  up,  every 
minute,  and  with  gasping  mouth  and  burning  skin, 
hurried  to  and  fro,  in  such  a  paroxysm  of  fear  and  wrath 
that  even  they — used  to  such  sights — recoiled  from  him 
with  horror.  He  grew  so  terrible,  at  last,  in  all  the  tort- 
ures of  his  evil  conscience,  that  one  man  could  not  bear 
to  sit  there,  eyeing  him  alone  ;  and  so  the  two  kept  watch 
together. 

He  cowered  down  upon  his  stone  bed,  and  thought  of 
the  past.  He  had  been  wounded  with  some  missiles  from 
the  crowd  on  the  day  of  his  capture,  and  his  head  was 
baudaged  with  a  linen  cloth.  His  red  hair  hung  down 
upon  his  bloodless  face ;  his  beard  was  torn,  and  twisted 
into  knots  ;  his  eyes  shone  with  a  terrible  light ;  his  un- 
washed flesh  crackled  with  the  fever  that  burnt  him  up. 
Eight — nine — ten.  If  it  was  not  a  trick  to  frighten  him, 
and  those  were  the  real  hours  treading  on  each  other's 
heels,  where  would  he  be,  when  they  came  round  again! 
Eleven !  Another  struck,  before  the  voice  of  the  previous 
hour  had  ceased  to  vibrate.  At  eight,  he  would  be  the 
only  mourner  in  his  own  funeral  train  ;  at  eleven 

Those  dreadful  walls  of  Newgate,  which  have  hidden 
so  much  misery  and  such  unspeakable  anguish,  not  only 
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from  the  eyes,  but,  too  often  and  too  long,  from  the 
thoughts,  of  men,  never  held  so  dread  a  spectacle  as  that. 
The  few  who  lingered  as  they  passed,  and  wondered 
what  the  man  was  doing  who  was  to  be  hanged  to- 
morrow, would  have  slept  but  ill  that  night,  if  they  could 
have  seen  him. 

From  early  in  the  evening  until  nearly  midnight,  little 
groups  of  two  and  three  presented  themselves  at  the 
lodge-gate,  and  inquired,  with  anxious  faces,  whether  any 
reprieve  had  been  received.  These  being  answered  in 
the  negative,  communicated  the  welcome  intelligence  to 
clusters  in  the  street,  who  pointed  out  to  one  another 
the  door  from  which  he  must  come  out,  and  showed 
where  the  scaffold  would  be  built,  and,  walking  with  un- 
willing steps  away,  turned  back  to  conjure  up  the  scene. 
By  degrees  they  fell  off,  one  by  one ;  and,  for  an  hour, 
in  the  dead  of  night,  the  street  was  left  to  solitude  and 
darkness. 

The  space  before  the  prison  was  cleared,  and  a  few 
strong  barriers,  painted  black,  had  been  already  thrown 
across  the  road  to  break  the  pressure  of  the  expected 
crowd,  when  Mr.  Brownlow  and  Oliver  appeared  at  the 
wicket,  and  presented  an  order  of  admission  to  the  pris- 
oner, signed  by  one  of  the  sheriffs.  They  were  immedi- 
ately admitted  into  the  lodge. 

"  Is  the  young  gentleman  to  come  too,  Sir  ?  "  said  the 
man  whose  duty  it  was  to  conduct  them.  "  It's  not  a 
sight  for  children,  Sir." 

"  It  is  not  indeed,  my  friend,"  rejoined  Mr.  Brownlow  ; 
"but  my  business  with  this  man  is  intimately  connected 
with  him  ;  and  as  this  child  has  seen  him  in  the  full  career 
of  his  success  and  villainy,  I  think  it  well — even  at  the 
cost  of  some  pain  and  fear — that  he  should  see  him  now." 

These  few  words  had  been  said  apart,  so  as  to  be  inaudi- 
ble to  Oliver.  The  man  touched  his  hat ;  and  glancing  at 
Oliver  with  some  curiosity,  opened  another  gate,  opposite 
to  that  by  which  they  had  entered,  and  led  them  on, 
through  dark  and  winding  ways,  towards  the  cells. 

"  This,"  said  the  man,  stopping  in  a  gloomy  passage  where 
a  couple  of  workmen  were  making  some  preparations  in 
profound  silence, — "  this  is  the  place  he  passes  through. 
If  you  step  this  way,  you  can  see  the  door  he  goes  out  at." 

He  led  them  into  a  stone  kitchen,  fitted  with  coppers 
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for  dressing  the1  prison  food,  and  pointed  to  a  door.  There 
was  an  open  grating  above  it,  through  which  came  the 
sound  of  men's  voices,  mingled  with  the  noise  of  hammer- 
iug,  and  the  throwing  down  of  boards.  They  were  put- 
ting; up  the  scaffold. 

From  this  plate,  they  passed  through  several  strong 
gates,  opened  by  other  turnkeys  from  the  inner  side; 
and,  having  entered  an  open  yard,  ascended  a  flight  of 
narrow  steps,  and  came  into  a  passage  with  a  row  of 
strong  doors  on  the  left  hand.  Motioning  them  to 
remain  where  they  were,  the  turnkey  knocked  at  one  of 
these  with  his  bunch  of  keys.  The  two  attendants,  after 
a  little  whispering,  came  out  into  the  passage,  stretch- 
ing themselves  as  if  glad  of  the  temporary  relief,  and 
motioned  the  visitors  to  follow  the  jailer  into  the  cell. 
They  did  so. 

The  condemned  criminal  was  seated  on  his  bed,  rock- 
ing himself  from  side  to  side,  with  a  countenance  more 
like  that  of  a  snared  beast  than  the  face  of  a  man.  His 
mind  was  evidently  wandering  to  his  old  life,  for  he 
continued  to  mutter,  without  appearing  conscious  of 
their  presence  otherwise  than  as  a  part  of  his  vision. 

"Good  boy,  Charley — well  done — "  he  mumbled; 
"  Oliver  too,  ha !  ha !  ha  !  Oliver  too — quite  the  gentle- 
man now — quite  the — take  that  boy  away  to  bed !  " 

The  jailer  took  the  disengaged  hand  of  Oliver ;  and, 
whispering  him  not  to  be  alarmed,  looked  on  without 
speaking. 

"  Take  him  away  to  bed !  "  cried  the  Jew.  "  Do  you 
hear  me,  some  of  you '?  He  has  been  the — the — somehow 
the  cause  of  all  this.  It's  worth  the  money  to  bring  him 
up  to  it — Bolter's  throat,  Bill;  never  mind  the  girl — 
Bolter's  throat  as  deep  as  you  can  cut.    Saw  his  head  off  !  " 

"  Fagin,"  said  the  jailer. 

"That's  me!"  cried  the  Jew,  falling,  instantly,  into 
the  attitude  of  listening  he  had  assumed  upon  his  trial. 
"An  old  man,  my  Lord  ;  a  very  old,  old  man!" 

"Here,"  said  the  turnkey,  laying  his  hand  upon  his 
breast  to  keep  him  down.  "  Here's  somebody  wants  to 
see  you,  to  ask  you  some  questions,  I  suppose.  Fagin, 
Fagin!     Are  you  a  man?" 

"  I  shan't  be  one  long,"  replied  the  Jew,  looking  up 
with  a  face  retaining  no  human  expression  but  rage  and 
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terror.    "  Strike  them  all  dead !     What  right  have  they 
to  butcher  me  ?  " 

As  he  spoke,  he  caught  sight  of  Oliver  and  Mr.  Brown- 
low.  Shrinking  to  the  furthest  corner  of  the  seat,  he 
demanded  to  know  what  they  wanted  there. 

"Steady,"  said  the  turnkey,  still  holding  him  down. 
"  Now,  Sir,  tell  him  what  you  want— quick,  if  you  please, 
for  he  grows  worse  as  the  time  gets  on." 

"  You  have  some  papers,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow  advanc- 
ing, "which  were  placed  in  your  hands,  for  better 
security,  by  a  man  called  Monks." 

"  It's  all  a  lie  together,"  replied  the  Jew.  "  I  haven't 
one — not  one." 

"  For  the  love  of  God,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow  solemnly, 
"  do  not  say  that  now,  upon  the  very  verge  of  death ; 
but  tell  me  where  they  are.  You  know  that  Sikes  is 
dead ;  that  Monks  has  confessed ;  that  there  is  no  hope 
of  any  further  gain.     Where  are  those  papers  ?  " 

"  Oliver,"  cried  the  Jew,  beckoning  to  him.  "  Here, 
here  !     Let  me  whisper  to  you." 

"  I  am  not  afraid,"  said  Oliver  in  a  low  voice,  as  he 
relinquished  Mr.  Brownlow's  hand. 

"  The  papers,"  said  the  Jew,  drawing  him  towards  him, 
"are  in  a  canvas  bag,  in  a  hole  a  little  way  up  the 
chimney  in  the  top  front-room.  I  want  to  talk  to  you, 
my  dear.  I  want  to  talk  to  you,  my  dear.  I  want  to 
talk  to  you." 

"Yes,  yes,"  returned  Oliver.  "Let  me  say  a  prayer. 
Do !  Let  me  say  one  prayer.  Say  only  one,  upon  your 
knees,  with  me,  and  we  will  talk  till  morning." 

"  Outside,  outside,"  replied  the  Jew,  pushing  the  boy 
before  him  towards  the  door,  and  looking  vacantly  over 
his  head.  "  Say  I've  gone  to  sleep — they'll  believe  you. 
You  can  get  me  out,  if  you  take  me  so.  Now  then,  now 
then!" 

"  Oh  !  God  forgive  this  wretched  man  ! "  cried  the  boy 
with  a  burst  of  tears. 

"  That's  right,  that's  right,"  said  the  Jew.  "  That'll 
help  us  on.  This  door  first.  If  I  shake  and  tremble,  as 
we  pass  the  gallows,  don't  you  mind,  but  hurry  on.  Now, 
now,  now ! " 

"  Have  you  nothing  else  to  ask  him,  Sir  ?  "  inquired  the 
turnkey. 
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"No  other  question,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow.  "  Tf  I 
hoped  we  could  recall  him  to  a  sense  of  his  position — " 

"  Nothing  will  do  thai,  Sir,"  replied  the  man,  shaking 
his  head.     i>  You  had  better  leave  him." 

The  door  of  the  cell  opened,  and  the  attendants  re- 
turned. 

"  Press  on,  press  on,"  cried  the  Jew.  "  Softly,  hut  not 
BO  slow.     Paster,  faster!  " 

The  men  laid  hands  upon  him,  and  disengaging  Oliver 
from  his  grasp,  held  him  hack,  lie  struggled  With  the 
power  of  desperation,  for  an  instant;  and,  then  sent  up 
cry  upon  cry  that  penetrated  even  those  massive  walls, 
and  rang  in  their  ears  until  they  reached  the  open  yard. 

It  was  some  time  before  they  left  the  prison.  Oliver 
nearly  swooned  after  this  frightful  scene,  and  was  so 
weak  that  for  an  hour  or  more,  he  had  not  the  strength 
to  walk. 

Day  was  dawning  when  they  again  emerged.  A  great 
multitude  had  already  assemhled ;  the  windows  were 
rilled  with  people,  smoking  and  playing  cards  to  beguile 
the  time ;  the  crowd  were  pushing,  quarrelling,  and  joking. 
Everything  told  of  life  and  animation,  hut  one  dark  cluster 
of  ohjects  in  the  very  centre  of  all — the  black  stage,  the 
cross-beam,  the  rope,  and  all  the  hideous  apparatus  of 
death. 


CHAPTER  LIII. 


AND    LAST. 


The  fortunes  of  those  who  have  figured  in  this  tale  are 
nearly  closed.  The  little  that  remains  to  their  historian 
to  relate,  is  told  in  few  and  simple  words. 

Before  three  months  had  passed,  Rose  Fleming  and 
Harry  Maylie  were  married  in  the  village  church  which 
wras  henceforth  to  be  the  scene  of  the  young  clergyman's 
labors ;  on  the  same  day  they  entered  into  possession  of 
their  new  and  happy  home. 

Mrs.  Maylie  took  Up  her  abode  with  her  son  and 
daughter-in-law,  to  enjoy,  during  the  tranquil  remainder 
of  her  days,  the  greatest  felicity  that  a^e  and  worth  can 
know — the  contemplation  of  the  happiness  of  those  on 
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whom  the  warmest  affections  and  tenderest  cares  of  a 
well-spent  life,  have  heen  unceasingly  bestowed. 

It  appeared,  on  full  and  careful  investigation,  that  if 
the  wreck  of  property  remaining  in  the  custody  of  Monks 
(which  had  never  prospered  either  in  his  hands  or  in 
those  of  his  mother)  were  equally  divided  between  him- 
self and  Oliver,  it  would  yield,  to  each,  little  more  than 
three  thousand  pounds.  By  the  provisions  of  his  father's 
will,  Oliver  would  have  been  entitled  to  the  whole ;  but 
Mr.  Brownlow,  unwilling  to  deprive  the  elder  son  of  the 
opportunity  of  retrieving  his  former  vices  and  pursuing 
an  honest  career,  proposed  this  mode  of  distribution,  to 
which  his  young  charge  joyfully  acceded. 

Monks,  still  bearing  that  assumed  name,  retired  with 
his  portion  to  a  distant  part  of  the  New  World :  where, 
having  quickly  squandered  it,  he  once  more  fell  into  his 
old  courses,  and,  after  undergoing  a  long  confinement  for 
some  fresh  act  of  fraud  and  knavery,  at  length  sank  un- 
der an  attack  of  his  old  disorder,  and  died  in  prison.  As 
far  from  home,  died  the  chief  remaining  members  of  his 
friend  Fagin's  gang. 

Mr.  Brownlow  adopted  Oliver  as  his  own  son.  Re- 
moving with  him  and  the  old  housekeeper  to  within  a 
mile  of  the  parsonage-house,  where  his  dear  friends  re- 
sided, he  gratified  the  only  remaining  wish  of  Oliver's 
warm  and  earnest  heart,  and  thus  linked  together  a  little 
society,  whose  condition  approached  as  nearly  to  one  of 
perfect  happiness  as  can  ever  be  known  in  this  changing 
world. 

Soon  after  the  marriage  of  the  young  people,  the  worthy 
doctor  returned  to  Chertsey,  where,  bereft  of  the  pres- 
ence of  his  old  friends,  he  would  have  been  discontented 
if  his  temperament  had  admitted  of  such  a  feeling ;  and 
would  have  turned  quite  peevish  if  he  had  known  how. 
For  two  or  three  months,  he  contented  himself  with  hint- 
ing that  he  feared  the  air  began  to  disagree  with  him  ; 
then,  finding  that  the  place  really  was,  to  him,  no  longer 
what  it  had  been  before,  he  settled  his  business  on  his 
assistant,  took  a  bachelor's  cottage  just  outside  the  vil- 
lage of  which  his  young  friend  was  pastor,  and  instan- 
taneously recovered.  Here,  he  took  to  gardening,  plant- 
ing, fishing,  carpentering,  and  various  other  pursuits  of 
a  similar  kind :  all  undertaken  with  his  characteristic 
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impetuosity;  and  in  cadi  and  all,  he  lias  since  become 
famous  throughout  the  neighborhood,  as  a  most  profound 
authority. 

Before  his  removal,  he  had  managed  to  contract  a  strong 
friendship  for  Mr.  Grimwig,  which  that  eccentric  gentle- 
man cordially  reciprocated.  He  is  accordingly  visited  by 
him  a  great  many  times  in  the  course  of  the  year.  On 
all  such  occasions,  Mr.  Grimwig  plants, fishes,  and  carpen- 
ters, with  great  ardor  ;  doing  everything  in  a  very  singu- 
lar and  unprecedented  manner,  but  always  maintaining, 
with  his  favorite  asseveration,  that  his  mode  is  the  right 
one.  On  Sundays,  he  never  fails  to  criticise  the  sermon 
to  the  young  clergyman's  face:  always  informing  Mr. 
Losberne,  in  strict  confidence  afterwards,  that  he  con- 
siders it  an  excellent  performance,  but  deems  it  as  well 
not  to  say  so.  It  is  a  standing  and  very  favorite  joke  for 
Mr.  Brownlow  to  rally  him  on  his  old  prophecy  concern- 
ing Oliver,  and  to  remind  him  of  the  night  on  which  they 
sat,  with  the  watch  between  them,  waiting  his  return  : 
but  Mr.  Grimwig  contends  that  he  was  right  in  the  main, 
and,  in  proof  thereof,  remarks  that  Oliver  did  not  come 
back,  after  all :  which  always  calls  forth  a  laugh  on  his 
side,  and  increases  his  good  humor. 

Mr.  Noah  Claypole:  receiving  a  free  pardon  from  the 
CrowTn  in  consequence  of  being  admitted  approver  against 
the  Jew :  and  considering  his  profession  not  altogether 
as  safe  a  one  as  he  could  wish :  was,  for  some  little  time, 
at  a  loss  for  the  means  of  a  livelihood,  not  burthened 
with  too  much  work.  After  some  consideration,  he  went 
into  business  as  an  Informer,  in  which  calling  he  realizes 
a  genteel  subsistence.  His  plan  is,  to  walk  out  once  a 
week  during  church  time,  attended  by  Charlotte  in  re- 
spectable attire.  The  lady  faints  away  at  the  doors  of 
charitable  publicans,  and  the  gentleman  being  accom- 
modated with  threepennyworth  of  brandy  to  restore  her, 
lays  an  information  next  day,  and  pockets  half  the 
penalty.  Sometimes  Mr.  Claypole  faints  himself,  but  the 
result  is  the  same. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bumble,  deprived  of  their  situations, 
were  gradually  reduced  to  great  indigence  and  misery, 
and  finally  became  paupers  in  that  very  same  workhouse 
in  which  they  had  once  lorded  it  over  others.  Mr. 
Bumble  has  been  heard  to  say,  that  in  this  reverse  and 
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degradation,  he  has  not  even  spirits  to  be  thankful  for 
being"  separated  from  his  wife. 

As  to  Mr.  Giles  and  Brittles,  they  still  remain  in  their 
old  posts,  although  the  former  is  bald,  and  the  last-named 
boy  quite  gray.  They  sleep  at  the  parsonage,  but  divide 
their  attentions  so  equally  among  its  inmates,  and  Oliver, 
and  Mr.  Brownlow,  and  Mr.  Losberne,  that  to  this  day 
the  villagers  have  never  been  able  to  discover  to  which 
establishment  they  properly  belong. 

Master  Charles  Bates,  appalled  by  Sike's  crime,  fell  into 
a  train  of  reflection  whether  an  honest  life  was  not,  after 
all,  the  best.  Arriving  at  the  conclusion  that  it  certainly 
was,  he  turned  his  back  upon  the  scenes  of  the  past,  re- 
solved to  amend  it  in  some  new  sphere  of  action.  He 
struggled  hard,  and  suffered  much,  for  some  time ;  but 
having  a  contented  disposition,  and  a  good  purpose,  suc- 
ceeded in  the  end ;  and,  from  being  a  farmer's  drudge, 
and  a  carrier's  lad,  is  now  the  merriest  young  grazier  in 
all  Northamptonshire. 

And  now,  the  hand  that  traces  these  words,  falters,  as 
it  approaches  the  conclusion  of  its  task :  and  would 
weave,  for  a  little  longer  space,  the  thread  of  these  ad- 
ventures. 

I  would  fain  linger  yet  with  a  few  of  those  among  whom 
I  have  so  long  moved,  and  share  their  happiness  by  en- 
deavoring to  depict  it.  I  would  show  Rose  Maylie 
in  all  the  bloom  and  grace  of  early  womanhood,  shed 
ding  on  her  secluded  path  in  life  such  soft  and  gentle 
light,  as  fell  on  all  who  trod  it  with  her,  and  shone  into 
their  hearts.  I  would  paint  her  the  life  and  joy  of  the 
fireside  circle  and  the  lively  summer  group;  I  would 
follow  her  through  the  sultry  fields  at  noon,  and  hear  the 
low  tones  of  her  sweet  voice  in  the  moonlit  evening  walk  ; 
I  would  watch  her  in  all  her  goodness  and  charity 
abroad,  and  the  smiling  untiring  discharge  of  domestic 
duties  at  home ;  I  would  paint  her  and  her  dead  sister's 
child  happy  in  their  mutual  love,  and  passing  whole 
hours  together  in  picturing  the  friends  whom  they  had 
so  sadly  lost ;  I  would  summon  before  me,  once  again, 
those  joyous  little  faces  that  cluster  round  her  knee,  and 
listen  to  their  merry  prattle ;  I  would  recall  the  tones  of 
that  clear  laugh,  and  conjure  up  the  sympathizing  tear 
that  glistened  in  the  soft  blue  eye.    These,  and  a  thou- 
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sand  looks  and  smiles,  and  turns  of  thought  and  speech 
—  I  would  fain  recall  them  every  one. 

How  Mr.  Brownlow  went  on,  from  day  to  day,  filling 
the  mind  of  Ins  adopted  child  with  stores  of  knowledge, 
and  becoming  attached  to  him,  more  and  more,  as  his 
nature  developed  itself,  and  showed  the  thriving  seeds  of 
all  he  wished  him  to  become — how  he  traced  in  him  new 
traits  of  his  early  friend,  that  awakened  in  his  own  bosom 
old  remembrances,  melancholy  and  yet  sweet  and  sooth- 
ing— how  the  two  orphans,  tried  by  adversity,  remem- 
bered its  lessons  in  mercy  to  others,  and  mutual  love, 
and  fervent  thanks  to  Ilim  who  had  protected  and  pre- 
served them — these  are  all  matters  which  need  not  to  be 
told.  I  have  said  that  they  were  truly  happy;  and  with- 
out strong  affection  and  humanity  of  heart,  and  grati- 
tude to  that  Being  whose  code  is  Mercy,  and  whose  great 
attribute  is  Benevolence  to  all  things  that  breathe,  true 
happiness  can  never  be  attained. 

Within  the  altar  of  the  old  village  church  there  stands 
a  white  marble  tablet,  which  bears  as  yet  but  one  word  : 
"  Agnes."  There  is  no  coffin  in  that  tomb  ;  and  may  it  be 
many,  many  years,  before  another  name  is  placed  above  it ! 
But,  if  the  spirits  of  the  Dead  ever  come  back  to  earth,  to 
visit  spots  hallowed  by  the  love — the  love  beyond  the 
grave — of  those  whom  they  knew  in  life,  I  believe  that 
the  shade  of  Agnes  sometimes  hovers  round  that  solemn 
nook.  I  believe  it  none  the  less  because  that  nook  is  in 
a  church,  and  she  wTas  weak  and  erring. 
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AMERICAN  NOTES. 

The  American  Notes  for  General  Circulation,  which  were 
the  outcome  of  Charles  Dickens's  first  visit  to  America,  in 
1842,  were  written  for  the  most  part  at  Broadstairs,  and 
were  published  by  Messrs.  Chapman  and  Hall,  in  two  vol- 
umes post  octavo,  on  the  18th  of  October,  1842. 

The  book  was  dedicated  "  To  those  friends  of  mine  in 
America  who,  giving  me  a  welcome  I  must  ever  proudly 
remember,  left  my  judgment  free,  and  who,  loving  their 
country,  can  hear  the  truth  when  it  is  told  good-humor- 
edly  and  in  a  kind  spirit." 

There  was  no  preface,  and  an  introductory  chapter 
which  Charles  Dickens  had  written,  with  the  heading 
"  Introductory  and  Necessary  to  be  Read,"  and  which  he 
was  very  anxious  to  publish,  was  suppressed,  on  the  ad- 
vice of  Mr.  Forster,  for  no  very  good  reason  that  is  ap- 
parent now.  Mr.  Forster  eventually  published  this  chapter 
in  his  Life,  remarking,  "There  is  no  danger  at  present, 
as  there  would  have  been  when  it  was  written,  that  its 
proper  self-assertion  should  be  mistaken  for  an  apprehen- 
sion of  hostile  judgments  which  he  was  anxious  to  dep- 
recate or  avoid ; "  but  it  certainly  seems  to  me  that  Charles 
Dickens  was  wise  in  desiring  to  explain  to  the  public 
both  what  his  little  book  was,  and,  more  especially,  what 
it  was  not. 

"This  book  is  simply  what  it  pretends  to  be,  he  wrote 
in  the  suppressed  chapter,  " — a  record  of  the  impresions  I 
received  from  day  to  day,  during  my  hasty  travels  in 
America,  and  sometimes  (but  not  always)  of  the  conclu- 
sions to  which  they,  and  after- reflect  ion  on  them  have  led 
me;  a  description  of  the  country  I  passed  through;  of 
the  institutions  I  visited ;  of  the  kind  of  people  among 
whom  I  journeyed ;  and  of  the  manners  and  customs  that 
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came  within  my  observation.  Very  many  works  having 
just  the  same  scope  and  range,  luive  been  already  pub- 
lished, but  I  think  that  these  two  volumes  stand  in  need 
of  no  apology  on  that  account.  The  interest  of  such  pro- 
ductions, if  iliey  have  any,  lies  in  the  varying  impressions 
made  by  the  same  novel  things  on  different  minds;  and 
not  in  new  discoveries  or  extraordinary  adventures." 

A  -Mud  deal  of  the  somewhat  sharp  criticism  which  the 
book  met  with  in  some  quarters  in  this  country  would 
have  been  disarmed  by  such  a  simple  explanation  of  so 
Unpretentious  a  programme  as  this.  Lord  Macaulay,  for 
instance,  would  probably  have;  thought  twice  before  he 
laid  down  the  law — in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Macvey  Napier,  the 
editor  of  the  Ediiiburgh  Review — in  such  sledge-hammer 
fashion  as  this:  "I  pronounce  the  book,  in  spite  of  some 
claims  to  genius,  at  once  frivolous  and  dull.  Therefore  I 
Mill  not  praise  it."  Lord  Jeffrey,  on  the  other  hand,  who 
knew  better  than  Macaulay  what  aim  Charles  Dickens 
had  had  in  view,  delivered  quite  another  judgment  in  a 
letter  to  Dickens  which  said,  "I  think  that  you  have  per- 
fectly accomplished  all  that  you  profess  or  undertake  to 
do,  and  that  the  world  has  never  yet  seen  a  more  faithful, 
graphic,  amusing,  kind-hearted  narrative." 

It  is  not  uninstructive  to  take  note  of  the  conclusion  of 
Lord  Macaulay's  letter.  "  Neither  will  I  attack  it,"  he 
said ;  "  first,  because  I  have  eaten  salt  with  Dickens ; 
secondly,  because  he  is  a  good  man,  and  a  man  of  real 
talent;  thirdly,  because  he  hates  slavery  as  heartily  as  I 
do;  and  fourthly,  because  I  wish  to  see  him  enrolled  in  our 
blue-and-yellow  corps,  where  he  may  do  excellent  service 
as  a  skirmisher  and  sharpshooter." 

Mr.  Forster  cays  in  his  JJife  that  publishers  are  "bitter 
bad  judges  of  an  author,"  but  the  remark  is  at  least  as 
true  of  literary  men  as  judges  of  their  fellows.  It  is  re- 
markable that  Lord  Macaulay,  in  1842,  could  only  see  in 
Charles  Dickens  stuff  enough  for  a  "skirmisher  and 
sharpshooter  "  in  the  Edinburgh  Review.  But  then  it  must 
be  remembered  that  the  Edinburgh  Reviewers  always 
had  "a  good  conceit  of  themselves,"  and  of  the  position 
of  the  Review  in  the  world  of  letters. 

That  nothing  that  could  possibly  have  been  said  would 
have  mollified  or  modified  American  criticism  at  that  time 
may  be  taken  for  granted.     There  was  one  thing  which 
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Americans  of  all  classes  refused  to  forgive  in  Charles 
Dickens.  He  was  an  Abolitionist,  and  spoke  bis  mind  with 
courage  and  persistence  against  the  wickedness  of  the  slav- 
ery system,  while  practically  all  America  was  on  the  other 
side.  That  some  of  the  general  satire  both  of  the  Notes 
and  of  Martin  Cliuzzleicit  hit  Bard,  and  excited  a  great 
deal  of  ill-feeling,  and  that  the  wounds  which  it  inflicted 
on  the  self-love  of  a  people  always  very  sensitive  to  foreign 
criticism  took  a  long  time  to  heal,  is  certainly  true.  But 
that  Charles  Dickens's  emphatic  denunciations  of  slavery 
were  the  real  cause  of  the  intense  anger  which  the  Amer- 
ican Notes  excited — both  in  the  slave-holding  South  and 
in  the  North  which  saw,  or  thought  it  saw,  its  advantage 
in  the  continuance  of  a  system  by  which  it  profited — is 
equally  beyond  doubt.  The  absolute  proof  of  this  state- 
ment is  ready  to  hand.  For  twenty  years  or  so  the  feel- 
ing endured  with  no  abatement  of  intensity,  and  then 
came  the  War  of  Secession  and  swept  the  whole  thing 
away.  Five  years  later  when  Charles  Dickens  revisited 
the  United  States,  little  or  nothing  was  said  about  the 
American  Notes  or  Martin  Chuzzlewit.  The  editor  of  a 
New  York  daily  paper,  mindful,  no  doubt,  of  the  "  New 
York  Rowdy  Journal,"  published  the  American  Notes  as 
a  supplement,  with  the  amiable  intention  of  stirring  up 
some  hostile  feeling  against  their  author.  The  attempt 
was  a  complete  failure ;  and  Charles  Dickens's  reception 
"was  of  the  heartiest  and  most  friendly  character.  Twenty 
years  later  still,  when  I  travelled  in  almost  every  part  of 
the  United  States,  my  experience  was  that  all  the  anger 
and  all  the  ill-feeling  that  were  aroused  by  the  two  books 
now  stand  a  long  way  behind  that  great  dividing-line  in 
the  life  of  the  American  nation  which  is  implied  in  the 
constantly-used  expression  "before  the  war"  and  that 
modern  Americans,  as  a  rule,  look  upon  the  whole  trouble 
as  a  matter  of  ancient  history  with  which  they  have  little 
or  no  concern. 

The  book  became  extremely  popular  at  home,  and  four 
large  editions  were  sold  during  its  first  year.  I  have  not 
b°,en  able  to  find  any  record  of  the  arrangement  under 
which  it  was  published,  or  of  its  results  from  a  business 
point  of  view. 

In  the  first  cheap  edition  the  American  Notes  were  the 
seventh  in  order,  and  were  published  in  a  volume  of  one 


xrv  l.\Ti:<>l)UCTION. 

hundred  and  seventy-five  pages,  in  cloth,  half-a-crown, 
with  a  preface  which  ran  as  follows: — 

Tt  is  nearly  eight  years  since  this  book  was  first 
published.  I  present  it,  unaltered,  in  the  Cheap  Edition  ; 
and  such  of  my  opinions  as  it  expresses,  are  quite  unaltered 
too. 

My  readers  have  opportunities  of  judging  for  themselves 
whether  the  influences  and  tendencies  which  I  distrust 
in  America,  have  any  existence  but  in  my  imagination. 
They  can  examine  for  themselves  whether  there  has  been 
anything  in  the  public  career  of  that  country  during  the 
past  eight  years,  or  whether  there  is  anything  in  its 
present  condition,  at  home  or  abroad,  which  suggests  that 
those  influences  and  tendencies  really  do  exist.  As  they 
find  the  fact,  they  will  judge  me.  If  they  discern  any 
evidences  of  wrong-doing,  in  any  direction  that  I  have 
indicated,  they  will  acknowledge  that  I  have  reason  in 
what  I  wrote.  If  they  discern  no  such  thing,  they  will 
consider  me  altogether  mistaken. 

Prejudiced,  I  have  never  been,  otherwise  than  in  favor 
of  the  United  States.  No  visitor  can  ever  have  set  foot 
on  those  shores,  with  a  stronger  faith  in  the  Republic 
than  I  had,  when  I  landed  in  America. 

I  purposely  abstain  from  extending  these  observations 
to  any  length.  I  have  nothing  to  defend,  or  to  explain 
away.  The  truth  is  the  truth ;  and  neither  childish 
absurdities,  nor  unscrupulous  contradictions,  can  make  it 
otherwise.  The  earth  would  still  move  round  the  sun, 
though  the  whole  Catholic  Church  said  No. 

1  have  many  friends  in  America,  and  feel  a  grateful  in- 
terest in  the  country.  To  represent  me  as  viewing  it 
with  ill-nature,  animosity,  or  partisanship,  is  merely  to 
do  a  very  foolish  thing,  which  is  always  a  very  easy  one; 
and  which  I  have  disregarded  for  eight  years,  and  could 
disregard  for  eighty  more. 
London, 

22dJune,  1850. 

There  was  also  a  frontispiece  by  Clarkson  Stanfield, 
R.  A.,  of  which  a  facsimile  is  given  here  on  page  xviii. 

The  original  manuscript  of  the  American  Notes  is  at 
South  Kensington, 
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A  sort  of  answer  to  the  American  Notes  was  attempted 
in  a  book  which  bore  the  title  "  Change  for  the  American 
Notes ;  or  Letters  from  London  to  New  York.  By  an 
American  Lady,"  and  was  published  in  London  by  Wiley 
and  Putnam,  in  1843.  In  the  preface  to  this  book  the 
author— according  to  Mr.  George  Augustus  Sala  a  York- 
shire gentleman  named  Henry  Wood,  who  afterwards  be- 
came sub-editor  of  Douglas  Jerrold's  weekly  newspaper — 
expressed  a  hope  "that  the  following  familiar  letters  will 
show  how  several  writers  on  the  United  States  have 
erred  ;  and  that  they  will,  moreover,  be  found  to  present 
a  fair,  just,  and  unexaggerated  character  of  the  English 
as  they  are.  That  the  work  will  produce  any  effect  upon 
the  English  themselves,  the  authoress  has  not  for  a 
moment  contemplated,  for  when  it  is  told  of  themselves, 
they  are  a  people  singularly  unmoved  by  the  truth." 

A  little  book  of  eighty  pages,  with  four  woodcuts,  with 
the  title  Current  American  Notes  by  Buz,  seems  to  have 
been  the  only  effort  of  the  plagiarists. 

The  Quarterly  Review  in  a  notice  of  the  book  describes 
it  as  being  "not  reply  but  retaliation,"  and  adds  :  "  It  is 
indeed  very  remarkable,  that  in  a  work  undertaken  pro- 
fessedly in  resentment  of  Mr.  Dickens's  publication  there 
should  not  be,  as  we  believe,  one  single  instance  in  which 
the  perfect  veracity  of  his  statements  is  so  much  as 
questioned." 

The  representatives  of  the  Press  of  the  United  States 
entertained  Charles  Dickens  at  a  Public  Dinner,  in  the 
City  of  New  York,  on  Saturday,  the  18th  of  April,  1868, 
and  in  the  course  of  his  speech  he  said : — 

So  much  of  my  voice  has  lately  been  heard  in  the  land, 
that  I  might  have  been  contented  with  troubling  you  no 
further  from  my  present  standing-point,  were  it  not  a 
duty  with  which  I  henceforth  charge  myself,  not  only 
here  but  on  every  suitable  occasion,  whatsoever  and 
wheresoever,  to  express  my  high  and  grateful  sense  of 
my  second  reception  in  America,  and  to  bear  my  honest 
testimony  to  the  national  generosity  and  magnanimity. 
Also,  to  declare  how  astounded  I  have  been  by  the 
amazing  changes  I  have  seen  around  me  on  every  side, — 
changes  moral,  changes  physical,  changes  in  the  amount 
of  land  subdued  and  peopled,  changes  in  the  rise  of  vast 
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new  cities,  changes  in  the  growth  of  older  cities  almost 
oul  tif  recognit  ion,  changes  in  the  graces  and  amenities  <>f 
life,  changes  in  the  Press,  without  whose  advancement 
no  advancement  can  take  place  anywhere.  Nor  am  I, 
believe  me,  so  arrogant  as  to  suppose  that  in  five  and 
twenty  years  there  liave  been  no  changes  in  me,  and  that 
I  had  nothing  to  learn  and  no  extreme  impressions  to 
correct  when  I  was  here  first.  And  this  brings  me  to  a 
point  on  which  I  have,  ever  since  I  landed  in  the  United 
States  last  November,  observed  a  strict  silence,  though 
sometimes  tempted  to  break  it,  but  in  reference  to  which 
I  will,  with  your  good  leave, take  you  into  my  confidence 
now.  Even  the  Tress,  being  human,  may  he  sometimes 
mistaken  or  misinformed,  and  I  rather  think  that  I  have 
in  one  or  two  rare  instances  observed  its  information  to 
be  not  strictly  accurate  with  reference  to  myself.  Indeed, 
I  have,  now  and  again,  been  more  surprised  by  printed 
news  that  I  have  read  of  myself,  than  by  any  printed 
news  that  I  have1  ever  read  in  my  present  state  of  exist- 
ence. Thus,  the  vigor  and  perseverance  with  which  I 
have  for  some  months  past  been  collecting  materials  for, 
and  hammering  away  at,  a  new  book  on  America  has 
much  astonished  me;  seeing  that  all  that  tirnemy  decla- 
ration has  been  perfectly  well  known  to  my  publishers  on 
both  sides  of  the  Atlantic,  that  no  consideration  on  earth 
would  induce  me  to  write  one.  But  what  I  have  intended, 
what  I  have  resolved  upon  (and  this  is  the  confidence  I 
seek  to  place  in  you)  is,  on  my  return  to  England,  in  my 
own  person,  in  my  own  Journal,  to  bear,  for  the  behoof 
of  my  countrymen,  such  testimony  to  the  gigantic  changes 
in  this  country  as  I  have  hinted  at  to-night.  Also,  to 
record  that  wherever  I  have  been,  in  the  smallest  places 
equally  with  the  largest,  I  have  been  received  with  un- 
surpassable politeness,  delicacy,  sweet  temper,  hospitality, 
consideration,  and  with  unsurpassable  respect  for  the 
privacy  daily  enforced  upon  me  by  the  nature  of  my 
avocation  here  and  the  state  of  ray  health.  This  testimony, 
so  long  as  I  live,  and  so  long  as  my  descendants  have  any 
legal  right  in  my  books,  I  shall  cause  to  be  republished, 
as  an  appendix  to  every  copy  of  those  two  books  of  mine 
in  which  I  have  referred  to  America.  And  this  I  will  do 
and  cause  to  be  done,  not  in  mere  love  and  thankfulness. 
but  because  I  regard  it  as  an  act  of  plain  justice  and  honor, 
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On  his  return  to  England  Charles  Dickens  added  this 
extract  from  the  newspaper  report  of  his  speech,  in  tin; 
form  of  a  postscript,  to  both  Martin  Chttzzlewit  and  the 
A)it<  rican  Notes,  expressing  at  the  same  time  a  hope  that 
so  long  as  the  books  should  last  the  postscript  should 
form  part  of  them,  and  be  "fairly  read  as  inseparable 
from  my  experiences  and  impressions  of  America." 

In  accordance  with  this  earnestly  expressed  desire  the 
extract  is  necessarily  reprinted  here. 
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Of  this  book  there  is  really  nothing  to  record  beyond  the 
fact  that  it  was  originally  published  as  a  series  of  letters 
to  the  Daily  News,  under  the  title  "Travelling  Letters 
written  on  the  Road,"  the  first  letter  appearing  in  the 
first  number  of  the  paper  on  the  1st  of  January,  1840,  and 
the  last  in  March  of  the  same  year.  The  letters  were 
afterwards  collected  and  published  for  the  author  by 
Messrs.  Bradbury  and  Evans  in  one  volume  foolscap 
octavo  of  two  hundred  and  seventy  pages,  with  vignette 
illustrations  on  wood  by  Samuel  Palmer.  The  price 
was  six  shillings,  in  cloth.  There  was  no  dedication  or 
preface. 

The  first  cheap  edition  appeared  in  1865,  when  the 
Pictures  from  Italy  and  Hard  Tunes  were  bound  together. 
In  subsequent  editions  the  Pictures  were  bound  up,  now 
with  Hard  Times,  now  with  the  American  Notes. 

CHARLES  DICKENS 

THE   YOUNGER. 
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CHAPTER  THE  FIRST. 

GOING    AWAY. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  one-fourth  serious  and  three- 
fourths  comical  astonishment,  with  which,  on  the  morn- 
ing of  the  third  of  January,  eighteen-hundred-and- forty- 
two,  I  opened  the  door  of,  and  put  my  head  into,  a  "  state- 
room "  on  board  the  Britannia  steam-packet,  twelve  hun- 
dred tons  burthen  per  register,  bound  for  Halifax  and 
Boston,  and  carrying  Her  Majesty's  mails. 

That  this  state-room  had  been  specially  engaged  for 
"  Charles  Dickens,  Esquire,  and  Lady,"  was  rendered  suffi- 
ciently clear  even  to  my  scared  intellect  by  a  very  small 
manuscript,  announcing  the  fact,  which  was  pinned  on  a 
very  flat  quilt,  covering  a  very  thin  mattress,  spread  like 
a  surgical  plaster  on  a  most  inaccessible  shelf.  But  that 
this  was  the  state-room  concerning  which  Charles  Dickens, 
Esquire,  and  Lady,  had  held  daily  and  nightly  conferences 
for  at  least  four  months  preceding :  that  this  could  by 
any  possibility  be  that  small  snug  chamber  of  the  imagina- 
tion, which  Charles  Dickens,  Esquire,  with  the  spirit  oi 
prophecy  strong  upon  him,  had  always  foretold  would  con- 
tain at  least  one  little  sofa,  and  which  his  lady,  with  a 
modest  yet  most  magnificent  sense  of  its  limited  dimen- 
sions, had  from  the  first  opined  would  not  hold  more  than 
two  enormous  portmanteaus  in  some  odd  corner  out  of 
sight  (portmanteaus  which  could  no  more  be  got  in 
at  the  door,  not  to  say  stowed  away,  than  a  giraffe  could 
be  persuaded  or  forced  into  a  flower-pot) :  that  this 
utterly  impracticable,  thoroughly  hopeless,  and  pro- 
foundly preposterous  box,  had  the  remotest  reference  to, 
or  connection  with,  those  chaste  and  pretty,  not  to  say 
gorgeous  little  bowers,  sketched  by  a  masterly  hand,  ia 
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the  highly  varnished  lithographic  plan  hanging  up  in  the 
agent's  counting-house  in  the  city  of  London  :  that  this 
room  of  state,  in  short,  could  be  anything  l>ut  a  pleasant 
fiction  and  cheerful  jest  of  the  captain's,  invented,  and  put 
in  practice  for  the  better  relish  and  enjoyment  of  the  real 
state-room  presently  to  be  disclo$ejd  :- --these  were  truths 
which  I  really  could  not  for  the  moment,  bring  my  mind 
at  all  to  hear  upon  or  comprehend.  .And  I  sat  down  upon 
a  kind  of  horsehair  slab,  or  perch,  of  which  there  were 
two  within  ;  and  looked,  without  any  expression  of  counte- 
nance whatever,  at  some  friends  who  had  come  on  board 
with  us,  and  who  were  crushing  their  faces  into  all  manner 
of  shapes  by  endeavoring-  to  squeeze  them  through  the 
small  doorway. 

We  had  experienced  a  pretty  smart  shock  before  com- 
ing below,  which  hut  that  we  were  the  most  sanguine 
people  living,  might  have  prepared  us  for  the  worst.  The 
imaginative  artist  to  whom  I  have  already  made  allusion, 
has  depicted  in  the  same  great  work,  a  chamber  of  almost 
interminable  perspective,  furnished,  as  Mr.  Robins  would 
say,  in  a  style  of  more  than  Eastern  splendor,  and  filled 
(hut  not  inconveniently  so)  with  groups  of  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  in  the  very  highest  state  of  enjoyment  and 
vivacity.  Before  descending  into  the  bowels  of  the  ship, 
we  had  passed  from  the  deck  into  a  long  narrow  apart- 
ment, not  unlike  a  gigantic  hearse  with  windows  in  the 
sides;  having  at  the  upper  end  a  melancholy  stove,  at 
which  three  or  four  chilly  stewards  were  warming  their 
hands  ;  while  on  either  side,  extending  down  its  whole 
dreary  length,  was  a  long,  long  table,  over  each  of  which  a 
rack,  tixed  to  the  low  roof,  and  stuck  full  of  drinking-glas- 
ses  and  cruet-stands,  hinted  dismally  at  rolling  seas  and 
heavy  weather.  I  had  not  at  that  time  seen  the  ideal  pre- 
sentment of  this  chamber  which  has  since  gratified  me  so 
much,  hut  I  observed  that  one  of  our  friends  who  had 
made  the  arrangements  for  our  voyage,  turned  pale  on 
entering,  retreated  on  the  friend  behind  him,  smote  his 
forehead  involuntarily,  and  said,  below  his  breath,  "  Im- 
possible:! it  cannot  be!"  or  words  to  that  effect.  He 
recovered  himself  howrever  by  a  great  effort,  and  after  a 
preparatory  cough  or  two,  cried,  with  a  ghastly  smile 
which  is  still  before  me,  lookingat  the  same  time  round  the 
walls,  "11a!  the  breakfast- rooiiL  steward — eh?"     We  all 
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foresaw  what  the  answer  must  he  :  we  knew  the  agony  he 
suffered.  lie  had  often  spoken  of  the  saloon  ;  had  taken 
in  and  lived  upon  the  pictorial  idea;  had  usually  given 
us  to  understand,  at  home,  that  to  form  a  just  conception 
of  it,  it  would  be  necessary  to  multiply  the  size  and  fur- 
niture of  an  ordinary  drawing-room  by  seven,  and  then 
fall  short  of  the  reality.  When  the  man  in  reply  avowed 
the  truth;  the  blunt,  remorseless,  naked  truth,  "This  is 
the  saloon,  sir," — he  actually  reeled  beneath  the  blow. 

In  persons  who  were  so  soon  to  part,  and  interpose  be- 
tween their  else  daily  communication  the  formidable  bar- 
rier of  many  thousand  miles  of  stormy  space,  and  who 
were  for  that  reason  anxous  to  cast  no  other  cloud,  not 
even  the  passing  shadow  of  a  moment's  disappointment 
or  discomfiture,  upon  the  short  interval  of  happy  com- 
panionship that  yet  remained  to  them — in  persons  so  situ- 
ated, the  natural  transition  from  these  first  surprises  was 
obviously  into  peals  of  hearty  laughter;  and  I  can  report 
that  I,  for  one,  being  still  seated  upon  the  slab  or  perch 
before-mentioned,  roared  outright  until  the  vessel  rang 
again.  Thus,  in  less  than  two  minutes  after  coming  upon 
it  for  the  first  time,  we  all  by  common  consent  agreed 
that  this  state-room  was  the  pleasantest  and  most  face- 
tious and  capital  contrivance  possible ;  and  that  to  have 
had  it  one  inch  larger,  would  have  been  quite  a  disagree- 
able and  deplorable  state  of  things.  And  with  this;  and 
with  showing  how, — by  very  nearly  closing  the  door,  and 
I  wining  in  and  out  like  serpents,  and  by  counting  the  little 
washing-slab  as  standing  room, — we  could  manage  to  in- 
sinuate four  people  into  it,  all  at  onetime;  and  entreating 
iv.eh  other  to  observe  how  very  airy  it  was  (in  dock),  and 
how  there  was  a  beautiful  port-hole  which  could  be  kept 
i 'pen  all  day  (weather  permitting),  and  how  there  was 
quite  a  large  bull's-eye  just  over  "the  looking-glass  which 
would  render  shaving  a  perfectly  easy  and  delightful  pro- 
cess (when  the  ship  didn't  roll  too  much);  we  arrived,  at 
last,  at  the  unanimous  conclusion  that  it  was  rather 
spaoidus  than  otherwise;  though  I  do  verily  believe  that, 
deducting  the  two  berths,  one  above  the  other,  than  which 
nothing  smaller  for  sleeping  in  was  ever  made  except 
eoffins,  it  was  no  bigger  than  one  of  those  hackney  cabri- 
olets which  have  the  door  behind,  and  shoot  their  fares 
out,  like  sncks  of  coals,  upon  the  pavement. 
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Having  settled  this  point  to  the  perfect  satisfaction  of 
nil  parties,  concerned  and  unconcerned,  we  sat  down  round 
the  fire  in  the  ladies'  cabin — just  to  try  the  effect.  It  was 
rather  dark,  certainly ;  but  somebody  said,  "of  course,  it 
would  he  light,  at  sea,"  a  proposition  to  which  we  all  as- 
sented; echoing  "of  course,  of  course;"  though  it  would 
be  exceedingly  difficult  to  say  why  we  thought  so.  I  re- 
member, too,  when  we  had  discovered  and  exhausted 
another  topic  of  consolation  in  the  circumstance  of  this 
ladies1  cabin  adjoining  our  state-room,  and  the  conse- 
quently immense  feasibility  of  sitting  there  at  all  times  and 
seasons,  and  had  fallen  into  a  momentary  silence,  leaning 
our  faces  on  our  hands  and  looking  at  the  fire,  one  of  our 
party  said,  with  the  solemn  air  of  a  man  who  had  made  a 
discovery,  "  What  a  relish  mulled  claret  will  have  down 
here  !  "  which  appeared  to  strike  us  all  most  forcibly ;  as 
though  there  were  something  spicy  and  high-flavored 
in  cabins,  which  essentially  improved  that  composition, 
and  rendered  it  quite  incapable  of  perfection  anywhere  else. 

There  was  a  stewardess,  too,  actively  engaged  in  pro- 
ducing clean  sheets  and  tablecloths  from  the  very  en- 
trails of  the  sofas,  and  from  unexpected  lockers,  of  such 
artful  mechanism,  that  it  made  one's  head  ache  to  see 
them  opened  one  after  another,  and  rendered  it  quite  a 
distracting  circumstance  to  follow  her  proceedings,  and  to 
find  that  every  nook  and  corner  and  individual  piece  of 
furniture  was  something  else  besides  what  it  pretended 
to  be,  and  was  a  mere  trap  and  deception  and  place  of 
secret  stowage,  whose  ostensible  purpose  was  its  least 
useful  one. 

God  bless  that  stewardess  for  her  piously  fraudulent 
account  of  January  voyages  !  God  bless  her  for  her  clear 
recollection  of  the  companion  passage  of  last  year,  when 
nobody  was  ill,  and  everybody  danced  from  morning  to 
night,  and  it  was  "a  run"  of  twelve  days,  and  a  piece 
of  the  purest  frolic,  and  delight,  and  jollity  !  All  happiness 
be  with  her  for  her  bright  face  and  her  pleasant  Scotch, 
tongue,  wdiich  had  sounds  of  old  Home  in  it  for  my  fellow 
traveller ;  and  for  her  predictions  of  fair  winds  and  fine 
weather  (all  wrong,  or  I  shouldn't  be  half  so  fond  of  her) ; 
and  for  the  ten  thousand  small  fragments  of  genuine 
womanly  tact,  by  which,  without  piecing  them  elaborately 
together,  and  patching  them  up  into  shape  and  form  and 
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oase  and  pointed  application,  she  nevertheless  did  plainly 
show  that  all  young  mothers  on  one  side  of  the  Atlantic 
were  near  and  close  at  hand  to  their  little  children  left 
upon  the  other;  and  that  what  seemed  to  the  uninitiated 
a  serious  journey,  was,  to  those  who  were  in  the  secret,  a 
mere  frolic,  to  be  sung  about  and  whistled  at!  Light  be 
her  heart,  and  gay  her  merry  eyes,  for  years ! 

The  state-room  had  grown  pretty  fast;  but  by  this 
time  it  had  expanded  into  something  quite  bulky,  and 
almost  boasted  a  bay-window  to  view  the  sea  from.  So  we 
went  upon  deck  again  in  high  spirits ;  and  there,  every- 
thing was  in  such  a  state  of  bustle  and  active  preparation, 
that  the  blood  quickened  its  pace,  and  whirled  through 
one's  veins  on  that  clear  frosty  morning  with  involuntary 
mirthfulness.  For  every  gallant  ship  was  riding  slowly 
up  and  down,  and  every  little  boat  was  splashing  noisily 
in  the  water;  and  knots  of  people  stood  upon  the  wharf, 
gazing  with  a  kind  of  "dread  delight"  on  the  far-famed 
fast  American  steamer  ;  and  one  party  of  men  were  "  tak- 
ing in  the  milk,"  or,  in  other  words,  getting  the  cow  on 
board  ;  and  another  were  filling  the  icehouses  to  the  very 
throat  with  fresh  provisions ;  with  butchers'-meat  and 
garden  stuff, pale  sucking-pigs,  calves'  heads  in  scores,  beef, 
veal  and  pork,  and  poultry  out  of  all  proportion  ;  and  others 
were  coiling  ropes  and  busy  with  oakum  yarns;  and  oth- 
ers were  lowering  heavy  packages  into  the  hold ;  and  the 
purser's  head  was  barely  visible  as  it  loomed  in  a  state  of 
exquisite  perplexity  from  the  midst  of  a  vast  pile  of  pas- 
sengers' luggage;  and  there  seemed  to  be  nothing  going 
on  anywhere,  or  uppermost  in  the  mind  of  anybody,  but 
preparations  for  this  mighty  voyage.  This,  with  the 
bright  cold  sun,  the  bracing  air,  the  crisply-curling  water, 
the  thin  white  crust  of  morning  ice  upon  the  deck  which 
crackled  with  a  sharp  and  cheerful  sound  beneath  the 
lightest  tread,  was  irresistible.  And  when,  again  upon 
the  shore,  we  turned  and  saw  from  the  vessel's  mast  her 
name  signalled  in  flags  of  joyous  colors,  and  fluttering 
by  their  side  the  beautiful  American  banner  with  its  stars 
and  stripes, — the  long  three  thousand  miles  and  more,  and, 
longer  still,  the  six  whole  months  of  absence,  so  dwindled 
and  faded,  that  the  ship  had  gone  out  and  come  home 
again,  and  it  was  broad  spring  already  in  the  Coburg 
Dock  at  Liverpool. 
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T  have  not  Inquired  among  my  medical  acquaintance, 
whether  Turtle,  and  cold  Punch,  with  Hock,  Champagne, 

and  Claret,  and  all  the  slight  et  cetera  usually  included 
in  an  unlimited  orider  for  a  good  dinner — especially  when 
it  is  left  to  the  liberal  construction  of  my  faultless  friend, 
Mr.  Radley,  of  the  Adelphi  Hotel — are  peculiarly  calcu- 
lated to  suffer  a  sea-change;  or  whether  a  plain  mutton- 
chop,  and  a  glass  or  two  of  sherry*,  would  be  less  likely 
of  conversion  into  foreign  and  disconcerting  material. 
My  own  opinion  is,  that  whether  one  is  discreet  or  in- 
discreet in  these  particulars,  on  the  eve  of  a  sea-voyage, 
is  a  matter  of  little  consequence;  and  that,  to  use  a  com- 
mon phrase,  "  it  comes  to  very  much  the  same  thing  in 
the  end."  Be  this  as  it  may,  I  know  that  the  dinner  of 
that  day  was  undeniably  perfect;  that  it  comprehended 
all  these  items,  and  a  great  many  more;  and  that  we  all 
did  ample  justice  to  it.  And  I  know  too,  that,  bating  a 
certain  tacit  avoidance  of  any  allusion  to  to-morrow; 
such  as  may  be  supposed  to  prevail  between  delicate- 
minded  turnkeys,  and  a  sensitive  prisoner  who  is  to  be 
hanged  next  morning;  we  got  on  very  well,  and,  all 
things  considered,  were  merry  enough. 

When  the  morning — the  morning — came,  and  we  met 
at  breakfast,  it  was  curious  to  see  how  eager  we  all  were 
to  prevent  a  moment's  pause  in  the  conversation,  and 
how  astoundingly  gay  everybody  was  ;  the  forced  spirits 
of  each  member  of  the  little  party  having  as  much  like- 
ness to  his  natural  mirth,  as  hothouse  peas  at  five  guineas 
the  quart,  resemble  in  flavor  the  growth  of  the  dews, 
and  air,  and  rain  of  Heaven.  But  as  one  o'clock,  the 
hour  forgoing  aboard,  drew  near,  this  volubility  dwindled 
away  by  little  and  little,  despite  the  most  persevering 
efforts  to  the  contrary,  until  at  last,  the  matter  being  now 
quite  desperate,  we  threw  off  all  disguise;  openly  specu- 
lated upon  where  we  should  be  this  time  to-morrow,  this 
time  next  day,  and  so  forth  ;  and  entrusted  a  vast  number 
of  messages  to  those  who  intended  returning  to  town 
that  night,  which  were  to  be  delivered  at  home  and  else- 
where without  fail,  within  the  very  shortest  possible 
space  of  time  after  the  arrival  of  the  railway  train  at 
Euston  Square.  And  commissions  and  remembrances 
do  so  crowd  upon  one  at  such  a  time,  that  we  were  still 
busied  with  this  employment  when  we  found  ourselves 
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fused,  as  it  were,  into  a  dense  conglomeration  of  pas- 
sengers and  passengers'  friends  and  passengers'  luggage, 
all  jumbled  together  on  the  deck  of  a  small  steamboat, 
and  panting  and  snorting  off  to  the  packet,  which  had 
worked  out  of  dock  yesterday  afternoon  and  was  now 
lying  at  her  moorings  in  the  river. 

And  there  she  is !  all  eyes  are  turned  to  where  she  lies, 
dimly  discernible  through  the  gathering  fog  of  the  early 
winter  afternoon  ;  every  finger  is  pointed  in  the  same 
direction;  and  murmurs  of  interest  and  admiration — as 
"  How  beautiful  she  looks!"  "How  trim  she  is !  "—are 
heard  on  every  side.  Even  the  lazy  gentleman  with  his 
hat  on  one  side  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  who  has 
dispensed  so  much  consolation  by  inquiring  with  a  yawn 
of  another  gentleman  whether  he  is  "  going  across  " — as 
if  it  were  a  ferry — even  he  condescends  to  look  that  way, 
and  nod  his  head,  as  who  should  say,  "No  mistake  about 
that ■:"  and  not  even  the  sage  Lord  Burleigh  in  his  nod, 
included  half  so  much  as  this  lazy  gentleman  of  might 
who  has  made  the  passage  (as  everybody  on  board  has 
found  out  already  !  it's  impossible  to  say  how)  thirteen 
times  without  a  single  accident!  There  is  another  pas- 
senger very  much  wrapped-up,  who  has  been  frowned 
down  by  the  rest,  and  morally  trampled  upon  and 
crushed,  for  presuming  to  inquire  with  a  timid  interest 
how  long  it  is  since  the  poor  President  went  down.  He 
is  standing  close  to  the  lazy  gentleman,  and  says  with  a 
faint  smile  that  he  believes  She  is  a  very  strong  Ship; 
to  which  the  lazy  gentleman,  looking  first  in  his  ques- 
tioner's eye  and  then  very  hard  in  the  wind's,  answers 
unexpectedly  and  ominously,  that  She  need  be.  Upon 
this  the  lazy  gentleman  instantly  falls  very  low  in  the 
popular  estimation,  and  the  passengers,  with  looks  of 
defiance,  whisper  to  each  other  that  he  is  an  ass,  and  an 
impostor,  and  clearly  don't  know  anything  at  all  about 
it. 

But  we  are  made  fast  alongside  the  packet,  whose 
huge  red  funnel  is  smoking  bravely,  giving  rich  promise 
of  serious  intentions.  Packing-cases,  portmanteaus,  car- 
pet-bags, and  boxes,  are  already  passed  from  hand  to 
hand,  and  hauled  on  board  with  breathless  rapidity. 
The  officers,  smartly  dressed,  are  at  the  gangway  hand- 
ing the  passengers  up  the  side,  and  hurrying  the  men. 
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In  five  minutes'  time,  tin*  little  si  (Miner  is  utterly  deserted, 
and  thepackel  is  besel  and  over-run  by  its  late  freight,  who 
instantly  pervade  the  whole  ship,  and  are  to  be  met  with 
by  the  dozen  in  every  nook  and  corner:  swarming  down 
below  with  their  own  baggage,  and  stumbling  over  other 
people's;  disposing  themselves  comfortably  in  wrong 
cabins,  and  creating  a  most  horrible  confusion  by  having 
to  turnout  again  ;  madly  bent  upon  opening  locked  doors, 
and  on  forcing  a  passage  into  all  kinds  of  out-of-the-way 
places  where  there  is  no  thoroughfare;  sending  wild 
stewards,  with  elfin  hair,  to  and  fro  upon  the  breezy  decks 
on  unintelligible  errands,  impossible  of  execution:  and 
in  short,  creating  the  most  extraordinary  and  bewilder- 
ing tumult.  In  the  midst  of  all  this,  the  lazy  gentleman, 
who  seems  to  have  no  luggage  of  any  kind— not  so  much 
as  a  friend,  even— lounges  up  and  down  the  hurricane- 
deck,  coolly  puffing  a  cigar  ;  and,  as  this  unconcerned 
demeanor  again  exalts  him  in  the  opinion  of  those  who 
have  leisure  to  observe  his  proceedings,  every  time  he 
looks  up  at  the  masts,  or  down  at  the  decks,  or  over  the 
side,  they  look  there  too,  as  wondering  whether  he  sees 
anything  wrong  anywhere,  and  hoping  that,  in  case  he 
should,  he  will  have  the  goodness  to  mention  it. 

What  have  we  here?  The  captain's  boat!  and  yonder 
the  captain  himself.  Now,  by  all  our  hopes  and  wishes, 
the  very  man  he  ought  to  be!  A  well-made,  tight-built, 
dapper  little  fellow;  with  a  ruddy  face,  which  is  a  letter 
of  invitation  to  shake  him  by  both  hands  at  once:  and 
with  a  clear,  blue  honest  eye,  that  it  does  one  good  to  see 
one's  sparkling  image  in.  "  1  ling  the  bell !  "  "  Ding,  ding, 
ding!  "  the  very  bell  is  in  a  hurry.  "Now  for  the  shore 
— who's  for  the  shore?"— "  These  gentlemen,  I  am  sorry 
to  say."  They  are  away,  and  never  said  Good  b'ye.  Ah  ! 
now  they  wave  it  from  the  little  boat.  "Good  b'ye! 
Good  b'ye!  "  Three  cheers  from  them  ;  three  more  from 
us;  three  more  from  them  :  and  they  are  gone. 

To  and  fro,  to  and  fro,  to  and  fro  again  a  hundred  times  ! 
This  waiting  for  the  latest  mail-bags  is  worse  than  all. 
If  we  could  have  gone  off  in  the  midst  of  that  last  burst, 
we  should  have  started  triumphantly  :  but  to  lie  here,  two 
hours  and  more  in  the  damp  fog,  neither  staying  at  home 
nor  going  abroad,  is  letting  one  gradually  down  into  the 
very  depths  of  dulness  and  low  spirits.    A  speck  in  the 
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mist,  at  last !  That's  something.  It  is  the  boat  we  wait 
for !  That's  more  to  the  purpose.  The  captain  appears 
on  the  paddle-box  with  his  speaking  trumpet ;  the  officers 
take  their  stations ;  all  hands  are  on  the  alert ;  the  flagging 
hopes  of  the  passengers  revive ;  the  cooks  pause  in  their 
savory  work,  and  look  out  with  faces  full  of  interest. 
The  boat  comes  alongside ;  the  bags  are  dragged  in  any- 
how, and  flung  down  for  the  moment  anywhere.  Three 
cheers  more :  and  as  the  first  one  rings  upon  our  ears,  the 
vessel  throbs  like  a  strong  giant  that  has  just  received 
the  breath  of  life ;  the  two  great  wheels  turn  fiercely  round 
for  the  first  time ;  and  the  noble  ship,  with  wind  and  tide 
astern,  breaks  proudly  through  the  lashed  and  foaming 
water. 


CHAPTER  THE  SECOND. 

THE   PASSAGE    OUT. 

We  all  dined  together  that  day ;  and  a  rather  formidable 
party  we  were:  no  fewer  than  eighty-six  strong.  The 
vessel  being  pretty  deep  in  the  water,  with  all  her  coals 
on  board  and  so  many  passengers,  and  the  weather  being 
calm  and  quiet,  there  was  but  little  motion  ;  so  that  before 
the  dinner  was  half  over,  even  those  passengers  who  were 
most  distrustful  of  themselves  plucked  up  amazingly; 
and  those  who  in  the  morning  had  returned  to  the  univer- 
sal question,  "  Are  you  a  good  sailor  ? "  a  very  decided 
negative,  now  either  parried  the  inquiry  with  the  evasive 
reply,  "  Oh  !  I  suppose  I'm  no  worse  than  anybody  else  ;  " 
or,  reckless  of  all  moral  obligations,  answered  boldly, 
"  Yes : "  and  with  some  irritation  too,  as  though  they  would 
add,  "I  should  like  to  know  what  you  see  in  me,  sir, 
particularly,  to  justify  suspicion  !  " 

Notwithstanding  this  high  tone  of  courage  and  confi- 
dence, I  could  not  but  observe  that  the  very  few  remained 
long  over  their  wine ;  and  that  everybody  had  an  unusual 
love  of  the  open  air;  and  that  the  favorite  and  most 
coveted  seats  were  invariably  those  nearest  to  the  door. 
The  tea-table,  too,  was  by  no  means  as  well  attended  as 
the  dinner-table ;  and  there  was  less  whist-playing  than 
might  have  been  expected.     Still,  with  the  exception  of 
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one  lady,  who  had  retired  with  some  precipitation  at 
dinner-time,  immediately  after  being  assisted  to  the  finest 

cut  of  a  very  yellow  boiled  leg  of  mutton  with  very  green 
oapers,  there  were  no  invalids  as  yet;  and  walking  and 
smoking,  and  drinking  of  brandy-and-water  (hut  always 
in  the  open  air),  went  on  with  unabated  spirit,  until  eleven 
o'clock  or  thereabouts,  when  "  turning  in  "—no  sailor  of 
seven  hours'  experience  talks  of  going  to  bed — became 
the  order  of  the  night.  The  perpetual  tramp  of  boot-heels 
on  the  decks  gave  place  to  a  heavy  silence,  and  the  whole 
human  freight  was  stowed  away  below,  excepting  a  very 
few  stragglers,  like  myself,  who  were  probably,  like  me, 
afraid  to  go  there. 

To  one  unaccustomed  to  such  scenes,  this  is  a  very 
striking  time  on  shipboard.  Afterwards,  and  when  its 
novelty  had  long  worn  off,  it  never  ceased  to  have  a 
peculiar  interest  and  charm  for  me.  The  gloom  through 
which  the  great  black  mass  holds  its  direct  and  certain 
course;  the  rushing  water,  plainly  heard,  but  dimly  seen  ; 
the  broad,  white,  glistening  track,  that  follows  in  the 
vessel's  wake ;  the  men  on  the  look-out  forward,  who 
would  be  scarcely  visible  against  the  dark  sky,  but  for 
their  blotting  out  some  score  of  glistening  stars;  the 
helmsman  at  the  wheel,  with  the  illuminated  card  before 
him,  shining,  a  speck  of  light  amidst  the  darkness,  like 
something  sentient  and  of  Divine  intelligence;  the  mel- 
ancholy sighing  of  the  wind  through  block,  and  rope,  and 
chain;  the  gleaming  forth  of  light  from  every  crevice, 
nook,  and  tiny  piece  of  glass  about  the  decks,  as  though 
the  ship  were  filled  with  fire  in  hiding,  ready  to  burst 
through  any  outlet,  wild  with  its  resistless  power  of 
death  and  ruin.  At  first,  too,  and  even  when  the  hour, 
and  all  the  objects  it  exalts,  have  come  to  be  familiar,  it 
is  difficult,  alone  and  thoughtful,  to  hold  them  to  their 
proper  shapes  and  forms.  They  change  with  the  wander- 
ing fancy  ;  assume  the  semblance  of  things  left  far  away; 
put  on  the  well-remembered  aspect  of  favorite  places 
dearly  loved;  and  even  people  them  with  shadows. 
Streets,  houses,  rooms ;  figures  so  like  their  usual  oc- 
cupants, that  they  have  startled  me  by  their  reality, 
which  far  exceeded,  as  it  seemed  to  me,  all  power  of 
mine  to  conjure  up  the  absent;  have,  many  and  many  a 
time,  at  such  an  hour,  grown  suddenly  out  of  objects 
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frith  whose  real  look,  and  use,  and  purpose,  I  was  as  well 
acquainted  as  with  my  own  two  hands. 

My  own  two  hands,  and  feet  likewise,  being  very  cold, 
however,  on  this  particular  occasion,  I  crept  below  at 
midnight.  It  was  not  exactly  comfortable  below.  It 
was  decidedly  close ;  and  it  was  impossible  to  be  uncon- 
scious of  the  presence  of  that  extraordinary  compound  of 
strange  smells,  which  is  to  be  found  nowhere  but  on 
board  ship,  and  which  is  such  a  subtle  perfume  that  it 
seems  to  enter  at  every  pore  of  the  skin,  and  whisper  of 
the  hold.  Two  passengers'  wives  (one  of  them  my  own) 
lay  already  in  silent  agonies  on  the  sofa;  and  one  lady's 
maid  {my  lady's)  was  a  mere  bundle  on  the  floor,  execrat- 
ing her  destiny,  and  pounding  her  curl-papers  among 
the  stray  boxes.  Everything  sloped  the  wrong  way  : 
which  in  itself  was  an  aggravation  scarcely  to  be  borne. 
I  had  left  the  door  open,  a  moment  before,  in  the  bosom 
of  a  gentle  declivity,  and,  when  I  turned  to  shut  it,  it 
was  on  the  summit  of  a  ktfty  eminence.  Now  every 
plank  and  timber  creaked,  as  if  the  ship  were  made  of 
wickerwork ;  and  now  crackled,  like  an  enormous  fire  of 
the  driest  possible  twigs.  There  was  nothing  for  it  but 
bed ;  so  I  went  to  bed. 

It  was  pretty  much  the  same  for  the  next  two  days, 
with  a  tolerably  fair  wind  and  dry  weather.  I  read  in 
bed  (but  to  this  hour  I  don't  know  what)  a  good  deal ; 
and  reeled  on  deck  a  little  ;  drank  cold  brandy-and- water 
with  an  unspeakable  disgust,  and  ate  hard  biscuit  per- 
severingly  :  not  ill,  but  going  to  be. 

It  is  the  third  morning.  I  am  awakened  out  of  my 
sleep  by  a  dismal  shriek  from  my  wife,  who  demands 
to  know  whether  there's  any  danger.  I  rouse  myself, 
and  look  out  of  bed.  The  water-jug  is  plunging  and 
leaping  like  a  lively  dolphin  ;  all  the  smaller  articles  are 
afloat,  except  my  shoes,  which  are  stranded  on  a  carpet- 
bag, high  and  dry,  like  a  couple  of  coal-barges.  Suddenly 
I  see  them  spring  into  the  air,  and  behold  the  looking- 
glass,  which  is  nailed  to  the  wall,  sticking  fast  upon  the 
ceiling.  At  the  same  time  the  door  entirely  disappears, 
and  a  new  one  is  opened  in  the  floor.  Then  I  begin  to 
comprehend  that  the  state-room  is  standing  on  its  head. 

Before  it  is  possible  to  make  any  arrangement  at  all 
compatible  with  this    novel  state  of    things,  the  ship 
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rights.  Before  one  can  say  "Thank  Heaven!"  she 
wrongs  again.  Before  one  can  cry  she  is  wrong,  she 
seems  to  have  started  forward,  and  to  be  a  creature 
actively  running  of  its  own  accord,  with  broken  knees 
and  failing  legs,  through  every  variety  of  hole  and  pit- 
fall, and  stumbling  constantly.  Before  one  can  so  much 
as  wonder,  she  takes  a  high  leap  into  the  air.  Before  she 
has  well  done  that,  she  takes  a  deep  dive  into  the  water. 
Before  she  has  gained  the  surface,  she  throws  a  summer- 
set. The  instant  she  is  on  her  legs,  she  rushes  back- 
ward. And  so  she  goes  on  staggering,  heaving,  wres- 
tling, leaping,  diving,  jumping,  pitching, throbbing,  rolling, 
and  rocking;  and  going  through  all  these  movements, 
sometimes  by  turns,  and  sometimes  altogether :  until  one 
feels  disposed  to  roar  for  mercy. 

A  steward  passes.  "Steward!"  "Sir?"  "What  is 
the  matter  ?  what  do  you  call  this  ?  "  "  Rather  a  heavy 
sea  on,  sir,  and  a  head-wind." 

A  head-wind !  Imagine  a  human  face  upon  the  vessel's 
prQw,  with  fifteen  thousand  Samsons  in  one  bent  upon 
tfrTving  her  back,  and  hitting  her  exactly  between  the 
eyes  whenever  she  attempts  to  advance  an  inch.  Imagine 
the  ship  herself,  with  every  pulse  and  artery  of  her  huge 
body  swollen  and  bursting  under  this  maltreatment, 
sworn  to  go  on  or  die.  Imagine  the  wind  howling,  the 
sea  roaring,  the  rain  beating :  all  in  furious  array  against 
her.  Picture  the  sky  both  dark  and  wild,  and  the  clouds, 
in  fearful  sympathy  with  the  waves,  making  another 
ocean  in  the  air.  Add  to  all  this,  the  clattering  on  deck 
and  down  below ;  the  tread  of  hurried  feet ;  the  loud 
hoarse  shouts  of  seamen ;  the  gurgling  in  and  out  of 
water  through  the  scuppers ;  with,  every  now  and  then, 
the  striking  of  a  heavy  sea  upon  the  planks  above,  with 
the  deep,  dead,  heavy  sound  of  thunder  heard  within  a 
vault ; — and  there  is  the  head-wind  of  that  January 
morning. 

I  say  nothing  of  what  may  be  called  the  domestic  noises 
of  the  ship :  such  as  the  breaking  of  glass  and  crockery,, 
the  tumbling  dowm.  of  stewards,  the  gambols,  overhead, 
of  loose  casks  and  truant  dozens  of  bottled  porter,  and  the 
very  remarkable  and  far  from  exhilarating  sounds  raised 
in  their  various  state-rooms  by  the  seventy  passengers 
who  were  too  ill  to  get  up  to  breakfast.    I  say  nothing  of 


AM  EMC  AN  NOTES.  13 

them  :  for  although  I  lay  listening  to  this  concert  for  three 
or  four  days,  I  don't  think  I  heard  it  for  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a  minute,  at  the  expiration  of  which  term,  I 
lay  down  again,  excessively  sea-sick. 

Not  sea-sick,  be  it  understood,  in  the  ordinary  accepta- 
tion of  the  term  :  I  wish  I  had  been :  but  in  a  form  which 
I  have  never  seen  or  heard  described,  though  I  have  no 
doubt  it  is  very  common.  I  lay  there,  all  the  day  long, 
quite  coolly  and  contentedly ;  with  no  sense  of  weariness, 
with  no  desire  to  get  up,  or  get  better,  or  take  the  air; 
with  no  curiosity,  or  care,  or  regret,  of  any  sort  or  degree, 
saving  that  I  think  I  can  remember,  in  this  universal  in- 
difference, having  a  kind  of  lazy  joy — of  fiendish  delight, 
if  anything  so  lethargic  can  be  dignified  with  the  title — in 
the  fact  of  my  wife  being  too  ill  to  talk  to  me.  If  I  may 
be  allowed  to  illustrate  my  state  of  mind  by  such  an 
example,  I  should  say  that  I  was  exactly  in  the  condition 
of  the  elder  Mr.  Willet,  after  the  incursion  of  the  rioters 
into  his  bar  at  Chigwell.  Nothing  would  have  surprised 
me.  If,  in  the  momentary  illumination  of  any  ray  of  in- 
telligence that  may  have  come  upon  me  in  the  way  of 
thoughts  of  Home,  a  goblin  postman,  with  a  scarlet  coat 
and  bell,  had  come  into  that  little  kennel  before  me, 
broad  awake  in  broad  day,  and,  apologizing  for  being  damp 
through  walking  in  the  sea,  had  handed  me  a  letter, 
directed  to  myself  in  familiar  characters,  I  am  certain  I 
should  not  have  felt  one  atom  of  astonishment :  I  should 
have  been  perfectly  satisfied.  If  Neptune  himself  had 
walked  in,  with  a  toasted  shark  on  his  trident,  I  should 
have  looked  upon  the  event  as  one  of  the  very  commonest 
everyday  occurrences. 

Once — once — I  found  myself  on  deck.  I  don't  know 
how  I  got  there,  or  what  possessed  me  to  go  there,  but 
there  I  was ;  and  completely  dressed  too,  with  a  huge 
pea-coat  on,  and  a  pair  of  boots  such  as  no  weak  man  in 
his  senses  could  ever  have  got  into.  I  found  myself  stand- 
ing, when  a  gleam  of  consciousness  came  upon  me,  holding 
on  to  something.  I  don't  know  what.  I  think  it  was  the 
boatswain :  or  it  may  have  been  the  pump :  or  possibly 
the  cow.  I  can't  say  how  long  I  had  been  there;  whether 
a  day  or  a  minute.  I  recollect  trying  to  think  about  some- 
thing (about  anything  in  the  whole  wide  world,  I  was  not 
particular)  without  the  smallest  effect.     I  could  not  even 
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make  out  which  was  the  sen.  and  which  the  sky;  for  the 
horizon  seemed  drunk,  and  was  flying  wildly  about,  in 
all  directions.  Even  in  that  incapable  state,  however,  I 
recognized  the  lazy  gentleman  standing  before  me: 
nautically  clad  in  a  suit  of  shaggy  blue,  with  an  oil- 
skin hat.  But  I  was  too  imbebile,  although  I  knew  it  to 
be  he,  to  separate  him  from  his  dress ;  and  tried  to  call 
him,  I  remember,  Pilot.  After  another  interval  of  total 
unconsciousness,  I  found  he  had  gone,  and  recognized  an- 
other figure  in  its  place.  It  seemed  to  wave  and  fluctuate 
before  me  as  though  I  saw  it  reflected  in  an  unsteady 
looking-glass  ;  hut  I  knew  it  for  the  captain;  and  such 
was  the  cheerful  influence  of  his  face,  that  I  tried  to  smile: 
yes,  even  then  I  tried  to  smile.  I  saw  by  his  gestures 
that  he  addressed  me;  but  it  was  a  long  time  before  I 
could  make  out  that  he  remonstrated  against  my  standing 
up  to  my  knees  in  water — as  I  was ;  of  course  I  don't 
know  why.  I  tried  to  thank  him,  but  couldn't.  I  could 
only  point  to  my  boots — or  wherever  T  supposed  my  boots 
to  be — and  say  in  a  plaintive  voice,  "  Cork  soles  :  "  at  the 
sainc  time  endeavoring,  I  am  told,  to  sit  down  in  the  pool. 
Finding  that  I  was  quite  insensible,  and  for  the  time  a 
maniac,  he  humanely  conducted  me  below. 

There  I  remained  until  I  got  better:  suffering,  when- 
ever T  was  recommended  to  eat  anything,  an  amount  of 
anguish  only  second  to  that  which  is  said  to  be  endured 
by  the  apparently  drowned,  in  the  process  of  restoration 
to  life.  One  gentleman  on  board  had  a  letter  of  introduc- 
tion to  me  from  a  mutual  friend  in  London.  He  sent  it 
below  with  his  card,  on  the  morning  of  the  head-wind; 
and  I  was  long  troubled  with  the  idea  that  he-  might  be 
up,  and  well,  and  a  hundred  times  a  day  expecting  me  to 
call  upon  him  in  the  saloon.  I  imagined  him  one  of  those 
cast-iron  images — I  will  not  call  them  men — who  ask, 
with  red  faces  and  lusty  voices,  what  sea-sickness  means, 
and  whether  it  really  is  as  bad  as  it  is  represented  to  be. 
This  was  very  torturing  indeed;  and  I  don't  think  I  ever 
felt  such  perfect  gratification  and  gratitude  of  heart  as  I 
did  when  I  heard  from  the  ship's  doctor  that  he  had  been 
obliged  to  put  a  large  mustard  poultice  on  this  very  gentle- 
man's stomach.  I  date  my  recovery  from  the  receipt  of 
that  intelligence. 

It  was  materially  assisted  though,  I  have  no  doubt,  by 
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a  heavy  gale  of  wind,  which  came  slowly  up  at  sunset, 
when  we  were  about  ten  days  out,  and  raged  with  grad- 
ually increasing  fury  until  morning,  saving  that  it  lulled 
for  an  hour  a  little  before  midnight.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  unnatural  repose  of  that  hour,  and  in  the 
after-gathering  of  the  storm,  so  inconceivably  awful  and 
tremendous,  that  its  bursting  into  full  violence  was  almost 
a  relief. 

The  laboring  of  the  ship  in  the  troubled  sea  on  this 
night  I  shall  never  forget.  "  Will  it  ever  be  worse  than 
this?"  was  a  question  I  had  often  heard  asked,  when 
everything  was  sliding  and  bumping  about,  and  when  it 
certainly  did  seem  difficult  to  comprehend  the  possibility 
of  anything  afloat  being  more  disturbed,  without  toppling 
over  and  going  down.  But  what  the  agitation  of  a  steam- 
vessel  is,  on  a  bad  winter's  night  in  the  wild  Atlantic,  it 
is  impossible  for  the  most  vivid  imagination  to  conceive. 
To  say  that  she  is  flung  down  on  her  side  in  the  waves, 
with  her  masts  dipping  into  them,  and  that,  springing  up 
again,  she  rolls  over  on  the  other  side,  until  a  heavy  sea 
strikes  her  with  the  noise  of  a  hundred  great  guns,  and 
hurls  her  back — that  she  stops,  and  staggers,  and  shivers, 
as  though  stunned,  and  then,  with  a  violent  throbbing  at 
her  heart,  darts  onward  like  a  monster  goaded  into  mad- 
ness, to  be  beaten  down,  and  battered,  and  crushed,  and 
leaped  on  by  the  angry  sea — that  thunder,  lightning,  hail, 
and  rain,  and  wind,  are  all  in  fierce  contention  for  the 
mastery — that  every  plank  has  its  groan,  every  nail  its 
shriek,  and  every  drop  of  water  in  the  great  ocean  its  howl- 
ing voice — is  nothing.  To  say  that  all  is  grand,  and  all 
appalling  and  horrible  in  the  last  degree,  is  nothing. 
Words  cannot  express  it.  Thoughts  cannot  convey  it. 
Only  a  dream  can  call  it  up  again,  in  all  its  fury,  rage 
and  passion. 

And  yet,  in  the  very  midst  of  these  terrors,  I  was  placed 
in  a  situation  so  exquisitely  ridiculous,  that  even  then  I 
had  as  strong  a  sense  of  its  absurdity  as  I  have  now  :  and 
could  no  more  help  laughing  than  I  can  at  any  other 
comical  incident,  happening  under  circumstances  the  most 
favorable  to  its  enjoyment.  About  midnight  we  shipped 
a  sea,  which  forced  its  way  through  the  skylights,  burst 
open  the  doors  above,  and  came  raging  and  roaring  down 
into  the  ladies'  cabin,  to  the  unspeakable  consternation  of 
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my  wife  and  a  little  Scotch  lady — who,  by  the  way,  had 
previously  senl  a  message  to  the  captain  by  the  stewardess, 
requesting  him,  with  her  compliments,  to  have  a  steel 
conductor  immediately  attached  to  the  top  of  every  mast, 
and  to  the  chimney,  in  order  thai  the  ship  might  not  be 
struck  by  lightning.  They,  and  the  handmaid  before- 
mentioned,  being  in  such  ecstasies  of  fear  that  I  scarcely 
knew  what  to  do  with  them,  I  naturally  bethought  my- 
self of  some  restorative  or  comfortable  cordial ;  and  noth- 
ing better  occurring  to  me  at  the  moment,  than  hot 
brandy-and-water,  I  procured  a  tumbler-full  without 
delay.  It  being  impossible  to  stand  or  sit  without  hold- 
ing on,  they  were  all  heaped  together  in  one  corner  of  a 
long  sofa — a  fixture  extending  entirely  across  the  cabin — 
where  they  clung  to  each  other  in  momentary  expectation 
of  being  drowned.  When  I  approached  this  place  with 
my  specific,  and  was  about  to  administer  it,  with  many 
consolatory  expressions,  to  the  nearest  sufferer,  what  was 
my  dismay  to  see  them  all  roll  slowly  down  to  the  other 
end.  And  when  I  staggered  to  that  end,  and  held  out  the 
glass  once  more,  how  immensely  baffled  were  my  good  in- 
tentions by  the  ship  giving  another  lurch,  and  their  all 
rolling  back  again !  I  suppose  I  dodged  them  up  and 
down  this  sofa,  for  at  least  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  with- 
out reaching  them  once;  and  by  the  time  I  did  catch  them, 
the  brandy-and-water  was  diminished,  by  constant  spill- 
ing, to  a  teaspoonful.  To  complete  the  group,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  recognize  in  this  disconcerted  dodger,  a  very 
pale  individual,  who  had  shaved  his  beard  and  brushed 
his  hair,  last,  at  Liverpool ;  and  whose  only  article  of 
dress  (linen  not  included)  were  a  pair  of  dreadnought 
trousers ;  a  blue  jacket,  formerly  admired  upon  the 
Thames  at  Richmond  ;  no  stockings  ;  and  one  slipper. 

Of  the  outrageous  antics  performed  by  that  ship  next 
morning ;  which  made  bed  a  practical  joke,  and  getting 
up,  by  any  process  short  of  falling  out,  an  impossibility  ; 
I  say  nothing.  But  anything  like  the  utter  dreariness 
and  desolation  that  met  mjr  eyes  when  I,  literally, 
"  tumbled  up  "  on  deck  at  noon,  I  never  saw.  Ocean  and 
sky  were  all  of  one  dull,  heavy,  uniform,  lead  color.  There 
was  no  extent  of  prospect  even  over  the  dreary  waste 
that  lay  around  us,  for  the  sea  ran  high,  and  the  horizon 
encompassed  us  like  a  large  black  hoop.     Yie-ved  from 
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the  air,  or  some  tall  bluff  on  shore,  it  would  have  been 
imposing  and  stupendous,  no  doubt;  but  seen  from  tbe 
wet  and  rolling  decks,  it  only  impressed  one  giddily  and 
painfully.  In  the  gale  of  last  night  the  life-boat  had 
been  crushed  by  one  blow  of  the  sea  like  a  walnut-shell ; 
and  there  it  hung  dangling  in  the  air  ;  a  mere  fagot  of 
crazy  boards.  The  planking  of  the  paddle-boxes  had  been 
torn  sheer  away.  The  wheels  were  exposed  and  bare  ; 
and  they  whirled  and  dashed  their  spray  about  the  decks 
at  random.  Chimney,  white  with  crusted  salt ;  topmasts 
struck  ;  stormsails  set ;  rigging  all  knotted,  tangled,  wet, 
and  drooping :  a  gloomier  picture  it  would  be  hard  to 
look  upon. 

I  was  now  comfortably  established  by  courtesy  in  the 
ladies'  cabin,  where,  besides  ourselves,  there  were  only 
four  other  passengers.  First,  the  little  Scotch  lady  be- 
fore-mentioned, on  her  way  to  join  her  husband  at  New 
York,  who  had  settled  there  three  years  before.  Secondly 
and  thirdly,  an  honest  young  Yorkshireman,  connected 
with  some  American  house  ;  domiciled  in  that  same  city, 
and  carrying  thither  his  beautiful  young  wife  to  whom  he 
had  been  married  but  a  fortnight,  and  who  was  the  fairest 
specimen  of  a  comely  English  country  girl  I  have  ever  seen. 
Fourthly,  fifthly,  and  lastly,  another  couple :  newly 
married  too,  if  one  might  judge  from  the  endearments 
they  frequently  interchanged :  of  whom  I  know  no 
more  than  that  they  were  rather  a  mysterious,  runaway 
kind  of  couple ;  that  the  lady  had  great  personal  attrac- 
tions also ;  and  that  the  gentleman  carried  more  guns  with 
him  than  Robinson  Crusoe,  wore  a  shooting-coat,  and  had 
two  great  dogs  on  board.  On  further  consideration,  I 
remember  that  he  tried  hot  roast  pig  and  bottled  ale  as 
a  cure  for  sea-sickness  ;  and  that  he  took  these  remedies 
(usually  in  bed)  day  after  day,  with  astonishing  perse- 
verance. I  may  add,  for  the  information  of  the  curious, 
that  they  decidedly  ftuled. 

The  weather  continuing  obstinately  and  almost  unprece- 
dentedly  bad,  we  usually  straggled  into  this  cabin,  more 
or  less  faint  and  miserable,  about  an  hour  before  noon,  and 
lay  down  on  the  sofas  to  recover ;  during  which  interval, 
the  captain  would  look  in  to  communicate  the  state  of 
the  wind,  the  moral  certainty  of  its  changing  to-morrow 
(the  weather  is  always  going  to  improve  to-morrow,  at 
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sea),  tlie  vessel's  rate  of  sailing,  and  so  forth.  Observa- 
tions there  were  none  to  tell  us  of,  for  there  was  no  sun 
to  take  them  by.  But  a  description  of  one  day  will  serve 
for  all  (lie  rest.     Here  it  is. 

The  captain  being  gone,  we  compose  ourselves  to  read, 
if  the  place  be  light  enough  ;  and  if  not,  we  doze  and  talk 
alternately.  At  one,  a  bell  rings,  and  the  stewardess 
comes  down  with  a  steaming  dish  of  baked  potatoes,  and 
another  of  roasted  apples  ;  and  plates  of  pig's  face,  cold 
ham,  salt  beef;  or  perhaps  a  smoking  mess  of  rare  hot 
collops.  We  fall  to  upon  these  dainties;  eat  as  much  as 
we  can  (we  have  great  appetites  now) ;  and  are  as  long 
as  possible  about  it.  If  the  fire  will  burn  (it  will  some- 
times) we  are  pretty  cheerful.  If  it  won't,  we  all  remark 
to  each  other  that  it's  very  cold,  rub  our  hands,  cover 
ourselves  with  coats  and  cloaks,  and  lie  down  again  to 
doze,  talk,  and  read  (provided  as  aforesaid),  until  dinner- 
time. At  five,  another  bell  rings,  and  the  stewardess  re- 
appears with  another  dish  of  potatoes — boiled  this  time 
— and  store  of  hot  meat  of  various  kinds  :  not  forgetting 
the  roast  pig,  to  be  taken  medicinally.  "We  sit  down  at 
table  again  (rather  more  cheerfully  than  before) ;  prolong 
the  meal  with  a  rather  mouldy  dessert  of  apples,  grapes, 
and  oranges  ;  and  drink  our  wine  and  brandy-and- water. 
The  bottles  and  glasses  are  still  upon  the  table,  and  the 
oranges  and  so  forth  are  rolling  about  according  to  their 
fancy  and  the  ship's  way,  when  the  doctor  comes  down, 
by  special  nightly  invitation,  to  join  our  evening  rubber ; 
immediately  on  whose  arrival  we  make  a  party  at  whist, 
and  as  it  is  a  rough  night  and  the  cards  will  not  lie  on  the 
cloth,  we  put  the  tricks  in  our  pockets  as  we  take  them. 
At  whist  we  remain  with  exemplary  gravity  (deducting 
a  short  time  for  tea  and  toast)  until  eleven  o'clock,  or 
thereabouts ;  when  the  captain  comes  down  again,  in  a 
sou'- wester  hat  tied  under  his  chin,  and  a  pilot-coat: 
making  the  ground  wet  where  he  stands.  By  this  time 
the  card-playing  is  over,  and  the  bottles  and  glasses  are 
again  upon  the  table ;  and  after  an  hour's  pleasant  con- 
versation about  the  ship,  the  passengers,  and  things  in 
general,  the  captain  (who  never  goes  to  bed,  and  is  never 
out  of  humor)  turns  up  his  coat  collar  for  the  deck  again  ; 
shakes  hands  all  round ;  and  goes  laughing  out  into  the 
weather  as  merrily  as  to  a  birthday  party. 
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As  to  daily  news,  there  is  no  dearth  of  that  commodity. 
This  passenger  is  reported  to  have  lost  fourteen  pounds 
at  Vingt-et-un  in  the  saloon  yesterday;  and  that  pas- 
senger drinks  his  bottle  of  champagne  every  day,  and  how 
he  does  it  (being  only  a  clerk),  nobody  knows.  The  head 
engineer  has  distinctly  said  that  there  never  was  such 
times — meaning  weather — and  four  good  hands  are  ill, 
and  have  given  in,  dead  beat.  Several  berths  are  full  of 
water,  and  all  the  cabins  are  leaky.  The  ship's  cook, 
secretly  swigging  damaged  whiskey,  has  been  found 
drunk ;  and  has  been  played  upon  by  the  fire-engine 
until  quite  sober.  All  the  stewards  have  fallen  down 
stairs  at  various  dinner-times,  and  go  about  with 
plasters  in  various  places.  The  baker  is  ill,  and  so  is  the 
pastry-cook.  A  new  man,  horribly  indisposed,  has  been 
required  to  fill  the  place  of  the  latter  officer;  and  has 
been  propped  and  jammed  up  with  empty  casks  in  a  little 
house  upon  deck,  and  commanded  to  roll  out  pie-crust, 
which  he  protests  (being  highly  bilious)  it  is  death  to 
him  to  look  at.  News !  A  dozen  murders  on  shore 
would  lack  the  interest  of  these  slight  incidents  at  sea. 

Divided  between  our  rubber  and  such  topics  as  these, 
we  were  running  (as  we  thought)  into  Halifax  Harbor, 
on  the  fifteenth  night,  with  little  wind  and  a  bright  moon 
— indeed,  we  had  made  the  Light  at  its  outer  entrance, 
and  put  the  pilot  in  charge — wdien  suddenly  the  ship 
struck  upon  a  bank  of  mud.  An  immediate  rush  on  deck 
took  place  of  course ;  the  sides  were  crowded  in  an 
instant ;  and  for  a  few  minutes  we  were  in  as  lively  a 
state  of  confusion  as  the  greatest  lover  of  disorder  would 
desire  to  see.  The  passengers,  and  guns,  and  water- 
casks,  and  other  heavy  matters  being,  all  huddled  to- 
gether aft,  however,  to  lighten  her  in  the  head,  she  was 
soon  got  off ;  and  after  some  driving  on  towards  an  un- 
comfortable line  of  objects  (whose  vicinity  had  been  an- 
nounced very  early  in  the  disaster  by  a  loud  cry  of 
"  Breakers  a-head  !  ")  and  much  backing  of  paddles  and 
heaving  of  the  lead  into  a  constantly  decreasing  depth  of 
water,  we  dropped  anchor  in  a  strange  outlandish-look- 
ing nook  which  nobody  on  board  could  recognize,  al- 
though there  was  land  all  about  us,  and  so  close  that  we 
could  plainly  see  the  waving  branches  of  the  trees. 

It  was  strange  enough,  in  the  silence  of  midnight,  and 
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the  dead  stillness  that  seemed  to  be  created  by  the  sud- 
den and  unexpected  stoppage  of  the  engine  which  had 
been  clanking  and  blasting  in  our  ears  incessantly  for  so 
many  days,  to  watch  the  look  of  blank  astonishment  ex- 
pressed in  every  face  :  beginning  with  the  officers,  trac- 
ing it  through  all  the  passengers,  and  descending  to  the 
very  stokers  and  furnacemen,  who  emerged  from  below, 
one  by  one,  and  clustered  together  in  a  smoky  group  about 
the  hatchway  of  the  engine-room,  comparing  notes  in 
whispers.  After  throwing  up  a  few  rockets  and  firing 
signal  guns  in  the  hope  of  being  hailed  from  the  land,  or 
at  least  of  seeing  a  light— but  without  any  other  sight  or 
sound  presenting  itself— it  was  determined  to  send  a  boat 
on  shore.  It  was  amusing  to  observe  how  very  kind 
some  of  the  passengers  were,  in  volunteering  to  go  ashore 
in  this  same  boat:  for  the  general  good,  of  course:  not 
by  any  means  because  they  thought  the  ship  in  an  unsafe 
position,  or  contemplated  the  possibility  of  her  heeling 
over  in  case  the  tide  were  running  out.  Nor  was  it  less 
amusing  to  remark  how  desperately  unpopular  the  poor 
pilot  became  in  one  short  minute.  He  had  had  his  pas- 
sage out  from  Liverpool,  and  during  the  whole  voyage 
had  been  quite  a  notorious  character,  as  a  teller  of  anec- 
dotes and  cracker  of  jokes.  Yet  here  were  the  very  men 
who  had  laughed  the  loudest  at  his  jests,  now  flourishing 
their  fists  in  his  face,  loading  him  with  imprecations,  and 
defying  him  to  his  teeth  as  a  villain ! 

The  boat  soon  shoved  off,  with  a  lantern  and  sundry 
blue  lights  on  board  ;  and  in  less  than  an  hour  returned ; 
the  officer  in  command  bringing  with  him  a  tolerably  tall 
young  tree,  which  he  had  plucked  up  by  the  roots,  to 
satisfy  certain  distrustful  passengers  whose  minds  mis- 
gave them  that  they  were  to  be  imposed  upon  and  ship- 
wrecked, and  who  would  on  no  other  terms  believe  that 
he  had  been  ashore,  or  had  done  anything  but  fraudu- 
lently row  a  little  way  into  the  mist,  specially  to  deceive 
them  and  compass  their  deaths.  Our  captain  had  fore- 
seen  from  the  first  that  we  must  be  in  a  place  called  the 
Eastern  Passage  ;  and  so  we  were.  It  was  about  the  last 
place  in  the  world  in  which  we  had  any  business  or  rea- 
son to  be,  but  a  sudden  fog,  and  some  error  on  the  pilot's 
part,  were  the  cause.  We  were  surrounded  by  banks, 
and  rocks,  and  shoals  of  all  kinds,  but  had  happily  drift- 
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ed,  it  seemed,  upon  the  only  safe  speck  that  was  to  be 
found  thereabouts.  Eased  by  this  report,  and  by  the  as- 
surance that  the  tide  was  past  the  ebb,  we  turned  in  at 
three  o'clock  in  the  morning. 

I  was  dressing  about  half-past  nine  next  day,  when  the 
noise  above  hurried  me  on  deck.  When  I  had  left  it 
over-night,  it  was  dark,  foggy,  and  damp,  and  there  were 
bleak  hills  all  round  us.  Now,  we  were  gliding  down  a 
smooth,  broad  stream,  at  the  rate  of  eleven  miles  an  hour : 
our  colors  flying  gayly  ;  our  crew  rigged  out  in  their 
smartest  clothes  ;  our  officers  in  uniform  again  ;  the  sun 
shining  as  on  a  brilliant  April  day  in  England;  the  land 
stretched  out  on  either  side,  streaked  with  light  patches  of 
snow;  white  wooden  houses  ;  people  at  the  doors;  tele- 
graphs working ;  flags  hoisted  ;  wharfs  appearing ;  ships ; 
quays  crowded  with  people ;  distant  noises  ;  shouts;  men 
and  boys  running  down  steep  places  towards  the  pier;  all 
more  bright  and  gay  and  fresh  to  our  unused  eyes  than 
words  can  paint  them.  We  came  to  a  wharf,  paved  with 
uplifted  faces ;  got  alongside,  and  were  made  fast,  after 
some  shouting  and  straining  of  cables;  darted,  a  score  of 
us  along  the  gangway,  almost  as  soon  as  it  was  thrust 
out  to  meet  us,  and  before  it  had  reached  the  ship — and 
leaped  upon  the  firm  glad  earth  again! 

I  suppose  this  Halifax  would  have  appeared  an  Elysium, 
though  it  had  been  a  curiosity  of  ugly  dulness.  But  I 
carried  away  with  me  a  most  pleasant  impression  of  the 
town  and  its  inhabitants,  and  have  preserved  it  to  this 
hour.  Nor  was  it  without  regret  that  I  came  home,  with- 
out having  found  an  opportunity  of  returning  thither, 
and  once  more  shaking  hands  with  the  friends  I  made 
that  day. 

It  happened  to  be  the  opening  of  the  Legislative  Council 
and  General  Assembly,  at  which  ceremonial  the  forms 
observed  on  the  commencement  of  a  new  Session  of  Par- 
liament in  England  were  so  closely  copied,  and  so  gravely 
presented  on  a  small  scale,  that  it  was  like  looking  at 
Westminster  through  the  wrong  end  of  a  telescope.  The 
Governor,  as  Her  Majesty's  representative,  delivered  what 
may  be  called  the  Speech  from  the  Throne.  He  said 
what  he  had  to  say  manfully  and  well.  The  military 
band  outside  the  building  struck  up  "  God  save  the  Queen  " 
with  great  vigor  before  his  Excellency  had  quite  finished  • 
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Hie  people  shouted;  the  in'a  rubbed  their  hands;  the 
out's  shook  their  heads ;  the  Government  party  said  then; 
never  was  such  a  good  speech;  the  Opposition  declared 
there  never  was  Mich  a  had  one;  the  speaker  and  mem- 
bers of  the  House  ^<i  Assembly  withdrew  from  the  bar  to 
say  a  great  deal  among  themselves  and  do  a  little;  and, 
in  short,  everything  went  on.  and  promised  to  go  on,  just 
as  it  does  at  home  upon  the  like  occasions. 

The  town  is  built  on  the  side  of  a  hill,  the  highest  point 
being  commanded  by  a  strong  fortress,  not  yet  quite 
finished.  Several  streets  of  good  breadth  and  appear- 
ance extend  from  its  summit  to  the  water-side,  and  are 
intersected  by  cross  streets  running  parallel  with  the 
river.  The  houses  are  chiefly  of  wood.  The  market  is 
abundantly  supplied;  and  provisions  are  exceedingly 
cheap.  The  weather  being  unusually  mild  at  that  time 
for  the  season  of  the  year,  there  was  no  sleighing:  but 
there  were  plenty  of  those  vehicles  in  yards  and  by-places, 
and  some  of  them,  from  the  gorgeous  quality  of  their  dec- 
orations, might  have  "gone  on"  without  alteration  as 
triumphal  cars  in  a  melodrama  at  Astley's.  The  day  was 
uncommonly  fine;  the  air  hracing  and  healthful;  the 
the  whole  aspect  of  the  town  cheerful,  thriving,  and  in- 
dustrious. 

We  lay  there  seven  hours,  to  deliver  and  exchange  the 
mails.  At  length,  having  collected  all  our  bags  and  all 
our  passengers  (including  two  or  three  choice  spirits,  who, 
having  indulged  too  freely  in  oysters  and  champagne, 
were  found  lying  insensible  on  their  backs  in  unfrequented 
streets),  the  engines  were  again  put  in  motion,  and  we 
stood  off  for  Boston. 

Encountering  squally  weather  again  in  the  Bay  of 
Fundy,  we  tumbled  and  rolled  about  as  usual  all  that 
night  and  all  next  day.  On  the  next  afternoon,  that  is 
to  say,  on  Saturday,  the  twenty-second  of  January,  an 
American  pilot-boat  came  alongside,  and  soon  afterwards 
the  Britannia  steam-packet,  from  Liverpool,  eighteen 
days  out,  was  telegraphed  at  Boston. 

The  indescribable  interest  with  which  I  strained  my 
eyes,  as  the  first  patches  of  American  soil  peeped  like 
molehills  from  the  green  sea,  and  followed  them,  as  they 
swelled,  by  slow  and  almost  imperceptible  degrees,  into  a 
continuous  line  of  coast,  can  hardly  be  exaggerated.    A 
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sharp  keen  wind  blew  dead  against  us  ;  a  hard  frost  pre- 
vailed on  shore  ;  and  the  cold  was  most  severe.  Yet  the 
air  was  so  intensely  clear,  and  dry,  and  bright,  that  the 
temperature  was  not  only  endurable,  but  delicious. 

How  I  remained  on  deck,  staring  about  me,  until  we 
came  alongside  the  dock,  and  how,  though  I  had  had  as 
many  eyes  as  Argus,  I  should  have  had  them  all  wide 
open,  and  all  employed  on  new  objects — are  topics  which 
I  will  not  prolong  this  chapter  to  discuss.  Neither  will 
I  more  than  hint  at  my  foreigner-like  mistake,  in  suppos- 
ing that  a  party  of  most  active  persons,  who  scrambled 
on  board  at  the  peril  of  their  lives  as  we  approached  the 
wharf,  were  newsmen,  answering  to  that  industrious 
class  at  home;  whereas,  despite  the  leathern  wallets  of 
news  slung  about  the  necks  of  some,  and  the  broad  sheets 
in-the  hands  of  all,  they  were  Editors,  who  boarded  ships 
in  person  (as  one  gentleman  in  a  worsted  comforter  in- 
formed me),  "  because  they  liked  the  excitement  of  it." 
Suffice  it  in  this  place  to  say,  that  one  of  these  invaders, 
with  a  ready  courtesy  for  which  I  thank  him  here  most 
gratefully,  went  on  before  to  order  rooms  at  the  hotel; 
and  that  when  I  followed,  as  I  soon  did,  I  found  myself 
rolling  through  the  long  passages  with  an  involuntary 
imitation  of  the  gait  of  Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke,  in  a  new  nautical 
melodrama. 

"  Dinner,  if  you  please,"  said  I  to  the  waiter. 

"  When  ?  "  said  the  waiter. 

"As  quick  as  possible,"  said  I. 

"Uight  away?"  said  the  waiter. 

After  a  moment's  hesitation,  I  answered  "No,"  at 
hazard. 

"  Not  right  away?"  cried  the  waiter,  with  an  amount 
of  surprise  that  made  me  start. 

I  looked  at  him  doubtfully,  and  returned,  "  No ;  I 
wrould  rather  have  it  in  this  private  room.  I  like  it  very 
much." 

At  this,  I  really  thought  the  waiter  must  have  gone 
out  of  his  mind  :  as  I  believe  he  would  have  done,  but  for 
the  interposition  of  another  man,  who  whispered  in  his 
ear,  "  Directly." 

"  Well !  and  that's  a  fact ! "  said  the  waiter,  looking 
helplessly  at  me:  "Right  away." 

I  saw  now  that  "Right  away  "  and  "Directly"  were 
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one   and    the   same  thing.     So  I   reversed   my  previous 
Answer,  and  sat   down  lo  dinner  in  ten  minutes  after- 
wards :  and  a  capital  dinner  it  was. 
The  hotel  (a  very  excellent  one)  is  called  the  Tremont 

House.      It     has    more   galleries,  Colonnades,    piazzas,  and 

passages  than  I  can  remember,  or  the  reader  would  be- 
lieve; and  is  some  trifle  smaller  than  Bedford  Square. 


CHAPTER  THE  THIRD. 

BOSTON. 

Lt  all  the  public  establishments  of  America,  the  utmost 
courtesy  prevails.  Most  of  our  Departments  are  suscept- 
ible of  considerable  improvement  in  this  respect,  but  the 
Custom-house  above  all  others  would  do  well  to  take 
example  from  the  United  States  and  render  itself  some- 
what less  odious  and  offensive  to  foreigners.  The  servile 
rapacity  of  the  French  officials  is  sufficiently  contempt- 
ible ;  but  there  is  a  surly  boorish  incivility  about  our 
men,  alike  disgusting  to  all  persons  who  fall  into  their 
hands,  and  discreditable  to  the  nation  that  keeps  such 
ill-conditioned  curs  snarling  about  its  gates. 

When  I  landed  in  America,  I  could  not  help  beivig 
strongly  impressed  with  the  contrast  their  Custom-house 
presented,  and  the  attention,  politeness,  and  good  humor 
with  which  its  officers  discharged  their  duty. 

As  we  did  not  land  at  Boston,  in  consequence  of  some 
detention  at  the  wharf,  until  after  dark,  I  received  my 
first  impressions  of  the  city  in  walking  down  to  the 
Custom-house  on  the  morning  after  our  arrival,  which 
was  Sunday.  I  am  afraid  to  say,  by  the  way,  how  many 
offers  of  pews  and  seats  in  church  for  that  morning  were 
made  to  us,  by  formal  note  of  invitation,  before  we  had 
half  finished  our  first  dinner  in  America,  but  if  I  may  be 
allowed  to  make  a  moderate  guess,  without  going  into 
nicer  calculation,  I  should  say  that  at  least  as  many  sittings 
were  proffered  us,  as  would  have  accommodated  a  score 
or  two  of  grown-up  families.  The  number  of  creeds  and 
forms  of  religion  to  which  the  pleasure  of  our  company 
was  requested,  was  in  very  fair  proportion. 
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Not  being  able,  in  the  absence  of  any  change  of  clothes, 
to  go  to  church  that  day,  we  were  compelled  to  decline 
these  kindnesses,  one  and  all ;  and  I  was  reluctantly 
obliged  to  forego  the  delight  of  hearing  Dr.  Channing, 
who  happened  to  preach  that  morning  for  the  first  time 
in  a  very  long  interval.  I  mention  the  name  of  this  dis- 
tinguished and  accomplished  man  (with  whom  I  soon 
afterwards  had  the  pleasure  of  becoming  personally 
acquainted),  that  I  may  have  the  gratification  of  recording 
my  humble  tribute  of  admiration  and  respect  for  his  high 
abilities  and  character;  and  for  the  bold  philanthropy 
with  which  he  has  ever  opposed  himself  to  that  most 
hideous  blot  and  foul  disgrace — Slavery. 

To  return  to  Boston.  When  I  got  into  the  streets  upon 
this  Sunday  morning,  the  air  was  so  clear,  the  houses 
were  so  bright  and  gay ;  the  signboards  were  painted  in 
such  gaudy  colors  ;  the  gilded  letters  were  so  very  golden ; 
the  bricks  were  so  very  red,  the  stone  was  so  very  white, 
the  blinds  and  area  railings  were  so  very  green,  the  knobs 
and  plates  upon  the  street  doors  so  marvellously  bright 
and  twinkling;  and  all  so  slight  and  unsubstantial  in  ap- 
pearance— that  every  thoroughfare  in  the  city  looked 
exactly  like  a  scene  in  a  pantomime.  It  rarely  happens 
in  the  business  streets  that  a  tradesman,  if  I  may  venture 
to  call  anybody  a  tradesman,  where  everybody  is  a  mer- 
chant, resides  above  his  store ;  so  that  many  occupations 
are  often  carried  on  in  one  house,  and  the  whole  front 
is  covered  with  boards  and  inscriptions.  As  I  walked 
along,  I  kept  glancing  up  at  these  boards,  confidently  ex- 
pecting to  see  a  few  of  them  change  into  something;  and 
I  never  turned  a  corner  suddenly  without  looking  out  for 
the  clown  and  pantaloon,  who,  I  had  no  doubt,  were  hid- 
ing in  a  doorway  or  behind  same  pillar  close  at  hand.  As 
to  Harlequin  and  Columbine,  I  discovered  immediately 
that  they  lodged  (they  are  always  looking  after  lodgings 
in  a  pantomime)  at  a  very  small  clockmaker's  one  story 
high,  near  the  hotel ;  which,  in  addition  to  various  symbols 
and  devices,  almost  covering  the  whole  front,  had  a  great 
dial  hanging  out — to  be  jumped  through,  of  course. 

The  suburbs  are,  if  possible,  even  more  unsubstantial- 
looking  than  the  city.  The  white  wooden  houses  (so 
white  that  it  makes  one  wink  to  look  at  them),  with  their 
green  jalousie  blinds,  are  so  sprinkled  and  dropped  about 
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in  nil  directions,  without  seeming  to  have  any  root  at  all 
in  the  ground  ;  and  the  .small  churches  and  chapels  are  so 
prim,  and  bright,  and  highly  varnished ;  that  I  almost 
believed  the   whole  affair  could   be   taken  up  piecemeal 

like  a  child's  toy,  and  crammed  into  a  little  box. 

The  city  is  a  beautiful  one,  and  cannot  fail,  I  should 
imagine,  to  impress  all  strangers  very  favorably.    The 

private  dwelling-houses  are,  for  the  most  part,  large  and 
elegant ;  the  shops  extremely  good  ;  and  the  public  build- 
ings handsome.  The  State  Ilouse  is  built  upon  the  sum- 
mit of  a  hill,  which  rises  gradually  at  first,  and  afterwards 
by  a  steep  ascent,  almost  from  the  water's  edge.  In  front 
is  a  green  enclosure,  called  the  Common.  The  site  is 
beautiful:  and  from  the  top  there  is  a  charming  panoramic 
view  of  the  whole  town  and  neighborhood.  In  addition 
to  a  variety  of  commodious  offices,  it  contains  two  hand- 
some chambers  ;  in  one  the  Ilouse  of  Representatives  of 
the  State  hold  their  meetings ;  in  the  other,  the  Senate. 
Such  proceedings  as  I  saw  here,  were  conducted  with 
perfect  gravity  and  decorum ;  and  were  certainly  calcu- 
lated to  inspire  attention  and  respect. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  much  of  the  intellectual  refine- 
ment and  superiority  of  Boston,  is  referable  to  the  quiet 
influence  of  the  University  of  Cambridge,  which  is  within 
three  or  four  miles  of  the  city.  The  resident  professors 
at  that  university  are  gentlemen  of  learning  and  varied 
attainments ;  and  are,  without  one  exception  that  I  can 
call  to  mind,  men  who  would  shed  a  grace  upon,  and  do 
honor  to,  any  society  in  the  civilized  world.  Many  of  the 
resident  gentry  in  Boston  and  its  neighborhood,  and  I 
think  I  am  not  mistaken  in  adding,  a  large  majority  of 
those  who  are  attached  to  the  liberal  professions  there, 
have  been  educated  at  this  same  school.  Whatever  the 
defects  of  American  universities  may  be,  they  disseminate 
no  prejudices;  rear  no  bigots;  dig  up  the  buried  ashes  of 
no  old  superstitions;  never  interpose  between  the  people 
and  their  improvement ;  exclude  no  man  because  of  his 
religious  opinions;  above  all,  in  their  whole  course  of 
study  and  instruction,  recognize  a  world,  and  a  broad  one 
too,  lying  beyond  the  college  walls. 

It  was  a  source  of  inexpressible  pleasure  to  me  to  observe 
the  almost  imperceptible,  but  not  less  certain  effect, 
wrought  by  this  institution  among  the  small  community 
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of  Boston  ;  and  to  note  at  every  turn  the  humanizing 
tastes  and  desires  it  has  engendered;  the  affectionate 
friendships  to  which  it  has  given  rise ;  the  amount  of 
vanity  and  prejudice  it  has  dispelled.  The  golden  calf 
they  worship  at  Boston  is  a  pigmy  compared  with  the 
gian>  effigies  set  up  in  other  parts  of  that  vast  counting- 
house  which  lies  heyond  the  Atlantic ;  and  the  almighty 
dollar  sinks  into  something  comparatively  insignificant, 
amidst  a  whole  Pantheon  of  better  gods. 

Above  all,  I  sincerely  believe  that  the  public  institu- 
tions and  charities  of  this  capital  of  Massachusetts  are 
as  nearly  perfect,  as  the  most  considerate  wisdom,  benev- 
olence, and  humanity,  can  make  them.  I  never  in  my 
life  was  more  affected  by  the  contemplation  of  happiness, 
under  circumstances  of  privation  and  bereavement,  than 
in  my  visits  to  these  establishments. 

It  is  a  great  and  pleasant  feature  of  all  such  institutions 
in  America,  that  they  are  either  supported  by  the  State 
or  assisted  by  the  State ;  or  (in  the  event  of  their  not 
needing  its  helping  hand)  that  they  act  in  concert  with  it, 
and  are  emphatically  the  people's.  I  cannot  but  think, 
with  a  view  to  the  principle  and  its  tendency  to  elevate 
or  depress  the  character  of  the  industrious  classes,  that 
a  Public  Charity  is  immeasurably  better  than  a  Private 
Foundation,  no  matter  how  munificently  the  latter  may 
be  endowed.  In  our  own  country,  where  it  has  not,  until 
within  these  latter  days,  been  a  very  popular  fashion  with 
governments  to  display  any  extraordinary  regard  for 
the  great  mass  of  the  people  or  to  recognize  their  exist- 
ence as  improvable  creatures,  private  charities  unex- 
ampled in  the  history  of  the  earth,  have  arisen,  to  do  an 
incalculable  amount  of  good  among  the  destitute  and 
afflicted.  But  the  government  of  the  country,  having 
neither  act  nor  part  in  them,  is  not  in  the  receipt  of  any 
portion  of  the  gratitude  they  inspire;  and,  offering  very 
little  shelter  or  relief  beyond  that  which  is  to  be  found  in 
the  workhouse  and  the  jail,  has  come,  not  unnaturally,  to 
be  looked  upon  by  the  poor  rather  as  a  stern  master, 
quick  to  correct  and  punish,  than  a  kind  protector,  merci- 
ful and  vigilant  in  their  hour  of  need. 

The  maxim  that  out  of  evil  cometh  good,  is  strongly 
illustrated  by  these  establishments  at  home ;  as  the 
records  of  the  Prerogative  Office  in  Doctors'  Commons 
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can  abundantly  prove.  Some  immensely  rich  old  gen  tie- 
man  or  lady,  surrounded  by  needy  relatives,  makes,  upon 
a  low  average,  a  will  a- week.  The  old  gentleman  or  lady, 
never  very  remarkable  in  the  best  of  times  for  good 
temper,  is  full  of  aches  and  pains  from  head  to  foot;  full 
of  fancies  and  caprices;  full  of  spleen,  distrust,  suspicion, 
and  dislike.  To  cancel  old  wills,  and  invent  new  ones,  is 
at  last  the  sole  business  of  such  a  testator's  existence; 
and  relations  and  friends  (some  of  whom  have  been  bred 
up  distinctly  to  inherit  a  large  share  of  the  property,  and 
have  been,  from  their  cradles,  specially  disqualified  from 
devoting  themselves  to  any  useful  pursuit,  on  that  account) 
are  so  often  and  so  unexpectedly  and  summarily  cut  off, 
and  re-instated,  and  cut  off  again,  that  the  whole  family, 
down  to  the  remotest  cousin,  is  kept  in  a  perpetual  fever. 
At  length  it  becomes  plain  that  the  old  lady  or  gentleman 
has  not  long  to  live;  and  the  plainer  this  becomes,  the 
more  clearly  the  old  lady  or  gentleman  perceives  that 
everybody  is  in  a  conspiracy  against  their  poor  old  dying 
relative ;  wherefore  the  old  lady  or  gentlemen  makes 
another  last  will — positively  the  last  this  time — conceals 
the  same  in  a  china  teapot,  and  expires  next  day.  Then 
it  turns  out,  that  the  whole  of  the  real  and  personal  estate 
is  divided  between  half-a-dozen  charities ;  and  that  the 
dead  and  gone  testator  has  in  pure  spite  helped  to  do  a 
great  deal  of  good,  at  the  cost  of  an  immense  amount  of 
evil  passion  and  misery. 

The  Perkins  Institution  and  Massachusetts  Asylum  for 
the  Blind,  at  Boston,  is  superintended  by  a  body  of 
trustees  who  make  an  annual  report  to  the  corporation. 
The  indigent  blind  of  that  State  are  admitted  gratuitously. 
Those  from  the  adjoining  State  of  Connecticut,  or  from 
the  States  of  Maine,  Vermont,  or  New  Hampshire,  are 
admitted  by  a  warrant  from  the  State  to  which  they 
respectively  belong ;  or,  failing  that,  must  find  security 
among  their  friends,  for  the  payment  of  about  twenty 
pounds  English  for  their  first  year's  board  and  instruction, 
and  ten  for  the  second.  "  After  the  first  year,"  say  the 
trustees,  "  an  account  current  will  be  opened  with  each 
pupil ;  he  will  be  charged  with  the  actual  cost  of  his 
board,  which  will  not  exceed  two  dollars  per  week;"  a 
trifle  more  than  eight  shillings  English ;  "  and  he  will  be 
credited  with  the  amount  paid  for  him  by  the  State,  or 
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by  his  friends  ;  also  with  his  earnings  over  and  above  the 
cost  of  the  stock  which  he  uses  ;  so  that  all  his  earnings 
over  one  dollar  per  week  will  be  his  own.  By  the  third 
year  it  will  be  known  whether  his  earnings  will  more 
than  pay  the  actual  cost  of  his  board  ;  if  they  should,  he 
will  have  it  at  his  option  to  remain  and  receive  his  earn- 
ings, or  not.  Those  who  prove  unable  to  earn  their  own 
livelihood  will  not  be  retained ;  as  it  13  not  desirable  to 
convert  the  establishment  into  an  almshouse,  or  to  retain 
any  but  working  bees  in  the  hive.  Those  who  by  physi- 
cal or  mental  imbecility  are  disqualified  from  work,  are 
thereby  disqualified  from  being  members  of  an  industrious 
community ;  and  they  can  be  better  provided  for  in 
establishments  fitted  for  the  infirm." 

I  went  to  see  this  place  one  very  fine  winter  morning; 
an  Italian  sky  above,  and  the  air  so  clear  and  bright  on 
every  side,  that  even  my  eyes,  which  are  none  of  the  best, 
could  follow  the  minute  lines  and  scraps  of  tracery  in 
distant  buildings.  Like  most  other  public  institutions  in 
America,  of  the  same  class,  it  stands  a  mile  or  two  without 
the  town,  in  a  cheerful  healthy  spot ;  and  is  an  airy,  spa- 
cious, handsome  edifice.  It  is  built  upon  a  height  com- 
manding the  harbor.  When  I  paused  for  a  moment  at 
the  door,  and  marked  how  fresh  and  free  the  whole  scene 
■was — what  sparkling  bubbles  glanced  upon  the  waves,  and 
welled  up  every  moment  to  the  surface,  as  though  the 
world  below,  like  that  above,  were  radiant  with  the  bright 
day,  and  gushing  over  in  its  fulness  of  light :  when  I 
gazed  from  sail  to  sail  away  upon  a  ship  at  sea,  a  tiny 
speck  of  shining  white,  the  only  cloud  upon  the  still,  deep, 
distant  blue — and,  turning,  saw  a  blind  boy  with  his 
sightless  face  addressed  that  way,  as  though  he  too  had 
some  sense  within  him  of  the  glorious  distance :  I  felt  a 
kind  of  sorrow  that  the  place  should  be  so  very  light,  and 
a  strange  wish  that  for  his  sake  it  were  darker.  It  was 
but  momentary,  of  course,  and  a  mere  fancy,  but  I  felt  it 
keenly  for  all  that. 

The  children  were  at  their  daily  tasks  in  different  rooms, 
except  a  few  who  were  already  dismissed,  and  were  at 
play.  Here,  as  in  many  institutions,  no  uniform  is  worn  ; 
and  I  was  very  glad  of  it  for  two  reasons.  Firstly,  be- 
cause I  am  sure  that  nothing  but  senseless  custom  and 
want  of  thought  would  reconcile  us  to  the  liveries  and 
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badges  we  are  so  Eond  of  at  home.  Secondly,  because  the 
absence  of  these  things  presents  each  child  to  the  visitor 
in  his  or  her  own  proper  character,  with  its  individuality 
unimpaired;  not  lost  in  a  dull,  ugly,  monotonous  repeti- 
tion of  the  same  unmeaning  garb :  which  is  really  an  im- 
portant consideration.  The  wisdom  of  encouraging  a 
little  harmless  pride  in  personal  appearance  even  among 
the  blind,  or  tlu^  whimsical  absurdity  of  considering 
charity  and  leather  breeches  inseparable  companions,  as 
we  do,  requires  no  comment. 

Good  order,  cleanliness,  and  comfort,  pervaded  every 
corner  of  the  building.  The  various  classes,  who  were 
gathered  round  their  teachers,  answered  the  questions 
put  to  them  with  readiness  and  intelligence,  and  in  a 
spirit  of  cheerful  contest  for  precedence  which  pleased 
me  very  much.  Those  who  were  at  play,  were  gleesome 
and  noisy  as  other  children.  More  spiritual  and  affec- 
tionate friendships  appeared  to  exist  among  them,  than 
would  be  found  among  other  young  persons  suffering 
under  no  deprivation  ;  but  this  I  expected  and  was  pre- 
pared to  find.  It  is  a  part  of  the  great  scheme  of  Heaven's 
merciful  consideration  for  the  afflicted. 

In  a  portion  of  the  building,  set  apart  for  that  purpose, 
are  workshops  for  blind  persons  whose  education  is 
finished,  and  who  have  acquired  a  trade,  but  who  cannot 
pursue  it  in  an  ordinary  manufactory  because  of  their 
deprivation.  Several  people  were  at  work  here;  making 
brushes,  mattresses,  and  so  forth ;  and  the  cheerfulness, 
industry,  and  good  order  discernible  in  every  other  part  of 
the  building,  extended  to  this  department  also. 

On  the  ringing  of  a  bell,  the  pupils  all  repaired,  without 
any  guide  or  leader,  to  a  spacious  music-hall,  where  they 
took  their  seats  in  an  orchestra  erected  for  that  purpose, 
and  listened  with  manifest  delight  to  a  voluntary  on  the 
organ,  played  by  one  of  themselves.  At  its  conclusion, 
the  performer,  a  boy  of  nineteen  or  twenty,  gave  place  to 
a  girl;  and  to  her  accompaniment  they  all  sang  a  hymn, 
and  afterward  a  sort  of  chorus.  It  was  very  sad  to  look 
upon,  and  hear  them,  happy  though  their  condition  un- 
questionably was;  and  I  saw  that  one  blind  girl,  who 
(being  hi  the  time  deprived  of  the  use  of  her  limbs,  by 
illness)  sat  close  beside  me  with  her  face  towards  them, 
wept  silently  the  while  she  listened. 
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It  is  strange  to  watch  the  faces  of  the  blind,  and  see 
how  free  they  are  from  all  concealment  of  what  is  passing 
in  their  thoughts  ;  observing  which,  a  man  with  eyes  may 
blush  to  contemplate  the  mask  he  wears.  Allowing  for 
one  shade  of  anxious  expression  which  is  never  absent 
from  their  countenances,  and  the  like  of  which  we  may 
readily  detect  in  our  own  faces  if  we  try  to  feel  our  way 
in  the  dark,  every  idea,  as  it  rises  within  them,  is  expressed 
with  the  lightning's  speed  and  nature's  truth.  If  the 
company  at  a  rout,  or  drawing-room  at  Court,  could  only 
for  one  time  he  as  unconscious  of  the  eyes  upon  them  as 
blind  men  and  women  are,  what  secrets  would  come  out, 
and  what  a  worker  of  hypocrisy  this  sight,  the  loss  of 
which  we  so  much  pity,  would  appear  to  he ! 

The  thought  occurred  to  me  as  I  sat  down  in  another 
room,  before  a  girl,  blind,  deaf,  and  dumb;  destitute  of 
smell ;  and  nearly  so,  of  taste :  before  a  fair  young  creat- 
ure with  every  human  faculty,  and  hope,  and  power  of 
goodness  and  affection,  inclosed  within  her  delicate  frame, 
and  but  one  outward  sense — the  sense  of  touch.  There 
she  was,  before  me;  built  up,  as  it  were,  in  a  marble  cell, 
impervious  to  any  ray  of  light,  or  particle  of  sound ;  with 
her  poor  white  hand  peeping  through  a  chink  in  the  wall, 
beckoning  to  some  good  man  for  help,  that  an  immortal 
soul  might  be  awakened. 

Long  before  I  looked  upon  her,  the  help  had  come. 
Her  face  was  radiant  with  intelligence  and  pleasure. 
Her  hair,  braided  by  her  own  hands,  was  bound  about  a 
head,  whose  intellectual  capacity  and  development  were 
beautifully  expressed  in  i'.s  graceful  outline,  and  its  broad 
open  brow;  her  dress,  arranged  by  herself,  was  a  pattern 
of  neatness  and  simplicity;  the  work  she  had  knitted, 
lay  beside  her;  her  writing-hook  was  on  the  desk  she 
leaned  upon. — From  the  mournful  ruin  of  such  bereave- 
ment, there  had  slowly  risen  up  this  gentle,  tender,  guile- 
less, grateful-hearted  being. 

Like  other  inmates  of  that  house,  she  had  a  green 
ribbon  bound  round  her  eyelids.  A  doll  she  had  dressed 
lay  near  upon  the  ground.  I  took  it  up,  and  sawthatshe 
had  made  a  green  fillet  such  as  she  wore  herself,  and 
fastened  it  about  its  mimic  eyes. 

She  was  seated  in  a  little  enclosure,  made  by  school-desks 
and  forms,  writing  her  daily  journal.     But  soon  finishing 
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tliis  pursuit,  she  engaged  in  an  animated  communication 
with  a  teacher  who  sal  inside  her.  This  was  a  favorite 
mistress  with  the  poor  pupil.  If  she  could  see  the  face 
of  her  fair  instructress,  she  would  not  love  her  less,  I  am 
sure. 

1  have  extracted  a  few  disjointed  fragments  of  her 
history,  from  an  account,  written  by  that  one  man  who 
has  made  her  what  she  is.  It  is  a  very  beautiful  and 
touching  narrative;  and  I  wish  I  could  present  it  entire. 

Her  name  is  Laura  Bridgman.  "She  was  horn  in 
Hanover,  New  Hampshire,  on  the  twenty-first  day  of 
December,  1829.  She  is  described  as  having  been  a  very 
sprightly  and  pretty  infant,  with  bright  blue  eyes.  She 
was,  however,  so  puny  and  feeble  until  she  was  a  year 
and  a  half  old,  that  her  parents  hardly  hoped  to  rear 
her.  She  was  subject  to  severe  fits,  which  seemed  to 
rack  her  frame  almost  beyond  her  power  of  endurance: 
and  life  was  held  by  the  feeblest  tenure :  but  when  a 
year  and  a  half  old,  she  seemed  to  rally ;  the  dangerous 
symptoms  subsided ;  and,  at  twenty  months  old,  she  was 
perfectly  well. 

"  Then  her  mental  powers,  hitherto  stinted  in  their 
growth,  rapidly  developed  themselves  ;  and  during  the 
four  months  of  health  which  she  enjoyed,  she  appears 
(making  due  allowance  for  a  fond  mother's  account)  to 
have  displayed  a  considerable  degree  of  intelligence. 

"  But  suddenly  she  sickened  again  ;  her  disease  raged 
with  great  violence  during  five  weeks,  when  her  eyes  and 
ears  were  inflamed,  suppurated,  and  their  contents  were 
discharged.  But  though  sight  and  hearing  were  gone 
forever,  the  poor  child's  sufferings  were  not  ended. 
The  fever  raged  during  seven  weeks  ;  for  five  months 
she  was  kept  in  bed  in  a  darkened  room  ;  it  was  a  year 
before  she  could  walk  unsupported,  and  two  years  be- 
fore she  could  sit  up  all  day.  It  was  now  observed  that 
her  sense  of  smell  was  almost  entirely  destroyed ;  and, 
consequently,  that  her  taste  was  much  blunted. 

"  It  was  not  until  four  years  of  age  that  the  poor  child's 
bodily  health  seemed  restored,  and  she  was  able  to  enter 
upon  her  apprenticeship  of  life  and  the  world. 

"But  what  a  situation  was  hers!  The  darkness  and 
the  silence  of  the  tomb  were  around  her:  no  mother's 
smile  called  forth  her  answering  smile,  no  father's  voice 
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taught  her  to  imitate  his  sounds: — they,  brothers  and 
sisters,  were  but  forms  of  matter  which  resisted  her 
touch,  but  which  differed  not  from  the  furniture  of  the 
house,  save  in  warmth,  and  in  the  power  of  locomotion: 
and  not  even  in  these  respects  from  the  dog  and  the  cat. 

"  But  the  immortal  spirit  which  had  been  implanted 
within  her  could  not  die,  nor  be  maimed  nor  mutilated ; 
and  though  most  of  its  avenues  of  communication  with 
the  world  were  cut  off,  it  began  to  manifest  itself  through 
the  others.  As  soon  as  she  could  walk,  she  began  to  ex- 
plore the  room,  and  then  the  house  ;  she  became  familiar 
with  the  form,  density,  weight,  and  heat,  of  every 
article  she  could  lay  her  hands  upon.  She  followed  her 
mother,  and  felt  her  hands  and  arms,  as  she  was  occupied 
about  the  house ;  and  her  disposition  to  imitate,  led  her 
to  repeat  everything  herself.  She  even  learned  to  sew  a 
little,  and  to  knit." 

The  reader  will  scarcely  need  to  be  told,  however,  that 
the  opportunities  of  communicating  with  her,  were  very, 
very  limited ;  and  that  the  moral  effects  of  her  wretched 
state  soon  began  to  appear.  Those  who  cannot  be  en- 
lightened by  reason,  can  only  be  controlled  by  force ;  and 
this,  coupled  with  her  great  privations,  must  soon  have 
reduced  her  to  a  worse  condition  than  that  of  the  beasts 
that  perish,  but  for  timely  and  unhoped-for  aid. 

"  At  this  time,  I  was  so  fortunate  as  to  hear  of  the 
child,  and  immediately  hastened  to  Hanover  to  see  her. 
I  found  her  with  a  well-formed  figure;  a  strongly- 
marked,  nervous-sanguine  temperament ;  a  large  and  beau- 
tifully-shaped head :  and  the  whole  system  in  healthy 
action.  The  parents  were  easily  induced  to  consent  to 
her  coming  to  Boston,  and  on  the  4th  of  October,  1837, 
they  brought  her  to  the  Institution. 

"  For  a  while,  she  was  much  bewildered ;  and  after 
waiting  about  two  weeks,  until  she  became  acquainted 
with  her  new  locality,  and  somewhat  familiar  with  the 
inmates,  the  attempt  was  made  to  give  her  knowledge  of 
arbitrary  signs,  by  which  she  could  interchange  thoughts 
with  others. 

"  There  was  one  of  two  ways  to  be  adopted  :  either  to 
go  on  to  build  up  a  language  of  signs  on  the  basis  of  the 
natural  language  which  she  had  already  commenced  her- 
self, or  to  teach  her  the  purely  arbitrary  language  in  com- 
3 


:;i  AMERICA*   H0TE8. 

imm  use:  thai  is,  to  give  ber  a  sign  for  every  individual 
thing,  or  to  give  ber  a  knowledge  <>t'  letters  by  combination 
of  vvhich  she  migbl  express  her  idea  of  the  existence,  and 
the  mode  and  condition  of  existence,  of  any  tiling.  The 
former  would  have  been  easy,  but  very  ineffectual ;  the 
latter  seemed  very  difficult,  but,  if  accomplished,  very 
effectual.     I  determined  therefore  to  try  the  latter. 

"The  first  experiments  were  made  by  taking  articles  in 
common  use,  such  as  knives,  forks,  spoons,  keys,  etc.,  and 
pasting  upon  them  labels  with  their  names  printed  in 
raised  letters.  These  she  felt  very  carefully,  and  soon,  of 
course,  distinguished  that  the  crooked  lines  spoon, 
differed  as  much  from  the  crooked  lines  key,  as  the  spoon 
di  tie  red  from  the  key  in  form. 

"Then  small  detached  labels,  with  the  same  words 
printed  upon  them,  were  put  into  her  hands  ;  and  she  soon 
observed  that  they  were  similar  to  the  ones  pasted  on  the 
articles.  She  showed  her  perception  of  this  similarity 
by  laying  the  label  key  upon  the  key,  and  the  label 
sp  o  o  n  upon  the  spoon.  She  was  encouraged  here  by  the 
natural  sign  of  approbation,  patting  on  the  head. 

"The  same  process  was  then  repeated  with  all  the  arti- 
cles which  she  could  handle ;  and  she  very  easily  learned 
to  place  the  proper  labels  upon  them.  It  was  evident, 
however,  that  the  only  intellectual  exercise  was  that  of 
imitation  and  memory.  She  recollected  that  the  label 
b  oo  k  was  placed  upon  a  book,  and  she  repeated  the  pro- 
cess first  from  imitation,  next  from  memory,  with  only 
the  motive  of  love  of  approbation,  but  apparently  without 
the  intellectual  perception  of  any  relation  between  the 
things. 

"  After  a  while,  instead  of  labels,  the  individual  letters 
were  given  to  her  on  detached  bits  of  paper:  they  were 
arranged  side  by  side  so  as  to  spell  boo  k,  k  e  y,  etc. ;  then 
they  were  mixed  up  in  a  heap  and  a  sign  was  made  for 
her  to  arrange  them  herself,  so  as  to  express  the  words 
book,  key,  etc. ;  and  she  did  so. 

"Hitherto,  the  process  had  been  mechanical,  and  the 
success  about  as  great  as  teaching  a  very  knowing  dog  a 
variety  of  tricks.  The  poor  child  had  sat  in  mute  amaze- 
ment, and  patiently  imitated  everything  her  teacher  did  ; 
but  now  the  truth  began  to  flash  upon  her:  her  intellect 
began  to  work :   she  perceived  that  here  was  a  way  by 
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which  she  could  herself  make  up  a  sign  of  anything  thu'j 
was  in  her  own  mind,  and  show  it  to  another  mind  ;  and 
at  once  her  countenance  lighted  up  with  a  human  expres- 
sion :  it  was  no  longer  a  dog,  or  parrot :  it  was  an  in;- 
mortal  spirit,  eagerly  seizing  upon  a  new  link  of  union 
with  other  spirits  !  I  could  almost  fix  upon  the  moment 
when  this  truth  dawned  upon  her  mind,  and  spread  its 
Tight  to  her  countenance;  I  saw  that  the  great  obstacle 
was  overcome ;  and  that  henceforward  nothing  but  patient 
and  persevering,  but  plain  and  straightforward,  efforts 
were  to  be  used. 

"  The  result  thus  far,  is  quickly  related,  and  easily  con- 
ceived ;  but  not  so  was  the  process ;  for  many  weeks  of 
apparently  unprofitable  labor  were  passed  before  it  was 
effected. 

"  When  it  was  said  above,  that  a  sign  was  made,  it  was 
intended  to  say,  that  the  action  was  performed  by  her 
teacher,  she  feeling  his  hands,  and  then  imitating  the 
motion. 

"  The  next  step  was  to  procure  a  set  of  metal  types,  with 
the  different  letters  of  the  alphabet  cast  upon  their  ends ; 
also  a  board,  in  which  were  square  holes,  into  which  holes 
she  could  set  the  types ;  so  that  the  letters  on  their  ends 
could  alone  be  felt  above  the  surface. 

"  Then,  on  any  article  being  handed  to  her,  for  instance 
a  pencil,  or  a  watch,  she  would  select  the  component 
letters,  and  arrange  them  on  her  board,  and  read  them 
with  apparent  pleasure. 

"She  was  exercised  for  several  weeks  in  this  way,  until 
her  vocabulary  became  extensive  ;  and  then  the  important 
step  was  taken  of  teaching  her  how  to  represent  the 
different  letters  by  the  position  of  her  fingers,  instead  of 
the  cumbrous  apparatus  of  the  board  and  types.  She 
accomplished  this  speedily  and  easily,  for  her  intellect 
had  begun  to  work  in  aid  of  her  teacher,  and  her  progress 
was  rapid. 

"This  was  the  period,  about  three  months  after  she  had 
commenced,  that  the  first  report  of  her  case  was  made, 
in  which  it  is  stated  that  '  she  has  just  learned  the  manual 
alphabet,  as  used  by  the  deaf  mutes,  and  it  is  a  subject  of 
delight  and  wonder  to  see  how  rapidly,  correctly,  and 
eagerly,  she  goes  on  with  her  labors.  Her  teacher  gives 
her  a  new  object,  for  instance,  a  pencil,  first  lets  her  ex- 
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amine  it,  and  get  an  idea  of  its  use,  then  teaches  her  lmw 
bo  spell  it  by  making  the  signs  for  the  letters  with  her 
own  fingers:  the  child  grasps  her  hand,  and  feels  her 
ringers,  as  the  different  letters  are  formed;  she  turns 
her  head  a  little  on  one  side,  like  a  person  listening 
closely  ;  her  lips  are  apart;  she  seems  scarcely  to  breathe  ; 
and  her  countenance,  at  first  anxious,  gradually  changes 
to  a  smile,  as  she  comprehends  the  lesson.  She  then  holds 
up  her  tiny  fingers,  and  spells  the  word  in  the  manual 
alphabet;  next,  she  takes  her  types  and  arranges  her 
letters  ;and  last,  to  make  sure  that  she  is  right,  she  takes 
the  whole  of  the  types  composing  the  word,  and  places 
them  upon  or  in  contact  with  the  pencil,  or  whatever  the 
object  may  be.' 

"  The  whole  of  the  succeeding  year  was  passed  in 
gratifying  her  eager  inquiries  for  the  names  of  every 
object  which  she  could  possibly  handle  ;  in  exercising  her 
in  the  use  of  the  manual  alphabet ;  in  extending  in  every 
possible  way  her  knowledge  of  the  physical  relations  of 
things ;  and  in  proper  care  of  her  health. 

"At  the  end  of  the  year,  a  report  of  her  case  was  made, 
from  which  the  following  is  an  extract. 

" '  It  has  been  ascertained  beyond  the  possibility  of 
doubt,  that  she  cannot  see  a  ray  of  light,  cannot  hear  the 
least  sound,  and  never  exercises  her  sense  of  smell,  if  she 
have  any.  Thus  her  mind  dwells  in  darkness  and  still- 
ness, as  profound  as  that  of  a  closed  tomb  at  midnight. 
Of  beautiful  sights,  and  sweet  sounds,  and  pleasant 
odors,  she  has  no  conception ;  nevertheless,  she  seems 
as  happy  and  playful  as  a  bird  or  a  lamb  ;  and  the  employ- 
ment of  her  intellectual  faculties,  or  the  acquirement  of  a 
new  idea,  gives  her  a  vivid  pleasure,  which  is  plainly 
marked  in  her  expressive  features.  She  never  seems  to 
repine,  but  has  all  the  buoyancy  and  gayety  of  childhood. 
She  is  fond  of  fun  and  frolic,  and  when  playing  with  the 
rest  of  the  children,  her  shrill  laugh  sounds  loudest  of 
the  group. 

" '  When  left  alone,  she  seems  very  happy  if  she  have 
her  knitting  or  sewing,  and  will  busy  herself  for  hours  : 
if  she  have  no  occupation,  she  evidently  amuses  herself 
by  imaginary  dialogues,  or  by  recalling  past  impressions ; 
she  counts  with  her  fingers,  or  spells  out  names  of  things 
which  she  has  recently  learned,  in  the  manual  alphabet 
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of  the  deaf  mutes.  In  this  lonely  self-communion  she 
seems  to  reason,  reflect,  and  argue ;  if  she  spell  a  word 
wrong  with  the  fingers  of  her  right  hand,  she  instantly 
strikes  it  with  her  left,  as  her  teacher  does,  in  sign  of 
disapprobation  ;  if  right,  then  she  pats  herself  upon  the 
head,  and  looks  pleased.  She  sometimes  purposely  spells 
a  word  wrong  with  the  left  hand,  looks  roguish  for  a 
moment  and  laughs,  and  then  with  the  right  hand  strikes 
the  left,  as  if  to  correct  it. 

" '  During  the  year  she  has  attained  great  dexterity  in 
the  use  of  the  manual  alphabet  of  the  deaf  mutes ;  and 
she  spells  out  the  words  and  sentences  which  she  knows, 
so  fast  and  so  deftly,  that  only  those  accustomed  to  this 
language  can  follow  with  the  eye  the  rapid  motions  of 
her  fingers. 

'"But  wonderful  as  is  the  rapidity  with  which  she 
writes  her  thoughts  upon  the  air,  still  more  so  is  the  ease 
and  accuracy  with  which  she  reads  the  words  thus  writ- 
ten by  another ;  grasping  their  hands  in  hers,  and  follow- 
ing every  movement  of  their  fingers,  as  letter  after  letter 
conveys  their  meaning  to  her  mind.  It  is  in  this  way 
that  she  converses  with  her  blind  playmates,  and  nothing 
can  more  forcibly  show  the  power  of  mind  in  forcing 
matter  to  its  purpose,  than  a  meeting  between  them. 
For  if  great  talent  and  skill  are  necessary  for  two  pan- 
tomimes to  paint  their  thoughts  and  feelings  by  the 
movements  of  the  body,  and  the  expression  of  the 
countenance,  how  much  greater  the  difficulty  when 
darkness  shrouds  them  both,  and  the  one  can  hear  no 
sound ! 

" '  When  Laura  is  walking  through  a  passage-way, 
with  her  hands  spread  before  her,  she  knows  instantly 
every  one  she  meets,  and  passes  them  with  a  sign  of 
recognition ;  but  if  it  be  a  girl  of  her  own  age,  and  es- 
pecially if  it  be  one  of  her  favorites,  there  is  instantly  a 
bright  smile  of  recognition,  and  a  twining  of  arms,  a 
grasping  of  hands,  and  a  swift  telegraphing  upon  the 
tiny  fingers;  whose  rapid  evolutions  convey  the  thoughts 
and  feelings  from  the  outposts  of  one  mind  to  those  of 
the  other.  There  are  questions  and  answers,  exchanges 
of  joy  or  sorrow,  there  are  kissings  and  partings,  just  as 
between  little  children  with  all  their  senses.' 

"  During  this  year,  and  six  months  after  she  had  left 
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home,  her  mother  came  to  visit  her,  ;uid  the  scene  of 
their  meeting  was  an  interesting  one. 

"The  mother  stood  some  time,  gazing  with  overflowing 
eyes  upon  her  unfortunate  child,  who,  all  unconscious  of 
her  presence,  was  playing  about  the  room.  Presently 
Laura  ran  against  her,  and  at  once  began  feeling  her 
hands,  examining  her  dress,  and  trying  to  find  out  if  she 
knew  her;  hut  not  succeeding  in  this,  she  turned  away 
as  from  a  stranger,  and  the  poor  woman  could  not  con- 
ceal the  pant;-  she  felt,  at  finding  that  her  beloved  child 
did  not  know  her. 

"  She  then  gave  Laura  a  string  of  beads  which  she  used 
to  wear  at  home,  which  were  recognized  by  the  child  at 
once,  who,  with  much  joy,  put  them  around  her  neck, 
and  sought  me  eagerly  to  say  she  understood  the  string 
was  from  her  home. 

"The  mother  now  tried  to  caress  her,  but  poor  Laura 
repelled  her,  preferring  to  be  with  her  acquaintances. 

"Another  article  from  home  was.  now  given  her,  and 
she  began  to  look  much  interested;  she  examined  the 
stranger  much  closer,  and  gave  me  to  understand  that  she 
knew  she  came  from  Hanover;  she  even  endured  her 
caresses,  but  would  leave  her  with  indifference  at  the 
slightest  signal.  The  distress  of  the  mother  was  now 
painful  to  behold;  for,  although  she  had  feared  that  she 
should  not  be  recognized,  the  painful  reality  of  being 
treated  with  cold  indifference  by  a  darling  child,  was  too 
much  for  woman's  nature  to  bear. 

"  After  a  while,  on  the  mother  taking  hold  of  her  again, 
a  vague  idea  seemed  to  flit  across  Laura's  mind,  that  this 
could  not  be  a  stranger;  she  therefore  felt  her  hand  very 
eagerly,  while  her  countenance  assumed  an  expression  of 
intense  interest ;  she  became  very  pale ;  and  then  suddenly 
red;  hope  seemed  struggling  with  doubt  and  anxiety,  and 
never  were  contending  emotions  more  strongly  painted 
upon  the  human  face :  at  this  moment  of  painful  uncer- 
tainty, the  mother  drew  her  close  to  her  side,  and  kissed 
her  fondly,  when  at  once  the  truth  flashed  upon  the  child, 
and  all  mistrust  and  anxiety  disappeared  from  her  face, 
as  with  an  expression  of  exceeding  joy  she  eagerly  nestled 
to  the  bosom  of  her  parent,  and  yielded  herself  to  her 
fond  embraces. 

"  After  this,  the  beads  were  all  unheeded ;  the  play 
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things  which  were  offered  to  her  were  utterly  disregarded ; 
her  playmates,  for  whom  but  a  moment  before  she  gladly 
left  the  stranger,  now  vainly  strove  to  pull  her  from  her 
mother;  and  though  she  yielded  her  usual  instantaneous 
obedience  to  my  signal  to  follow  me,  it  was  evidently 
with  painful  reluctance.  She  clung  close  to  me,  as  if 
bewildered  and  fearful ;  and  when,  after  a  moment  I  took 
her  to  her  mother,  she  sprang  to  her  arms,  and  clung  to 
her  with  eager  joy. 

"  The  subsequent  parting  between  them,  showed  alike 
the  affection,  the  intelligence,  and  the  resolution  of  the 
child. 

"  Laura  accompanied  her  mother  to  the  door,  clinging 
close  to  her  all  the  way,  until  they  arrived  at  the  thresh- 
old, where  she  paused,  and  felt  around,  to  ascertain  who 
was  near  her.  Perceiving  the  matron,  of  whom  she  is 
very  fond,  she  grasped  her  with  one  hand,  holding  on 
convulsively  to  her  mother  with  the  other;  and  thus  she 
stood  for  a  moment:  then  she  dropped  her  mother's 
hand;  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes;  and  turning 
round,  clung  sobbing  to  the  matron ;  while  her  mother 
departed,  with  emotions  as  deep  as  those  of  her  child. 

We  *r&  tp  .'  tP  tI? 

"  It  has  been  remarked  in  former  reports,  that  she  can 
distinguish  different  degrees  of  intellect  in  others,  and 
that  she  soon  regarded,  almost  with  contempt,  a  new- 
comer, when,  after  a  few  days,  she  discovered  her  weak- 
ness of  mind.  This  unamiable  part  of  her  character  has 
been  more  strongly  developed  during  the  past  year. 

"  She  chooses  for  her  friends  and  companions,  those 
children  who  are  intelligent,  and  can  talk  best  with  her; 
and  she  evidently  dislikes  to  be  with  those  who  are 
deficient  in  intellect,  unless,  indeed,  she  can  make  them 
serve  her  purposes,  which  she  is  evidently  inclined  to  do. 
She  takes  advantage  of  them,  and  makes  them  wait  upon 
her,  in  a  manner  that  she  knows  she  could  not  exact  of 
others;  and  in  various  ways  she  shows  her  Saxon  blood. 

"  She  is  fond  of  having  other  children  noticed  and 
caressed  by  the  teachers,  and  those  whom  she  respects ; 
but  this  must  not  be  carried  too  far,  or  she  becomes 
jealous.  She  wants  to  have  her  share,  which,  if  not  the 
lion's,  is  the  greater  part ;  and  if  she  does  not  get  it,  she 
says,  '•My  mother  trill  love  me? 
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"  Her  tendency  to  Imitation  is  so  strong,  that  it  leads 
her  to  actions  which  must  be  entirely  incomprehensible 

to  her,  and  which  can  give  her  no  Other  pleasure  than  the 

gratification  of  an  internal  faculty,  she  has  been  known 
to  sit  Cor  half  an  hour,  holding  a  book  before  her  sightless 

eves,  and  moving  her  lips,  as  she  has  observed  seeing 
people  do  when  reading. 

"  She  one  day  pretended  that  her  doll  was  sick ;  and 
went  through  all  the  motions  of  lending  it,  and  giving  it 
medicine;  she  then  put  it  carefully  to  bed,  and  placed  a 
bottle  of  hot  water  to  its  feet,  laughing  all  the  time  most 
heartily.  When  I  came  home,  she  insisted  upon  my 
going  to  see  it,  and  feel  its  pulse;  and  when  I  told  her  to 
put  a  blister  on  its  back,  she  seemed  to  enjoy  it  amazingly, 
and  almost  screamed  with  delight. 

"  Her  social  feelings,  and  her  affections,  are  very 
strong ;  and  when  she  is  sitting  at  work,  or  at  her  studies, 
by  the  side  of  one  of  her  little  friends,  she  will  break  off 
from  her  task  every  few  moments,  to  hug  and  kiss  them 
with  an  earnestness  and  warmth  that  is  touching  to 
behold. 

"  When  left  alone,  she  occupies  and  apparently  amuses 
herself,  and  seems  quite  contented;  and  so  strong  seems 
to  be  the  natural  tendency  of  thought  to  put  on  the  garb 
of  language,  that  she  often  soliloquizes  in  the  finger 
language,  slow  and  tedious  as  it  is.  But  it  is  only  when 
alone,  that  she  is  quiet :  for  if  she  becomes  sensible  of  the 
presence  of  any  one  near  her,  she  is  restless  until  she  can 
sit  close  beside  them,  hold  their  hand,  and  converse  with 
them  by  signs. 

"  In  her  intellectual  character  it  is  pleasing  to  observe 
an  insatiable  thirst  for  knowledge,  and  a  quick  perception 
of  the  relations  of  things.  In  her  moral  character,  it  is 
beautiful  to  behold  her  continual  gladness,  her  keen 
enjoyment  of  existence,  her  expansive  love,  her  unhesitat- 
ing confidence,  her  sympathy  with  suffering,  her  con- 
scientiousness, truthfulness,  and  hopefulness." 

Such  are  a  few  fragments  from  the  simple  but  most 
interesting  and  instructive  history  of  Laura  Bridgman. 
The  name  of  her  great  benefactor  and  friend,  who  writes 
it,  is  Doctor  Howe.  There  are  not  many  persons,  I  hope 
and  believe,  who,  after  reading  these  passages,  can  ever 
hear  that  name  with  indifference. 
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A  further  account  has  heen  published  by  Dr.  Howe,  since 
the  report  from  which  I  have  just  quoted.  It  describes 
her  rapid  mental  growth  and  improvement  during  twelve 
months  more,  and  brings  her  little  history  down  to  the  end 
of  last  year.  It  is  very  remarkable,  that  as  we  dream  in 
words,  and  carry  on  imaginary  conversations,  in  which 
we  speak  both  for  ourselves  and  for  the  shadows  who 
appear  to  us  in  those  visions  of  the  night,  so  she,  having 
no  words,  uses  her  finger  alphabet  in  her  sleep.  And  it 
has  been  ascertained  that  when  her  slumber  is  broken, 
and  is  much  disturbed  by  dreams,  she  expresses  her 
thoughts  in  an  irregular  and  confused  manner  on  her 
fingers  :  just  as  we  should  murmur  and  mutter  them 
indistinctly,  in  the  like  circumstances. 

I  turned  over  the  leaves  of  her  Diary,  and  found  it 
written  in  a  fair  legible  square  hand,  and  expressed  in 
terms  which  were  quite  intelligible  without  any  explana- 
tion. On  my  saying  that  I  should  like  to  see  her  write 
again,  the  teacher  who  sat  beside  her,  bade  her,  in  their 
language,  sign  her  name  upon  a  slip  of  paper,  twice  or 
thrice.  In  doing  so,  I  observed  that  she  kept  her  left 
hand  always  touching,  and  following  up  the  right  in 
which,  of  course,  she  held  her  pen.  No  line  was  indicated 
by  any  contrivance,  but  she  wrote  straight  and  freely. 

She  had,  until  now,  been  quite  unconscious  of  the 
presence  of  visitors  ;  but,  having  her  hand  placed  in  that 
of  the  gentleman  who  accompanied  me,  she  immediately 
expressed  his  name  upon  her  teacher's  palm.  Indeed  her 
sense  of  touch  is  now  so  exquisite,  that  having  been  ac- 
quainted with  a  person  once,  she  can  recognize  him  oi- 
lier after  almost  any  interval.  This  gentleman  had  been 
in  her  company,  I  believe,  but  very  seldom,  and  certainly 
had  not  seen  her  for  many  months.  My  hand  she  re- 
jected at  once,  as  she  does  that  of  any  man  who  is  a 
stranger  to  her.  But  she  retained  my  wife's  with  evident 
pleasure,  kissed  her,  and  examined  her  dress  with  a  girl's 
curiosity  and  interest. 

She  was  merry  and  cheerful,  and  showed  much  in- 
nocent playfulness  in  her  intercourse  with  her  teacher. 
Her  delight  on  recognizing  a  favorite  playfellow  and  com- 
panion— herself  a  blind  girl — who  silently,  and  with  an 
equal  enjoyment  of  the  coming  surprise,  took  a  seat 
beside  her,  was  beautiful  to  witness.     It  elicited  from  he* 
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af  first,  as  other  Blight  circumstances  did  twice  or  thrice 
d  living  my  visit,  an  uncouth  noise  which  was  rather  pain- 
ful to  hear.  But  on  her  teacher  touching  her  lips,  she 
immediately  desisted,  and  embraced  her  laughingly  and 
affectionately. 

I  had  previously  been  into  another  chamber,  where  a 
number  of  blind  boys  were  swinging,  and  climbing,  and 
engaged  in  various  sports.  They  all  clamored,  as  we 
entered,  to  the  assistant-master,  who  accompanied  us, 
"  Look  at  me,  Mr.  Hart !  Please,  Mr.  Hart,  look  at  me  !  " 
evincing,  I  thought,  even  in  this,  an  anxiety  peculiar  to 
their  condition,  that  their  little  feats  of  agility  should  be 
seen.  Among  them  was  a  small  laughing  fellow  who 
stood  aloof,  entertaining  himself  with  a  gymnastic  exercise 
for  bringing  the  arms  and  chest  into  play  ;  which  he  en- 
joyed mightily  ;  especially  when,  in  thrusting  out  his 
right  arm,  he  brought  it  into  contact  with  another  boy. 
Like  Laura  Lridgman,  this  young  child  was  deaf,  and 
dumb,  and  blind. 

Dr.  Howe's  account  of  this  pupil's  first  instruction  is 
so  very  striking,  and  so  intimately  connected  with  Laura 
herself,  that  I  cannot  refrain  from  a  short  extract.  I  may 
premise  that  the  poor  boy's  name  is  Oliver  Caswell;  that 
he  is  thirteen  years  of  age  ;  and  that  he  was  in  full  pos- 
session of  all  his  faculties,  until  three  years  and  four 
months  old.  He  was  then  attacked  by  scarlet  fever;  in 
four  weeks  became  deaf;  in  a  few  weeks  more,  blind;  in 
six  months,  dumb.  He  showed  his  anxious  sense  of  this 
last  deprivation,  by  often  feeling  the  lips  of  other  persons 
when  they  were  talking,  and  then  putting  his  hand  upon 
his  own,  as  if  to  assure  himself  that  he  had  them  in  the 
right  position. 

"  His  thirst  for  knowledge,"  says  Dr.  Howe,  "  proclaimed 
itself  as  soon  as  he  entered  the  house,  by  his  eager  ex- 
amination of  every  thing  he  could  feel  or  smell  in  his  new 
location.  For  instance,  treading  upon  the  register  of  a 
furnace,  he  instantly  stooped  down,  and  began  to  feel  it, 
and  soon  discovered  the  way  in  which  the  upper  plate 
moved  upon  the  lower  one  ;  but  this  was  not  enough  for 
him,  so  lying  down  upon  his  face,  he  applied  his  tongue 
first  to  one,  then  to  the  other,  and  seemed  to  discover  that 
they  were  different  kinds  of  metal. 

"His  signs  were  expressive:  and  the  strictly  natural 


AMERICAN  NOTES.  43 

language,  laughing,  crying,  sighing,  kissing,  embracing, 
etc.,  was  perfect. 

"  Some  of  the  analogical  signs  which  (guided  by  his 
faculty  of  imitation)  he  had  contrived,  were  comprehen- 
sible ;  such  as  the  waving  motion  of  his  hand  for  the 
motion  of  a  boat,  the  circular  one  for  a  wheel,  etc. 

"  The  first  object  was  to  break  up  the  use  of  these  signs, 
and  to  substitute  for  them  the  use  of  purely  arbitrary 
ones. 

"  Profiting  by  the  experience  I  had  gained  in  the  other 
cases,  I  omitted  several  steps  of  the  process  before  em- 
ployed, and  commenced  at  once  with  the  ringer  language. 
Taking  therefore,  several  articles  having  short  names,  such 
as  key,  cup,  mug,  etc.,  and  with  Laura  for  an  auxiliary, 
I  sat  down,  and  taking  his  hand,  placed  it  upon  one  of 
them  and  then  with  my  own,  made  the  letters  hey.  He 
felt  my  hands  eagerly  with  both  of  his,  and  on  my  repeat- 
ing the  process,#he  evidently  tried  to  imitate  the  motions 
of  my  ringers,  "in  a  few  minutes  he  contrived  to  feel  the 
motions  of  my  ringers  with  one  hand,  and  holding  out  the 
other  he  tried  to  "imitate  them,  laughing  most  heartily 
when  he  succeeded.  Laura  was  by,  interested  even  to 
agitation;  and  the  two  presented  a  singular  sight:  her 
face  was  flushed  and  anxious,  and  her  fingers  twined  in 
among  ours  so  closely  as  to  follow  every  motion,  but  so 
lightly  as  not  to  embarrass  them  ;  while  Oliver  stood  at- 
tentive, his  head  a  little  aside,  his  face  turned  up,  his  left 
hand  grasping  mine,  and  his  right  held  out  :  at  every 
motion  of  my  fingers  his  countenance  betokened  keen  at- 
tention ;  there  was  an  expression  of  anxiety  as  he  tried  to 
imitate  the  motions  ;  then  a  smile  came  stealing  out  as  he 
thought  he  could  do  so,  and  spread  into  a  joyous  laugh 
the  moment  he  succeeded,  and  felt  me  pat  his  head,  and 
Laura  clap  him  heartily  upon  the  back,  and  jump  up  and 
down  in  her  joy. 

"  He  learned  more  than  a  half-dozen  letters  in  half  an 
hour,  and  seemed  delighted  with  his  success,  at  least  in 
gaining  approbation.  His  attention  then  began  to  flag, 
and  I  commenced  playing  with  him.  It  was  evident  that 
in  all  this  he  had  merely  been  imitating  the  motions  of 
my  fingers,  and  placing  his  hand  upon  the  key,  cup,  etc., 
as  part  of  the  process,  without  any  perception  of  the 
relation  between  the  sign  and  the  object. 
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••  When  lie  was  tired  with  play  I  took  him  back  to  the 
table,  and  he  was  quite  ready  to  begin  again  his  process 
of  imitation.  He  Boon  learned  to  make  the  letters  for 
key,  /"  "•  /'in  :  and  by  having  the  object  repeatedly  placed 
in  his  hand,  he  ;vt  lasl  perceived  the  relation  I  wished  to 
establish  between  them.  This  was  evident,  because, 
when  I  made  the  letters  jo  i  w,  orj>  e  ??,  or  c  up,  be  would 
select  the  article. 

'•The  perception  of  this  relation  was  not  accompanied 
by  that  radiant  flash  of  intelligence,  and  that  glow  of 
joy,  which  marked  the  delightful  moment  when  Laura 
first  perceived  it.  I  then  placed  all  the  articles  on  the 
table,  and  going  away  a  little  distance  with  the  children, 
placed  Oliver's  fingers  in  the  positions  to  spell  Zvy,  on 
which  Laura  went  and  brought  the  article:  the  little 
fellow  seemed  to  be  much  amused  by  this,  and  looked 
very  attentive  and  smiling.  I  then  caused  him  to  make 
the  letters  b  r  e  a  d,  and  in  an  instant  Laura  went  and 
brought  him  a  piece:  be  smelled  at  it;  put  it  to  his  lips; 
cocked  up  bis  head  with  a  most  knowing  look;  seemed 
to  reflect  a  moment;  and  then  laughed  outright,  as  much 
as  to  say,  '  Aba !  1  understand  now  bow  something  may 
be  made  out  of  this.' 

"  It  was  now  clear  that  be  bad  the  capacity  and  in- 
clination to  learn,  that  he  was  a  proper  subject  for  in- 
struction, and  needed  only  persevering  attention.  I 
therefore  put  him  in  the  hands  of  an  intelligent  teacher, 
nothing  doubting  of  his  rapid  progress." 

Well  may  this  gentleman  call  that  a  delightful  moment, 
in  which  some  distant  promise  of  her  present  state  first 
gleamed  upon  the  darkened  mind  of  Laura  Bridgman. 
Throughout  his  life,  the  recollection  of  that  moment  will 
be  to  him  a  source  of  pure,  unfading  happiness  ;  nor  will 
it  shine  least  brightly  on  the  evening  of  bis  days  of  Noble 
Usefulness. 

The  affection  that  exists  between  these  two — the 
master  and  the  pupil — is  as  far  removed  from  all  ordi- 
nary care  and  regard,  as  the  circumstances  in  which  it 
has  bad  its  growth,  are  apart  from  the  common  occur- 
rences of  life.  He  is  occupied  now,  in  devising  means  of 
imparting  to  her,  higher  knowledge ;  and  of  conveying 
to  her  some  adequate  idea  of  the  Great  Creator  of  that 
universe  in  which,  dark  aud  silent  and  scentless  though 
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ft  bei  to  her,  she  has  such  deep  delight  and  glad  enjoy- 
ment. 

Ye  who  have  eyes  and  see  not,  and  have  ears  and  hear 
not ;  ye  who  are  as  the  hypocrites  of  sad  countenances, 
and  disfigure  your  faces  that  ye  may  seem  unto  men  to 
fast;  learn  healthy  cheerfulness,  and  mild  contentment, 
from  the  deaf,  and  dumb,  and  blind  !  Self-elected  saints 
with  gloomy  brows,  this  sightless,  earless,  voiceless  child 
may  teach  you  lessons  you  will  do  well  to  follow.  Let 
that  poor  hand  of  hers  lie  gently  on  your  hearts  ;  for 
there  may  be  something  in  its  healing  touch  akin  to  that 
of  the  Great  Master  whose  precepts  you  misconstrue, 
whose  lessons  you  pervert,  of  whose  charity  and  sym- 
pathy with  all  the  world,  not  one  among  you  in  his  daily 
practice  knows  as  much  as  many  of  the  worst  among 
those  fallen  sinners,  to  whom  you  are  liberal  in  nothing 
but  the  preachment  of  perdition! 

As  I  rose  to  quit  the  room,  a  pretty  little  child  of  one 
of  the  attendants  came  running  in  to  greet  its  father. 
For  the  moment,  a  child  with  eyes,  among  the  sightless 
crowd,  impressed  me  almost  as  painfully  as  the  blind 
boy  in  the  porch  had  done,  two  hours  ago.  Ah!  how 
much  brighter  and  more  deeply  blue,  glowing  and  rich 
though  it  had  been  before,  was  the  scene  without,  con- 
trasting with  the  darkness  of  so  many  youthful  lives 
within ! 

At  South  Boston,  as  it  is  called,  in  a  situation  excel- 
lently adapted  for  the  purpose,  several  charitable  institu- 
tions are  clustered  together.  One  of  these,  is  the  State 
Hospital  for  the  insane;  admirably  conducted  on  those 
enlightened  principles  of  conciliation  and  kindness,  which 
twenty  years  ago  would  have  been  worse  than  heretical, 
and  which  have  been  acted  upon  with  so  much  success 
in  our  own  pauper  Asylum  at  Ilanwell.  "Evince  a 
desire  to  show  some  confidence,  and  repose  some  trust, 
even  in  mad  people," — said  the  resident  physician,  as  we 
<valked  along  the  galleries,  his  patients  flocking  round 
us  unrestrained.  Of  those  who  deny  or  doubt  the  wis- 
dom of  this  maxim  after  witnessing  its  effects,  if  there 
be  such  people  still  alive,  I  can  only  say  that  I  hope  I 
may  never  be  summoned  as  a  Juryman  on  a  Commission 
of  Lunacy  whereof  they  are  the  subjects ;  for  T  should 
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certainly  Bud  them  out  of  their  senses,  on  such  evidence 
alone. 

Each  ward  in  this  institution  is  shaped  like  a  long 
gallery  or  hall,  with  tin;  dormitories  of  the  patients  open- 
in--  Erom  it  on  either  hand.  Here  they  work,  read,  play 
;ii  skittleSj  and  other  games;  and  when  the  weather  does 
not  admit  of  their  taking  exercise  out  of  doors,  pass  tlio 
day  together.  In  one  of  these  rooms,  seated,  calmly,  and 
quite  as  a  matter  of  course,  among  a  throng  of  mad- 
women, black  and  white,  were  the  physician's  wife  and 
another  lady,  with  a  couple  of  children.  These  ladies 
were  graceful  and  handsome;  audit  was  not  difficult  to 
perceive  at  a  glance  that  even  their  presence  there,  had  a 
highly  beneficial  influence  on  the  patients  who  were 
grouped  about  them. 

Leaning  her  head  against  the  chimney-piece,  with  a 
great  assumption  of  dignity  and  refinement  of  manner, 
sat  an  elderly  female,  in  as  many  scraps  of  finery  as 
Madge  Wildfire  her:  elf.  Her  head  in  particular  was  so 
strewn  with  scraps  of  gauze  and  cotton  and  bits  of  paper, 
and  had  so  many  queer  odds  and  ends  stuck  all  about  it, 
that  it  looked  like  a  bird's-nest.  She  was  radiant  with 
imaginary  jewels;  wore  a  rich  pair  of  undoubted  gold 
spectacles  ;  and  gracefully  dropped  upon  her  lap,  as  we 
approached,  a  very  old  greasy  newspaper,  in  which  I  dare 
say  she  had  been  reading  an  account  of  her  own  presen- 
t  a  lion  at  some  Foreign  Court. 

I  have  been  thus  particular  in  describing  her,  because 
she  will  serve  to  exemplify  the  physician's  manner 
of  acquiring  and  retaining  the  confidence  of  his  pa- 
tients. 

"This,"  he  said  aloud,  taking  me  by  the  hand,  and 
advancing  to  the  fantastic  figure  with  great  politeness — 
not  raising  her  suspicions  by  the  slightest  look  or 
whisper,  or  any  kind  of  aside,  to  me:  "This  lady  is  the 
hostess  of  this  mansion,  sir.  It  belongs  to  her.  Nobody 
else  has  anything  whatever  to  do  with  it.  It  is  a  large 
establishment,  as  you  see,  and  requires  a  great  number 
of  attendants.  She  lives,  you  observe,  in  the  very  first 
style.  She  is  kind  enough  to  receive  my  visits,  and  to 
permit  my  wife  and  family  to  reside  here;  for  which,  it 
is  hardly  necessary  to  say,  we  are  much  indebted  to  her. 
She  is  exceedingly  courteous,  you  perceive,"  on  this  hint 
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Bhe  bowed  condescendingly,  «  and  will  permit  me  to  have 
the  pleasure  of  introducing  you  :  a  gentleman  from  Eng- 
land, ma'am  :  newly  arrived  from  England,  after  a  very 
tempestuous  passage:  Mr.  Dickens, — the  lady  of  the 
house  ! " 

"We  exchanged  the  most  dignified  salutations  with  pro- 
found gravity  and  respect,  and  so  went  on.  The  rest  of 
the  madwomen  seemed  to  understand  the  joke  perfectly 
(not  only  in  this  case,  but  in  all  the  others,  except  their 
own),  and  to  be  highly  amused  by  it.  The  nature  of 
their  several  kinds  of  insanity  was  made  known  to  me  in 
the  same  way,  and  we  left  each  of  them  in  high  good 
humor.  Not  only  is  a  thorough  confidence  established, 
by  these  means,  between  physician  and  patient,  in  re- 
spect of  the  nature  and  extent  of  their  hallucinations,  but 
it  is  easy  to  understand  that  opportunities  are  afforded 
for  seizing  any  moment  of  reason,  to  startle  them  by 
placing  their  own  delusion  before  them  in  its  most  incon- 
gruous and  ridiculous  light. 

Every  patient  in  this  asylum  sits  down  to  dinner  every 
day  with  a  knife  and  fork ;  and  in  the  midst  of  them  sits 
the  gentleman,  whose  manner  of  dealing  with  his  charges, 
I  have  just  described.  At  every  meal,  moral  influence 
alone  restrains  the  more  violent  among  them  from  cutting 
the  throats  of  the  rest ;  but  the  effect  of  that  influence  is 
reduced  to  an  absolute  certainty,  and  is  found,  even  as  a 
means  of  restraint,  to  say  nothing  of  it  as  a  means  of 
cure,  a  hundred  times  more  efficacious  than  all  the  strait- 
waistcoats,  fetters,  and  handcuffs,  that  ignorance,  preju- 
dice, and  cruelty  have  manufactured  since  the  creation  of 
the  world. 

In  the  labor  department,  every  patient  is  as  freely 
trusted  with  the  tools  of  his  trade  as  if  he  were  a  sane 
man.  In  the  garden,  and  on  the  farm,  they  work  with 
spades,  rakes,  and  hoes.  For  amusement,  they  walk, 
run,  fish,  paint,  read,  and  ride  out  to  take  the  air  in  car- 
riages provided  for  the  purpose.  They  have  among  them- 
selves a  sewing  society  to  make  clothes  for  the  poor, 
which  holds  meetings,  passes  resolutions,  never  comes  to 
fisticuffs  or  bowie-knives  as  sane  assemblies  have  been 
known  to  do  elsewhere;  and  conducts  all  its  proceedings 
with  the  greatest  decorum.  The  irritability,  which  would 
otherwise  be  expended  on  their  own  flesh,  clothes,  and 
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furniture,  is  dissipated  in  these  pursuits.  They  are 
cheerful,  I  ranquil,  and  healthy. 

Once  a  week  they  have  a  ball,  in  winch  the  Doctor  and 
his  family,  with  all  the  nurses  and  attendants,  take  an 
active  part.  Dances  and  marches  are  performed  alter- 
nately, to  the  enlivening  strains  of  a  piano;  and  now 
and  111  en  sonic  -cut  It-man  or  lady  (whose  proficiency  has 
been  previously  ascertained)  obliges  the  company  with  a 
song:  nor  does  it  ever  degenerate,  at  a  tender  crisis,  into 
a  screech  or  howl;  wherein,  I  must  confess,  I  should 
have  thought  the  danger  lay.  At  an  early  hour  they  all 
meet  together  for  these  festive  purposes ;  at  eight  o'clock 
refreshments  are  served;  and  at  nine  they  separate. 

Immense  politeness  and  good-breeding  are  observed 
throughout.  They  all  take  their  tone  from  the  Doctor; 
and  he  moves  a  very  Chesterfield  among  the  company. 
Like  other  assemblies,  these  entertainments  afford  a  fruit- 
ful topic  of  conversation  among  the  ladies  for  some  days; 
and  the  gentlemen  are  so  anxious  to  shine  on  these  occa- 
sions, that  they  have  been  sometimes  found  "  practising 
their  steps"  in  private,  to  cut  a  more  distinguished  figure 
in  the  dance. 

It  is  obvious  that  one  great  feature  of  this  system,  is 
the  inculcation  and  encouragement,  even  among  such  un- 
happy persons,  of  a  decent  self-respect.  Something  of 
the  same  spirit  pervades  all  the  Institutions  at  South 
Boston. 

There  is  the  House  of  Industry.  In  that  branch  of  it, 
which  is  devoted  to  the  reception  of  old  or  otherwise 
helpless  paupers,  these  words  are  painted  on  the  walls: 
"  Worthy  of  Notice,  Self-Go vernmext,  Quietude,  axd 
Peace,  are  Blessings."  It  is  not  assumed  and  taken  for 
granted  that  being  there  they  must  be  evil-disposed  and 
wicked  people,  before  whose  vicious  eyes  it  is  necessary  to 
nourish  threats  and  harsh  restraints.  They  are  met  at 
the  very  threshold  with  this  mild  appeal.  All  within 
doors  is  very  plain  and  simple,  as  it  ought  to  be,  but  ar- 
ranged with  a  view  to  peace  and  comfort.  It  costs  no 
more  than  any  other  plan  of  arrangement,  but  it  speaks 
an  amount  of  consideration  for  those  who  are  reduced  to 
seek  a  shelter  there,  which  puts  them  at  once  upon  their 
gratitude  and  good  behavior.  Instead  of  being  parcelled 
out  in  great,  long,  rambling  wards,  where  a  certain  amount 
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of  weazen  life  may  mope,  and  pine,  and  shiver,  all  day 
long,  tho  building  is  divided  into  separate  rooms,  each 
with  its  share  of  light  and  air.  In  these,  the  better  kind 
of  paupers  live.  They  have  a  motive  for  exertion  and 
becoming  pride,  in  the  desire  to  make  these  little  cham- 
bers comfortable  and  decent. 

I  do  not  remember  one  but  it  was  clean  and  neat,  and 
had  its  plant  or  two  upon  the  window-sill,  or  row  of 
crockery  upon  the  shelf,  or  small  display  of  colored  prints 
upon  the  whitewashed  wall,  or  perhaps,  its  wooden  clock 
behind  the  door. 

The  orphans  and  young  children  are  in  an  adjoining 
building ;  separate  from  this,  but  a  part  of  the  same  In- 
stitution. Some  are  such  little  creatures,  that  the  stairs 
are  of  Lilliputian  measurement,  fitted  to  their  tiny  strides. 
The  same  consideration  for  their  years  and  weakness  is 
expressed  in  their  very  seats,  which  arc  perfect  curios- 
ities, and  look  like  articles  of  furniture  for  a  pauper  doll's- 
house.  I  can  imagine  the  glee  of  our  Poor  Law  Commis- 
sioners at  the  notion  of  these  seats  having  arms  and  backs  ; 
but  small  spines  being  of  older  date  than  their  occupa- 
tion of  the  board- room  at  Somerset  House,  I  thought  even 
this  provision  very  merciful  and  kind. 

Here  again,  I  was  greatly  pleased  with  the  inscriptions 
on  the  wall,  which  were  scraps  of  plain  morality,  easily 
remembered  and  understood  :  such  as  "  Love  one  another  " 
— "  God  remembers  the  smallest  creature  in  his  creation ; " 
and  straightforward  advice  of  that  nature.  The  books 
and  tasks  of  these  smallest  of  scholars,  were  adapted,  in 
the  same  judicious  manner,  to  their  childish  powers. 
"When  we  had  examined  these  lessons,  four  morsels  of 
girls  (of  whom  one  was  blind)  sang  a  little  song,  about 
the  merry  month  of  May,  which  I  thought  (being  ex- 
tremely dismal)  would  have  suited  an  English  November 
better.  That  done,  we  went  to  see  their  sleeping-rooms 
on  the  floor  above,  in  which  the  arrangements  were  no 
less  excellent  and  gentle  than  those  we  had  seen  below. 
And  after  observing  that  the  teachers  were  of  a  class  and 
character  well  suited  to  the  spirit  of  the  place,  I  took 
leave  of  the  infants  with  a  lighter  heart  than  ever  I  have 
taken  leave  of  pauper  infants  yet. 

Connected  with  the  House  of  Industry,  there  is  also 
a  Hospital,  which  was  in  the  best  order,  and  had,  I  am 
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glad  to  say,  many  beds  unoccupied.  It  hud  one  fault, 
however,  which  is  common  to  all  American  interiors' 
the  presence  of  the  eternal,  accursed,  suflbe,  '.ing,  red-hot 
dcin'  .1  of  a  stove,  whose  breath  would  blight  the  purest 

ai.    under  1  leaven. 

There  ;ire  two  establishments  for  boys  in  this  same 
neighborhood.    One  is  called  the  Boylston  School,  and  is 

an  asylum  for  neglected  and  indigent  boys  who  have 
committed  no  crime,  but  who  in  the  ordinary  course  of 
things  would  very  soon  be  purged  of  that  distinction  if 
they  were  not  taken  from  the  hungry  streets  and  sent 
here.  The  other  is  a  House  of  Reformation  for  Juvenile 
Offenders.  They  arc  both  under  the  same  roof,  but  the 
two  elasses  of  boys  never  come  in  contact. 

The  Boylston  boys,  as  may  be  readily  supposed,  have 
very  much  the  advantage  of  the  others  in  point  of  personal 
appearance.  They  were  in  their  school-room  when  I 
came  upon  them,  and  answered  correctly,  without  book, 
such  questions  as  where  was  England  ;  how  far  was  it; 
what  was  its  population;  its  capital  city;  its  form  of 
government;  and  so  forth.  They  sang  a  song  too,  about 
a  farmer  sowing  his  seed;  with  corresponding  action  at 
such  parts  as  "'tis  thus  he  sows,"  "he  turns  him  round," 
"  he  claps  his  hands ;  "  which  gave  it  greater  interest  for 
them,  and  accustomed  them  to  act  together,  in  an  orderly 
manner.  They  appeared  exceedingly  well  taught,  and 
not  better  taught  him  fed;  for  a  more  chubby-looking 
full-waistcoated  set  of  boys,  I  never  saw. 

The  juvenile  offenders  bad  not  such  pleasant  faces  by 
a  great  deal,  and  in  this  establishment  there  were  many 
boys  of  color.  I  saw  them  first  at  their  work  (basket- 
making,  and  the  manufacture  of  palm-leaf  hats),  after- 
wards in  their  school,  where  they  sang  a  chorus  in  praise 
of  Liberty  :  an  odd,  and,  one  would  think,  rather  aggravat- 
ing, theme  for  prisoners.  These  boys  are  divided  into 
four  classes,  each  denoted  by  a  numeral,  worn  on  a 
badge  upon  the  arm.  On  the  arrival  of  a  newcomer,  he 
is  put  into  the  fourth  or  lowest  class,  and  left,  by  good 
behavior,  to  work  his  way  up  into  the  first.  The  design 
and  object  of  this  Institution  is  to  reclaim  the  youthful 
criminal  by  firm  but  kind  and  judicious  treatment ;  to 
make  his  prison  a  place  of  purification  and  improvement, 
•*iot  of  demoralization  and  corruption ;  to  impress  upon 


AMERICAN  NOTES.  51 

lii 1 11  that  there  is  but  one  path;  and  that  one  sober  in- 
dustry, which  can  ever  lead  him  to  happiness ;  to  teach 
him  how  it  may  be  trodden,  if  his  footsteps  have  never 
yet  been  led  that  way ;  and  to  lure  him  back  to  it  if 
they  have  strayed  :  in  a  word,  to  snatch  him  from  destruc- 
tion, and  restore  him  to  society  a  penitent  and  useful 
member.  The  importance  of  such  an  establishment,  in 
every  point  of  view,  and  with  reference  to  every  con- 
sideration of  humanity  and  social  policy,  requires  no 
comment. 

One  other  establishment  closes  the  catalogue.  It  is 
the  House  of  Correction  for  the  State,  in  which  silence  is 
strictly  maintained,  but  where  the  prisoners  have  the 
comfort  and  mental  relief  of  seeing  each  other,  and  of 
working  together.  This  is  the  improved  system  of  Prison 
Discipline,  which  we  have  imported  into  England,  and 
which  has  been  in  successful  operation  among  us  for 
some  years  past. 

America,  as  a  new  and  not  over-populated  country, 
has,  in  all  her  prisons,  the  one  great  advantage,  of  being 
enabled  to  find  useful  and  profitable  work  for  the  inmates  ; 
whereas,  with  us,  the  prejudice  against  prison  labor  is 
naturally  very  strong,  and  almost  insurmountable,  when 
honest  men,  who  have  not  offended  against  the  laws,  are 
frequently  doomed  to  seek  employment  in  vain.  Even 
in  the  United  States,  the  principle  of  bringing  convict 
labor  and  free  labor  into  a  competition  which  must  ob- 
viously be  to  the  disadvantage  of  the  latter,  has  already 
found  many  opponents,  whose  number  is  not  likely  to 
diminish  with  access  of  years. 

For  this  very  reason  though,  our  best  prisons  would 
seem  at  the  first  glance  to  be  better  conducted  than 
those  of  America.  The  treadmill  is  conducted  with  little 
or  no  noise;  rive  hundred  men  may  pick  oakum  in  the 
same  room,  without  a  sound  ;  and  both  kinds  of  labor 
admit  of  such  keen  and  vigilant  superintendence,  as  will 
render  even  a  word  of  personal  communication  among 
the  prisoners  almost  impossible.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
noise  of  the  loom,  the  forge,  the  carpenter's  hammer,  or 
the  stonemason's  saw,  greatly  favor  those  opportunities 
of  intercourse — hurried  and  brief  no  doubt,  but  oppor- 
tunities still — which  these  several  kinds  of  work  by  ren- 
dering it  necessary  for  men  to  be  employed  very  near  to 
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each  other,  and  often  side  by  side,  without  any  harrier 
or  partition  between  them,  in  their  very  nature  present. 
A  visitor,  too,  requires  to  reason  and  reflect  a  little,  before 
the  sight  of  a  number  of  men  engaged  in  ordinary  labor, 
such  as  he  is  accustomed  to  out  of  doors,  will  impress 
him  half  as  strong  as  the  contemplation  of  the  same 
pei-sons  in  the  same  place  and  garb  Would,  if  they  were 
occupied  in  some  task,  marked  and  degraded  everywhere 
as  belonging  only  to  felons  in  jails.  In  an  American 
state  prison  or  house  of  correction,  I  found  it  difficult  at 
first  to  persuade  myself  that  I  was  really  in  a  jail ;  a  place 
of  ignominious  punishment  and  endurance.  And  to  this 
hour  I  very  much  question  whether  the  humane  hoast 
that  it  is  not  like  one,  has  its  root  in  the  true  wisdom  or 
philosophy  of  the  matter. 

I  hope  I  may  not  be  misunderstood  on  this  subject,  for 
it  is  one  in  which  I  take  a  strong  and  deep  interest.  I 
incline  as  little  to  the  sickly  feeling  which  makes  every 
canting  lie  or  maudlin  speech  of  a  notorious  criminal  a 
subject  of  newspaper  report  and  general  sympathy,  as  I 
do  to  those  good  old  customs  of  the  good  old  times  which 
made  England,  even  so  recently  as  in  the  reign  of  the 
Third  King  George,  in  respect  of  her  criminal  code  and 
her  prison  regulations,  one  of  the  most  bloody-minded 
and  barbarous  countries  on  the  earth.  If  I  thought  it 
would  do  any  good  to  the  rising  generation,  I  would 
cheerfully  give  my  consent  to  the  disinterment  of  the  bones 
of  any  genteel  highwayman  (the  more  genteel,  the  more 
cheerfully),  and  to  their  exposure,  piecemeal,  on  any  sign- 
post, gate,  or  gibbet,  that  might  be  deemed  a  good  eleva- 
tion for  the  purpose.  My  reason  is  as  well  convinced 
that  these  gentry  were  utterly  worthless  and  debauched 
villains,  as  it  is  that  the  laws  and  jails  hardened  them  in 
their  evil  courses,  or  that  their  wonderful  escapes  were 
effected  by  the  prison-turnkeys  who,  in  those  admirable 
days,  had  always  been  felons  themselves,  and  were,  to 
the  last,  their  bosom  friends  and  pot-companions.  At 
the  same  time  I  know,  as  all  men  do  or  should,  that  the 
subject  of  Prison  Discipline  is  one  of  the  highest  impor- 
tance to  any  community;  and  that  in  her  sweeping  re- 
form and  bright  example  to  other  countries  on  this  head, 
America  has  shown  great  wisdom,  great  benevolence,  and 
exalted    policy.     In   contrasting   her   system    with   that 
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which  we  have  modelled  upon  it,  I  merely  seek  to  show 
that  with  all  its  drawbacks,  ours  has  some  advantages 
of  its  own.* 

The  House  of  Correction  which  has  led  to  these  re- 
marks, is  not  walled,  like  other  prisons,  but  is  palisaded 
round  about  with  tall  rough  stakes,  something  after  the 
manner  of  an  enclosure  for  keeping  elephants  in,  as  we 
see  it  represented  in  Eastern  prints  and  pictures.  The 
prisoners  wear  a  parti-colored  dress  ;  and  those  who  are 
sentenced  to  hard  labor,  work  at  nail-making,  or  stone- 
cutting.  When  I  was  there,  the  latter  class  of  laborers 
were  employed  upon  the  stone  for  a  new  Custom-house 
in  course  of  erection  at  Boston.  They  appeared  to  shape  it 
skilfully  and  with  expedition,  though  there  were  very  few 
among  them  (if  any)  who  had  not  acquired  the  art  within 
the  prison  gates. 

The  women,  all  in  one  large  room,  were  employed  in 
making  light  clothing,  for  Newr  Orleans  and  the  Southern 
States.  They  did  their  work  in  silence,  like  the  men ; 
and  like  them,  were  overlooked  by  the  person  contract- 
ing for  their  labor,  or  by  some  agent  of  his  appointment. 
In  addition  to  this,  they  are  every  moment  liable  to 
be  visited  by  the  prison  officers  appointed  for  that  purpose. 

The  arrangements  for  cooking,  washing  of  clothes,  and 
so  forth,  are  much  upon  the  plan  of  those  I  have  seen  at 
home.  Their  mode  of  bestowing  the  prisoners  at  night 
(which  is  of  general  adoption)  differs  from  ours,  and  is 
bolh  simple  and  effective.  In  the  centre  of  a  lofty  area, 
lighted  by  windows  in  the  four  walls,  are  five  tiers  of  cells, 
one  above  the  other;  each  tier  having  before  it  a  light  iron 
gallery,  attainable  by  stairs  of  the  same  construction  and 
material :  excepting  the  lower  one,  which  is  on  the  ground. 

*  Apart  from  profit  made  by  the  useful  labor  of  prisoners,  which 
we  can  never  hope  to  realize  to  any  great  extent,  and  which  it  is 
perhaps  nut  expedient  for  us  to  try  to  gain,  there  are  two  prisons  in 
London,  in  all  respects  equal,  and  in  some  decidedly  superior,  to  any 
I  saw  or  have  ever  heard  or  read  of  in  America.  One  is  the  Tothill 
Fields  Bridewell,  conducted  by  Lieutenant  A.  F.  Tracy,  R.  N.  ;  the 
other  the  Middlesex  House  of  Correction,  superintended  by  Mr. 
Chesterton.  This  gentleman  also  holds  an  appointment  in  the  Public 
Service;  Both  are  enlightened  and  superior  men:  and  it  would  be  as 
difficult  to  find  persons  better  qualified  for  the  functions  they  dis- 
charge with  firmness,  zeal,  intelligence,  and  humanity,  as  it  would 
be  to  exceed  the  perfect  order  and  arrangement  of  the  institutions 
they  govern. 


I  AMERICAN  N0TE8. 

Behind  these,  back  to  back  with  them  and  facing  the 
opposite  wall,  are  five  corresponding  rows  of  cells,  acces- 
sible by  similar  means :  so  thai  supposing  the  prisoners 
locked  up  in  their  cells,  an  officer  stationed  on  the  ground, 

with  his  hark  to  the  wall,  has  half  their  number  under  his 
eye  ai  once;  the  remaining  half  being  equally  under  the 
observation  of  another  officer  on  the  opposite  side;  and 
ail  in  one  great  apartment.  Unless  this  watch  be  cor- 
rupted or  sleeping  on  his  post,  it  is  impossible  for  a  man 
to  escape;  for  even  in  the  event  of  his  forcing  t lie  iron 
door  of  his  cell  without  noise  (which  is  exceedingly  impro- 
bable), the  moment  he  appears  outside,  and  steps  into  that 
one  of  the  five  galleries  on  which  it  is  situated,  he  must 
he  plainly  and  fully  Visible  to  the  officer  below.  Each  of 
these  cells  holds  a  small  truckle-bed,  in  which  one  prisoner 
sleeps;  never  more.  It  is  small,  of  course;  and  the  door 
being  not  solid,  but  grated,  and  without  blind  or  curtain, 
the  prisoner  within  is  at  all  times  exposed  to  the  observa- 
tion and  inspection  of  any  guard  who  may  pass  along  that 
tier  at  any  hour  or  minute  of  the  night.  Every  day,  the 
prisoners  receive  their  dinners,  singly,  through  a  trap  in 
the  kitchen  wall ;  and  each  man  carries  his  to  his  sleeping- 
cell  to  eat  it,  where  he  is  locked  up,  alone,  for  that  purpose 
one  hour.  The  whole  of  this  arrangement  struck  me  as 
being  admirable;  and  I  hope  that  the  next  new  prison 
we  erect  in  England  may  be  built  on  this  plan. 

I  was  given  to  understand  that  in  this  prison  no  swords 
or  firearms,  or  even  cudgels,  are  kept;  nor  is  it  probable 
that,  so  long  as  its  present  excellent  management  con- 
tinues, any  weapon,  offensive  or  defensive,  will  ever  be 
required  within  its  hounds. 

Such  are  the  Institutions  at  South  Boston!  In  all  of 
them,  the  unfortunate  or  degenerate  citizens  of  the  State 
are  carefully  instructed  in  their  duties  both  to  God  and 
man  ;  are  surrounded  by  all  reasonable  means  of  comfort 
and  happiness  that  their  condition  will  admit  of;  are 
appealed  to,  as  members  of  the  great  human  family,  how- 
ever afflicted,  indigent,  or  fallen';  are  ruled  by  the  strong 
Heart,  and  not  by  the  strong  (though  immeasurably 
weaker)  Hand.  I  have  described  them  at  some  length  : 
firstly,  because  their  worth  demanded  it;  and  secondly, 
because  I  mean  to  take  them  for  a  model,  and  to  content 
myself  with  saying  of  others  we  may  come  to,  whose 
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design  and  purpose  are  the  same,  that  in  this  or  that 
respect  they  practically  fail,  or  differ. 

I  wish  by  this  account  of  them,  imperfect  in  its  execu- 
tion, but  in  its  just  intention,  honest,  I  could  hope  to  con- 
vey to  my  readers  one-hundredth  part  of  the  gratification, 
the  sights  I  have  described,  afforded  me. 

To  an  Englishman,  accustomed  to  the  paraphernalia  of 
Westminster  Hall,  an  American  Court  of  Law  is  as  odd 
a  sight  as,  I  suppose,  an  English  Court  of  Law  would  be 
to  an  American.  Except  in  the  Supreme  Court  at  Wash- 
ington (where  the  judges  wear  a  plain  black  robe),  there 
is  no  such  thing  as  a  wig  or  gown  connected  with  the 
administration  of  justice.  The  gentlemen  of  the  bar 
being  barristers  and  attorneys  too  (for  there  is  no  division 
of  those  functions  as  in  England)  are  no  more  removed 
from  their  clients  than  attorneys  in  our  Court  for  the 
Relief  of  Insolvent  Debtors  are,  from  theirs.  The  jury 
are  quite  at  home,  and  make  themselves  as  comfortable 
as  circumstances  will  permit.  The  witness  is  so  little 
elevated  above,  or  put  aloof  from,  the  crowd  in  the  court, 
that  a  stranger  entering  during  a  pause  in  the  proceedings 
would  find  it  difficult  to  pick  him  out  from  the  rest.  And 
if  it  chanced  to  be  a  criminal  trial,  his  eyes,  in  nine  cases 
out  of  ten,  would  wander  to  the  dock  in  search  of  the 
prisoner,  in  vain ;  for  that  gentleman  would  most  likely  be 
lounging  among  the  most  distinguish  ornaments  of  the 
legal  profession,  whispering  suggestions  in  his  counsel's 
ear,  or  making  a  toothpick  out  of  an  old  quill  with  his 
penknife. 

I  could  not  but  notice  these  differences,  when  I  visited 
the  courts  at  Boston.  I  was  much  surprised  at  first,  too, 
to  observe  that  the  counsel  who  interrogated  the  witness 
under  examination  at  the  time,  did  so  sitting.  But  seeing 
that  he  was  also  occupied  in  writing  down  the  answers, 
and  remembering  that  he  was  alone  and  had  no  "junior,'' 
I  quickly  consoled  myself  with  the  reflection  that  law 
was  not  quite  so  expensive  an  article  here,  as  at  home ; 
and  that  the  absence  of  sundry  formalities  which  we 
regard  as  indispensable,  had  doubtless  a  very  favorable 
influence  upon  the  bill  of  costs. 

In  every  Court,  ample  and  commodious  provision  is 
made  for  the  accommodation  of  the  citizens.     This  is  the 
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ease  all  through  America.  In  every  Public  institution, 
the  right  of  the  people  to  attend,  and  to  have  an  into 
in  theprOcet  dings,  is  roost  fully  and  distinctly  recognized. 
There  are  no  grim  doorkeepers  to  dole  out  their  tardy 
civility  by  the  sixpennyworth ;  nor  is  there,  I  sincerely 
believe,  any  insolence  of  office  of  any  kind.  Nothing 
national  is  exhibited  for  money;  and  no  public  officer  is  a 
showman.  We  have  begun  of  late  years  to  imitate  this 
good  example,  [hope  we  shall  continue  to  do  so;  and 
that  in  the  fulness  of  time,  even  deans  and  chapters  may 
be  convened. 

In  the  civil  court  an  action  was  trying,  for  damages 
sustained  in  some  accident  upon  a  railway.  The  witnesses 
had  been  examined,  and  counsel  was  addressing  the  jury. 
The  learned  gentleman  (like  a  few  of  his  English  brethren) 
was  desperately  long-winded,  and  had  a  remarkable 
capacity  of  saying  the  same  thing  over  and  over  again. 
His  great  theme  was  "  Warren  the  Engine  driver,"  whom 
he  pressed  into  the  service  of  every  sentence  he  uttered. 
I  listened  to  him  for  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour;  and, 
coming  out  of  court  at  the  expiration  of  that  time,  with- 
out the  lain  test  ray  of  enlightenment  as  to  the  merits  of 
the  case,  felt  as  if  I  were  at  home  again. 

Tn  the  prisoner's  cell,  waiting  to  he  examined  by  the 
magistrate  on  a  charge  of  theft,  was  a  boy.  This  lad, 
instead  of  being  committed  to  a  common  jail,  would  be 
sent  to  the  asylum  at  South  Boston,  and  there  taught  a 
trade;  and  in  the  course  of  time  he  would  be  bound 
apprentice  to  some  respectable  master.  Thus,  his  detec- 
tion in  this  offence,  instead  of  being  the  prelude  to  a  life 
of  infamy  and  a  miserable  death,  Would  lead,  there  was  a 
reasonable  hope,  to  his  being  reclaimed  from  vice,  and 
becoming  a  worthy  member  of  societj^. 

I  am  by  no  means  a  wholesale  admirer  of  our  legal 
solemnities,  many  of  which  impress  me  as  being  exceed- 
ingly ludicrous.  Strange  as  it  may  seem  too,  there  is 
undoubtedly  a  degree  of  protection  in  the  wig  and  gown 
— a  dismissal  of  individual  responsibility  in  dressing  for 
the  part — which  encourages  that  insolent  bearing  and 
language,  and  that  gross  perversion  of  the  office  of  a 
pleader  for  The  Truth,  so  frequent  in  our  courts  of  law. 
Still,  I  cannot  help  doubting  whether  America,  in  her 
desire  to  shake  off  the  absurdities  and  abuses  of  the  old 
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system,  may  not  have  gone  too  far  into  the  opposite 
extreme ;  and  whether  it  is  not  desirable,  especially  in 
the  small  community  of  a  city  like  this,  where  each  man 
knows  the  other,  to  surround  the  administration  of 
justice  with  some  artificial  barriers  against  the  "Hail 
fellow,  well  met  "  deportment  of  every-day  life.  All  the 
aid  it  can  have  in  the  very  high  character  and  ability  of 
the  Bench,  not  only  here  but  elsewhere,  it  has,  and  well 
deserves  to  have  ;  but  it  may  need  something  more  :  not 
to  impress  the  thoughtful  and  the  well-informed,  but  the 
ignorant  and  heedless ;  a  class  which  includes  some 
prisoners  and  many  witnesses.  These  institutions  were 
established,  no  doubt,  upon  the  principle  that  those  who 
had  so  large  a  share  in  making  the  laws,  would  certainly 
respect  them.  But  experience  has  proved  this  hope  to  be 
fallacious ;  for  no  men  know  better  than  the  Judges  of 
America,  that  on  the  occasion  of  any  great  popular 
excitement  the  law  is  powerless,  and  cannot,  for  the  time, 
assert  its  own  supremacy. 

The  tone  of  society  in  Boston  is  one  of  perfect  polite- 
ness, courtesy,  and  good  breeding.  The  ladies  are 
unquestionably  very  beautiful — in  face :  but  there  I  am 
compelled  to  stop.  Their  education  is  much  as  with  us; 
neither  better  nor  worse.  I  had  heard  some  very  marvel- 
lous stories  in  this  respect ;  but  not  believing  them,  was  not 
disappointed.  Blue  ladies  there  are,  in  Boston;  but  like 
philosophers  of  that  color  and  sex  in  most  other  latitudes, 
they  rather  desire  to  be  thought  superior  than  to  be  so. 
Evangelical  ladies  there  are  likewise,  whose  attachment 
to  the  forms  of  religion,  and  horror  of  theatrical  enter- 
tainments, are  most  exemplary.  Ladies  who  have  a 
passion  for  attending  lectures  are  to  be  found  among  all 
classes  and  all  conditions.  In  the  kind  of  provincial  life 
which  prevails  in  cities  such  as  this,  the  Pulpit  has  great 
influence.  The  pecular  province  of  the  Pulpit  in  New 
England  (always  excepting  the  Unitarian  ministry)  would 
appear  to  be  the  denouncement  of  all  innocent  and  rational 
amusements.  The  church,  the  chapel,  and  the  lecture- 
room,  are  the  only  means  of  excitement  excepted  ;  and  to 
the  church,  the  chapel,  and  the  lecture-room,  the  ladies 
resort  in  crowds. 

Wherever  religion  is  resorted  to,  as  a  strong  drink, 
and  as   an   escape  from  the  dull  monotonous   round  of 
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home,  Hi"--  of  its  ministers  who  pepper  the  highest 
will  l>c  the  surest  to  please.  They  who  strew  the 
Eternal  Path  with  the  greatest  amount  of  brimstone, 
and  who  most  ruthlessly  tread  down  the  flowers  and  Leaves 
that  grow  by  the  wayside,  will  be  voted  the  most 
righteous  ;  and  they  who  enlarge  with  the  greatest  perti- 
nacity on  the  difficulty  of  getting  into  Heaven,  will  be 
considered  by  all  true  believers  certain  <>f  going  there  : 
though  it  would  be  hard  to  say  by  what  process  of  reason- 
ing this  conclusion  is  arrived  at.  It  is  so  at  home,  audit 
is  so  abroad.  With  regard  to  the  other  means  of  excite- 
ment, the  Lecture,  it  has  at  least  the  merit  of  being  al- 
ways new.  One  lecture  treads  so  quickly  on  the  heels  of 
another,  that  none  are  remembered;  and  the  course  of 
this  month  may  be  safely  repeated  next,  with  its  charm 
of  novelty  unbroken,  and  its  interest  unabated. 

The  fruits  of  the  earth  have  their  growth  in  corruption. 
Out  of  the  rottenness  of  these  things,  there  has  sprung 
up  in  Boston  a  sect  of  philosophers  known  as  Transcen- 
dentalists.  On  inquiring  what  this  appellation  might  be 
supposed  to  signify,  I  was  given  to  understand  that 
whatever  was  unintelligible  would  be  certainly  transcen- 
dental. Not  deriving  much  comfort  from  this  elucidation, 
I  pursued  the  inquiry  still  further,  and  found  that  the 
Transcendentalists  arc  followers  of  my  friend  Mr.  Carlyle, 
or  I  should  rather  say,  of  a  follower  of  his,  Mr.  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson.  This  gentleman  has  written  a  volume 
of  Essays,  in  which,  among  much  that  is  dreamy  and 
fanciful  (if  he  will  pardon  me  for  saying  so),  there  is 
much  more  that  is  true  and  manly,  honest  and  bold. 
Transcendentalism  has  its  occasional  vagaries  (what  school 
has  not  ?),  but  it  has  good  healthful  qualities  in  spite 
of  them  ;  not  least  among  the  number  a  hearty  disgust 
of  Cant,  and  an  aptitude  to  detect  her  in  all  the  million 
varieties  of  her  everlasting  wardrobe.  And  therefore  if 
I  were  a  Bostonian,  I  think  I  would  be  a  Transcen- 
dentalism 

The  only  preacher  I  heard  in  Boston  was  Mr.  Taylor, 
who  addresses  himself  peculiarly  to  seaman,  and  who  was 
once  a  mariner  himself.  I  found  his  chapel  down  among 
the  shipping,  in  one  of  the  narrow,  old,  waterside  streets, 
with  a  gay  blue  flag  waving  freely  from  its  roof.  In  the 
gallery  opposite  to  the  pulpit  were  a  little  choir  of  male 
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and  female  singers,  a  violoncello,  and  a  violin.  The 
preacher  already  sat  in  the  pulpit,  which  was  raised  on 
pillars,  and  ornamented  behind  him  with  painted  drapery 
of  a  lively  and  somewhat  theatrical  appearance.  He 
looked  a  weather-beaten  hard-featured  man,  of  about  six 
or  eight-and-fifty  ;  with  deep  lines  graven  as  it  were  into 
his  face,  dark  hair,  and  a  stern,  keen  eye.  Yet  the 
general  character  of  his  countenance  was  pleasant  and 
agreeable.  The  service  commenced  with  a  hymn,  to 
which  succeeded  an  extemporary  prayer.  Jt  had  the  fault 
of  frequent  repetition,  incidental  to  all  such  prayers  ;  but 
it  was  plain  and  comprehensive  in  its  doctrines,  and 
breathed  a  tone  of  general  sympathy  and  charity,  which 
is  not  so  commonly  a  characteristic  of  this  form  of  address 
to  the  Deity  as  it  might  be.  That  done  he  opened  his  dis- 
course, taking  for  his  text  a  passage  from  the  Song  of 
Solomon,  laid  upon  the  desk  before  the  commencement  of 
the  service  by  some  unknown  member  of  the  congregation : 
"  Who  is  this  coming  up  from  the  wilderness,  leaning  on 
the  arm  of  her  Beloved  !  " 

He  handled  his  text  in  all  kinds  of  ways,  and  twisted 
it  into  all  manner  of  shapes  ;  but  always  ingeniously,  and 
with  a  rude  eloquence,  well  adapted  to  the  comprehension 
of  his  hearers.  Indeed  if  I  be  not  mistaken,  he  studied 
their  sympathies  and  understandings  much  more  than 
the  display  of  his  own  powers.  His  imagery  was  all 
drawn  from  the  sea,  and  from  the  incidents  of  a  seaman's 
life  ;  and  was  often  remarkably  good.  He  spoke  to  them 
of  "  that  glorious  man,  Lord  Nelson,"  and  of  Collingwood ; 
and  drew  nothing  in,  as  the  saying  is,  by  the  head  and 
shoulders,  but  brought  it  to  bear  upon  his  purpose, 
naturally,  and  with  a  sharp  mind  to  its  effect.  Some- 
times, when  much  excited  with  his  subject,  he  had  an 
odd  way — compounded  of  John  Bunyan,  and  Balfour  of 
Burley — of  taking  his  great  quarto  Bible  under  his  arm  and 
pacing  up  and  down  the  pulpit  with  it  ;  looking  steadily 
down,  meantime,  into  the  midst  of  the  congregation. 
Thus,  when  he  applied  his  text  to  the  first  assemblage  of 
his  hearers,  and  pictured  the  wonder  of  the  Church  at 
their  presumption  in  forming  a  congregation  among  them- 
selves, he  stopped  short  with  his  Bible  under  his  arm  in 
the  manner  I  have  described  and  pursued  his  discourse- 
after  this  manner  : 


BO  AMEBWAN  N0TS8. 

'•  Who  are  these— who  are  fchey  -who  are  these  fellows  1 
e  do  they  come  from?  Where  are  they  going  to?— 
Come  from !  What's  the  answer  ?  "•  Leaning  out  of  the 
pulpit,  and  pointing  downward  with  his  right  hand: 
"  From  below  !  "■  -starting  back  again,  and  looking  at  the 
sailors  before  him:  "From  below,  my  brethren.  From 
under  the  batches  of  sin,  battened  down  above  you  by  the 
Evil  One.  That's  where  you  came  from!" — a  walk  up 
and  down  the  pulpit  :  "and  where  are  you  going" — stop- 
ping abruptly :  "where  are  you  going?  Aloft!" — very 
softly,  and  pointing  upward  :  "  Aloft!  " — louder  :  "  Aloft!  " 
— louder  still:  "  That's  where  you  are  going — with  a  fair 
wind, — all  taut  and  trim,  steering  direct  for  heaven  in  its 
glory,  where  there  are  no  storms  or  foul  weather,  and 
where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling,  and  the  weary 
are  at  rest." — Another  walk  :  "  That's  where  you're  going 
to,  my  friends.  That's  it.  That's  the  place.  That's  the 
port.  That's  the  haven.  It's  a  blessed  harbor — still 
water  there,  in  all  changes  of  the  winds  and  tides  ;  no 
driving  ashore  upon  the  rocks,  or  slipping  your  cables 
and  running  out  to  sea,  there:  Peace— Peace — Peace — all 
peace!  " — Another  walk,  and  patting  the  Bible  under  ins 
left  arm  : — "  What !  These  fellows  are  coming  from  the 
wilderness,  are  they?  Yes.  From  the  dreary,  blighted 
wilderness  of  Iniquity,  whose  only  crop  is  Death.  But 
do  they  lean  upon  anything — do  they  lean  upon  nothing, 
these  poor  seamen?" — Three  raps  upon  the  Bible :  "Oh 
yes. — Yes. — They  lean  upon  the  arm  of  their  Beloved" — 
three  more  raps:  "upon  the  arm  of  their  Beloved" — 
three  more,  and  a  walk :  "  Pilot,  guiding-star,  and  com- 
pass, all  in  one,  to  all  hands — here  it  is  " — three  more : 
"  Here  it  is.  They  can  do  their  seaman's  duty  manfully, 
and  be  easy  in  their  minds  in  the  utmost  peril  and  danger, 
with  this" — two  more:  "  They  can  come,  even  these  poor 
fellows  can  come,  from  the  wilderness  leaning  on  the  arm 
of  their  Beloved,  and  go  up — up — up  !  " — raising  his  hand 
higher,  and  higher,  at  every  repetition  of  the  word,  so 
that  he  stood  with  it  at  last  stretched  above  his  head, 
regarding  them  in  a  strange,  rapt  manner,  and  pressing 
the  book  triumphantly  to  Ins  breast,  until  he  gradually 
subsided  into  some  other  portion  of  his  discourse. 

I  have  cited  this,  rather  as  an  instance  of  tne  preacher's 
eccentricities  than  his  merits,  though  -biKen  in  connection 
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with  liis  look  and  manner,  and  the  character  of  his  audi- 
enee,  even  this  was  striking.  It  is  possible,  however,  that 
my  favorable  impression  of  him  may  have  been  greatly 
influenced  and  strengthened,  firstly,  by  his  impressing 
upon  his  hearers  that  the  true  observance  of  religion  was 
not  inconsistent  with  a  cheerful  deportment  and  an  exact 
discharge  of  the  duties  of  their  station,  which,  indeed,  it 
scrupulously  required  of  them ;  and  secondly,  by  his 
cautioning  them  not  to  set  up  any  monopoly  in  Paradise 
and  its  mercies.  I  never  heard  these  two  points  so  wisely 
touched  (if  indeed  I  have  ever  heard  them  touched  at  all), 
by  any  preacher  of  that  kind  before. 

Having  passed  the  time  I  spent  in  Boston,  in  making 
myself  acquainted  with  these  things,  in  settling  the  course 
I  should  take  in  my  future  travels,  and  in  mixing  con- 
stantly with  its  society,  I  am  not  aware  that  I  have  any 
occasion  to  prolong  this  chapter.  Such  of  its  social 
customs  as  I  have  not  mentioned,  however,  may  be  told 
in  a  very  few  words. 

The  usual  dinner-hour  is  two  o'clock.  A  dinner  party 
takes  place  at  five  ;  and  at  an  evening  party,  they  seldom 
sup  later  than  eleven  ;  so  that  it  goes  hard  but  one  gets 
home,  even  from  a  rout,  by  midnight.  I  never  could  find 
out  any  difference  between  a  party  at  Boston  and  a  party 
in  London,  saving  that  at  the  former  place  all  assemblies 
are  held  at  more  rational  hours ;  that  the  conversation 
may  possibly  be  a  little  louder  and  more  cheerful ;  that  a 
guest  is  usually  expected  to  ascend  to  the  very  top  of  the 
house  to  take  his  cloak  off ;  that  he  is  certain  to  see,  at 
every  dinner,  an  unusual  amount  of  poultry  on  the  table  ; 
and  at  every  supper,  at  least  two  mighty  bowls  of  hot 
stewed  oysters,  in  any  one  of  which  a  half-grown  Duke  of 
Clarence  might  be  smothered  easily. 

There  are  two  theatres  in  Boston,  of  good  size  and  con- 
struction, but  sadly  in  want  of  patronage.  The  few  ladies 
Who  resort  to  them,  sit,  as  of  right,  in  the  front  rows  of 
the  boxes. 

There  is  no  smoking-room  in  any  hotel,  and  there  was 
none  consequently  in  ours  ;  but  the  bar  is  a  large  room 
with  a  stone  floor,  and  there  people  stand  and  smoke,  and 
lounge  about,  all  the  evening:  dropping  in  and  out  as  the 
humor  takes  them.  There,  too,  the  stranger  is  initiated 
into  the  mysteries  of  Gin-sling,  Cocktail,  Sangaree,  Mint 
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Julep,  Sherry-cobbler,  Timber  Doodle,  and  other  rare 
drinks.  The  house  is  full  of  boarders,  1  >< >t  1 1  married  and 
single,  many  of  whom  sleep  upon  the  premises,  and  con- 
tracl  by  the  week  For  their  board  and  lodging:  the  charge 
for  which  diminishes  as  they  go  near*  r  the  sky  to  roost. 
A  public  table  is  laid  in  a  very  handsome  ball  for  break- 
fast, and  for  dinner,  and  for  supper.  The  party  sitting 
down  together  to  these  meals  will  vary  in  number  from 
one  to  two  hundred:  sometimes  mere.  The  advent  of 
each  of  these  epochs  in  the  day  is  proclaimed  by  an  awful 
gong,  which  shakes  the  very  window-frames  as  il  rever- 
berates through  the  house,  and  horribly  disturbs  nervous 
foreigners.  There  is  an  ordinary  for  ladies,  and  an  ordi- 
nary for  gentlemen. 

In  our  private  room  the  cloth  could  not,  for  any  earthly 
consideration,  have  been  laid  for  dinner  without  a  huge 
glass  dish  of  cranberries  in  the  middle  of  the  table;  and 
breakfast  would  have  been  no  breakfast  unless  the  prin- 
cipal dish  were  a  deformed  beefsteak  with  a  great  flat 
bone  in  the  centre,  swimming  in  hot  butter,  and  sprink- 
led with  the  very  blackest  of  all  possible  pepper.  Our 
bedroom  was  spacious  and  airy,  but  (like  every  bedroom 
on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic)  very  bare  of  furniture,  hav- 
ing no  curtains  to  the  French  bedstead  or  to  the  window. 
It  had  one  unusual  luxury,  however,  in  the  shape  of  a 
wardrobe  of  painted  wood,  something  smaller  than  an 
English  watch-box ;  or  if  this  comparison  should  be  in- 
sufficient to  convey  a  just  idea  of  its  dimensions,  they 
may  be  estimated  from  the  fact  of  my  having  lived  for 
fourteen  days  and  nights  in  the  firm  belief  that  it  was  a 
shower-bath. 


CHAPTER  THE  FOURTH. 

AN    AMERICAN    RAILROAD LOWELL    AND     ITS     FACTORY    SYS- 
TEM. 

Before  leaving  Boston,  I  devoted  one  day  to  an  excur- 
sion to  Lowell.  I  assign  a  separate  chapter  to  this  visit: 
not  because  lam  about  to  describe  it  at  any  great  length, 
but  because  I  remember  it  as  a  thing  by  itself,  and  ara 
desirous  that  my  readers  should  do  the  same. 
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I  made  acquaintance  with  an  American  railroad,  on  this 
occasion,  for  the  first  time.  As  these  works  are  pretty 
much  alike  all  through  the  States,  their  general  charac- 
teristics are  easily  described. 

There  are  no  first  and  second-class  carriages  as  with 
us;  but  there  is  a  gentlemen's  car  and  a  ladies'  car;  the 
main  distinction  between  which  is  that  in  the  first,  every- 
body smokes;  and  in  the  second,  nobody  does.  As  a 
black  man  never  travels  with  a  white  one,  there  is  also  a 
negro  car;  which  is  a  great  blundering  clumsy  chest, 
such  as  Gulliver  put  to  sea  in,  from  the  kingdom  of  Brob- 
dingnag.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  jolting,  a  great  deal 
o|  noise,  a  great  deal  of  wall,  not  much  window,  a  locomo- 
tive engine,  a  shriek,  and  a  bell. 

The  cars  are  like  shabby  omnibuses,  but  larger ;  hold- 
ing thirty,  forty,  fifty  people.  The  seats,  instead  of 
stretching  from  end  to  end,  are  placed  crosswise.  Each 
seat  holds  two  persons.  There  is  a  long  row  of  them 
on  each  side  of  the  caravan,  a  narrow  passage  up  the  mid- 
dle, and  a  door  at  both  ends.  In  the  centre  of  the  carriage 
there  is  usually  a  stove,  fed  with  charcoal  or  anthra- 
cite coal,  which  is  for  the  most  part  red-hot.  It  is  in- 
sufferably close ;  and  you  see  the  hot  air  fluttering  be- 
tween yourself  and  any  other  object  you  may  happen  to 
look  at,  like  the  ghost  of  smoke. 

In  the  ladies'  car,  there  are  a  great  many  gentlemen 
who  have  ladies  with  them.  There  are  also  a  great  many 
ladies  who  have  nobody  with  them  ;  for  any  lady  may 
travel  alone,  from  one  end  of  the  United  States  to  the 
other,  and  be  certain  of  the  most  courteous  and  considerate 
treatment  everywhere.  The  conductor  or  check-taker, 
or  guard,  or  whatever  he  may  be,  wears  no  uniform.  He 
walks  up  and  down  the  car,  and  in  and  out  of  it,  as  his 
fancy  dictates  ;  leans  against  the  door  with  his  hands  in 
his  pockets  and  stares  at  you,  if  you  chance  to  be  a 
stranger;  or  enters  into  conversation  with  the  passengers 
about  him.  A  great  many  newspapers  are  pulled  out,  and 
a  few  of  them  are  read.  Everybody  talks  to  you,  or  to  any- 
body else  who  hits  his  fancy.  If  you  are  an  Englishman, 
he  expects  that  that  railroad  is  pretty  much  like  an  English 
railroad.  If  you  say  "No,"  he  says  "Yes?"  (interroga- 
tively), and  asks  in  what  respect  they  differ.  You  enu- 
merate the  heads  of  difference,  one  by  one,  and  he  says 
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"Yes?"  (still  interrogatively)  to  each.  Then  he  guesses 
that  you  don't  travel  taster  in  England;  and  on  your  re- 
plying thai  you  do,  says  "  Yes  ?  "  again  (still  interroga- 
tively), and,  it  is  quite  evident,  don'1  believe  it.  After  a 
long  pause  he  remarks,  partly  to  you,  and  partly  to  the 
knob  on  the  top  of  his  stick,  t  hal  ki  Yankees  are  reckoned 
to  be  considerable  of  a  go-ahead  people  too ; "  upon  which 
you  say  "  Yes,"  and  then  hi  says  "  Yes"  again  (affirma- 
tively this  lime);  and  upon  your  looking  out  of  window, 
tells  you  that  behind  that  hill,  and  sonic  three  miles  from 
the  next  station,  there  is  a  clever  town  in  a  smart  lo-ca- 
tion,  where  he  expects  you  have  con-eluded  to  stop. 
Your  answer  in  the  negative  naturally  leads  to  more 
questions  in  reference  to  your  intended  route  (always 
pronounced  rout) ;  and  wherever  you  are  going,  you  in- 
variably  learn  that  you  can't  get  there  without  immense 
difficulty  and  danger,  and  that  all  the  great  sights  are 
somewhere  else. 

If  a  lady  take  a  fancy  to  any  male  passenger's  seat,  the 
gentleman  who  accompanies  her  gives  him  notice  of  the 
fact,  and  lie  immediately  vacates  it  with  great  politeness. 
Politics  are  much  discussed,  so  are  banks,  so  is  cotton. 
Quiet  people  avoid  the  question  of  the  Presidency,  for 
there  will  be  a  new  election  in  three  years  and  a  half,  and 
party  feeling  runs  very  high  :  the  great  consitutional  feat- 
ure of  this  institution  being,  that  directly  the  acrimony 
of  the  last  election  is  over,  the  acrimony  of  the  next  one 
begins ;  which  is  an  unspeakable  comfort  to  all  strong  poli- 
ticians and  true  lovers  of  their  country:  that  is  to  say, 
to  ninety-nine  men  and  boys,  out  of  every  ninety-nine  and 
a  quarter. 

Except  when  a  branch  road  joins  the  main  one,  there  is 
seldom  more  than  one  track  of  rails;  so  that  the  road  is 
very  narrow,  and  the  view,  where  there  is  a  deep  cutting, 
by  no  means  extensive.  When  there  is  not,  the  character 
of  the  scenery  is  always  the  same.  Mile  after  mile  of 
stunted  trees  :  some  hewn  down  by  the  axe,  some  blown 
down  by  the  wind,  some  half  fallen  and  resting  on  their 
neighbors,  many  mere  logs  half  hidden  in  the  swamp, 
others  mouldered  away  to  spongy  chips.  The  very  soil 
of  the  earth  is  made  up  of  minute  fragments  such  as 
these ;  each  pool  of  stagnant  water  has  its  crust  of 
vegetable  rottenness  ;  on  every  side  there  are  the  boughs, 
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and  trunks,  and  stumps  of  trees,  in  every  possible  stage 
of  decay,  decomposition,  and  neglect.  Now  you  emerge 
for  a  few  brief  minutes  on  an  open  country,  glittering 
with  some  bright  lake  or  pool,  broad  as  many  an  English 
river,  but  so  small  here  that  it  scarcely  has  a  name;  now 
catch  hasty  glimpses  of  a  distant  town,  with  its  clean 
white  houses  and  their  cool  piazzas,  its  prim  New  England 
church  and  schoolhouse;  when  whir-r-r-r!  almost  before 
you  have  seen  them,  comes  the  same  dark  screen  :  the 
stunted  trees,  the  stumps,  the  logs,  the  stagnant  water — 
all  so  like  the  last  that  you  seem  to  have  been  transported 
back  again  by  magic. 

The  train  calls  at  stations  in  the  woods,  where  the  wild 
impossibility  of  anybody  having  the  smallest  reason  to 
get  out,  is  only  to  be  equalled  by  the  apparently  desperate 
hopelessness  of  there  being  anybody  to  get  in.  It  rushes 
across  the  turnpike  road,  where  there  is  no  gate,  no  police- 
man, no  signal :  nothing  but  a  rough  wooden  arch,  on 
which  is  painted  "  When  the  bell  kings,  look  out  foe 
the  Locomotive."  On  it  whirls  headlong,  dives  through 
the  woods  again,  emerges  in  the  light,  clatters  over  frail 
arches,  rumbles  upon  the  heavy  ground,  shoots  beneath 
a  wooden  bridge  which  intercepts  the  light  for  a  second 
like  a  wink,  suddenly  awakens  all  the  slumbering  echoes 
in  the  main  street  of  a  large  town,  and  dashes  on  hap- 
hazard, pell-mell,  neck-or-nothing,  down  the  middle  of  the 
road.  There — with  mechanics  working  at  their  trades, 
and  people  leaning  from  their  doors  and  windows,  and 
boys  flying  kites  and  playing  marbles,  and  men  smoking, 
and  women  talking,  and  children  crawling,  and  pigs 
burrowing,  and  unaccustomed  horses  plunging  and  rear- 
ing, close  to  the  very  rails — there — on,  on,  on — tears  the 
mad  dragon  of  an  engine  with  its  train  of  cars  ;  scattering 
in  all  directions  a  shower  of  burning  sparks  from  its  wood 
fire;  screeching  hissing,  yelling,  panting;  until  at  last 
the  thirsty  monster  stops  beneath  a  covered  way  to  drink, 
the  people  cluster  round,  and  you  have  time  to  breathe 
again. 

I  was  met  at  the  station  at  Lowell  by  a  gentleman 
intimately  connected  with  the  management  of  the  factories 
there;  and  gladly  putting  myself  under  his  guidance, 
drove  off  at  once  to  that  quarter  of  the  town  in  which  the 
works,  the  object  of  my  visit,  were  situated.  Although 
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only  jusl  of  age  for  if  my  recollection  serve  me,  il  lias 
been  ii  manufacturing  town  barely  one*and-twenty  years — 
Lowell  is  a  large,  populous,  thriving  place.  Those  Indica- 
tions of  iis  youth  which  liisi  attracl  the  eye,  give  il  a 
qtiaintness  and  oddity  of  character  which,  to  a  visitor 
from  the  old  country,  is  amusing  enough.  It  was  a  very 
dirty  winter's  day,  and  nothing  in  the  whole  town  looked 
old  to  me,  except  the  mud,  which  in  some  parts  was 
almnsi  knee-deep,  and  might  have  been  deposited  there, 
on  the  subsiding  of  the  waters  after  the  Deluge.  In  one 
place,  there  was  a  new  wooden  church,  which,  having'  no 
steeple,  and  being  yet  un  pain  ted,  looked  like  an  enormous 
packing  case  without  any  direction  upon  it.  In  another 
there  Was  a  large  hotel,  whose  walls  and  colonnades  were 
so  crisp,  and  thin,  and  light,  that  it  had  exactly  the 
appearance  of  being  built  with  cards.  T  was  careful  not 
to  draw  my  breath  as  we  passed,  and  trembled  when  I 
saw  a  workman  come  out  upon  the  roof,  lest  with  one 
thoughtless  stamp  of  his  foot  he  should  crush  the  struct- 
ure beneath  him,  and  bring  it  rattling  down.  The  very 
river  that  moves  the  machinery  in  the  mills  (for  they  are 
all  worked  by  water  power),  seems  to  acquire  a  new 
character  from  the  fresh  buildings  of  bright  red  brick 
and  painted  wood  among  which  it  takes  its  course;  and 
to  be  as  light-headed,  thoughtless,  and  brisk  a  young 
river,  in  its  murmurings  and  tumblings,  as  one  would 
desire  to  see.  One  would  swear  that  every  "  Bakery," 
"Grocery,"  and  "  Bookbindery,"  and  other  kind  of  store, 
took  its  shutters  down  for  the  first  time,  and  started  in 
business  yesterday.  The  golden  pestles  and  mortars  fixed 
as  signs  Upon  the  sun-blind  frames  outside  the  Druggists' 
appear  to  have  been  just  turned  out  of  the  United  States' 
Mint;  and  when  I  saw  a  baby  of  some  week  or  ten  days 
old  in  a  woman's  arms  at  a  street  corner,  I  found  myself 
unconsciously  wondering  where  it  came  from :  never 
supposing  from  an  instant  that  it  could  have  been  born 
in  such  a  young  town  as  that. 

There  are  several  factories  in  Lowell,  each  of  Which 
belongs  to  what  we  should  term  a  Company  of  Proprietors, 
but  what  they  call  in  America  a  Corporation.  I  went 
oyer  several  of  these;  such  as  a  woollen  factory,  a  carpet 
factory,  and  a  cotton  factory  :  examined  them  in  every 
part ;  and  saw  them  in  their  ordinary  working  aspect, 
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with  no  preparation  of  any  kind,  or  departure  from  their 
ordinary  everyday  proceedings.  I  may  add  that  I  am 
well  acquainted  with  our  manufacturing  towns  in  England, 
and  have  visited  many  mills  in  Manchester  and  elsewhere 
in  the  same  manner. 

I  happened  to  arrive  at  the  first  factory  just  as  the  din- 
ner hour  was  over,  and  the  girls  were  returning  to  their 
work;  indeed  the  stairs  of  the  mill  were  thronged  with 
them  as  I  ascended.  They  were  all  well  dressed,  but  not 
to  my  thinking  above  their  condition  ;  for  I  like  to  see  the 
humbler  class  of  society  careful  of  their  dress  and  appear- 
ance, and  even,  if  they  please,  decorated  with  such  liitle 
trinkets  as  come  within  the  compass  of  their  means. 
Supposing  it  confined  within  reasonable  limits,  I  would 
always  encourage  this  kind  of  pride,  as  a  worthy  element 
of  self-respect,  in  any  person  1  employed;  and  should  no 
more  be  deterred  from  doing  so,  because  some  wretched 
female  referred  her  fall  to  a  love  of  dress,  than  I  would 
allow  my  construction  of  the  real  intent  and  meaning 
of  the  Sabbath  to  be  influenced  by  any  warning  to  the 
well-disposed,  founded  on  his  backslidings  on  that  partic- 
ular day,  which  might  emanate  from  the  rather  doubtful 
authority  of  a  murderer  in  Newgate. 

These  girls,  as  I  have  said,  were  all  well  dressed:  and 
that  phrase  necessarily  includes  extreme  cleanliness. 
They  had  serviceable  bonnets,  good  warm  cloaks,  and 
shawls  ;  and  were  not  above  clogs  and  pattens.  Moreover, 
there  were  places  in  the  mill  in  which  they  could  deposit 
these  things  without  injury  ;  and  there  were  conveniences 
for  washing.  They  were  healthy  in  appearance,  many  of 
them  remarkably  so,  and  had  the  manners  and  deportment 
of  young  women  :  not  of  degraded  brutes  of  burden.  If  I 
had  seen  in  one  of  those  mills  (but  I  did  not,  though  I 
looked  for  something  of  this  kind  with  a  sharp  eye),  the 
pnost  lisping,  mincing,  affected,  and  ridiculous  young 
creature  that  my  imagination  could  suggest,  I  should  have 
thought  of  the  careless,  moping,  slatternly,  degraded,  dull 
reverse  (I  have  seen  that),  and  should  have  been  still  well 
pleased  to  look  upon  her. 

The  rooms  in  which  they  worked  were  as  well  ordered 
as  themselves.  In  the  windows  of  some,  there  were  green 
plants,  which  were  trained  to  shade  the  glass;  in  all, 
there  was  as  much  fresh  air,  cleanliness,  and  comfort,  as 
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the  nature  of  the  occupation  would  possibly  admit  of. 
Out  of  so  Large  a  number  of  females,  many  of  whom  were 
only  then  just  verging  upon  womanhood,  it  may  be 
reasonably  supposed  thai  some  were  delicate  and  fragile  in 
appearance:  no  doubt  there  were.  But  I  solemnly  declare, 
that  from  all  the  crowd  I  saw  in  the  different  factories 
thai  day,  I  cannot  recall  or  separate  one  \  i  mhg  face  that 
gave  me  a  painful  impression  ;  not  one  young  girl  whom, 
assuming  it  to  be  matter  of  necessity  that  she  should  gain 
her  daily  bread  by  the  labor  of  her  hands,  I  would  have 
removed  from  those  works  if  1  had  had  the  power. 

They  reside  in  various  boarding-houses  near  at  hand. 
The  owners  of  the  mills  are  particularly  careful  to  allow 
no  persons  to  enter  upon  the  possession  of  these  houses, 
whose  characters  have  not  undergone  the  most  searching 
and  thorough  inquiry.  Any  complaint  that  is  made 
against  them,  by  the  boarders,  or  by  any  one  else,  is  fully 
investigated  ;  and  if  good  ground  of  complaint  be  shown 
to  exist  against  them,  they  are  removed,  and  their  occupa- 
tion is  handed  over  to  some  more  deserving  person,  There 
are  a  few  children  employed  in  these  factories,  but  not 
many.  The  laws  of  the  State  forbid  their  working  more 
than  nine  months  in  the  year,  and  require  that  they  be 
educated  during  the  other  three.  For  this  purpose  there 
are  schools  in  Lowell ;  and  there  are  churches  and  chapels 
of  various  persuasions,  in  which  the  young  women  may 
observe  that  form  of  worship  in  which  they  have  been 
educated. 

At  some  distance  from  the  factories,  and  on  the  highest 
and  pleasantest  ground  in  the  neighborhood,  stands  their 
hospital,  or  boarding-house  for  the  sick  :  it  is  the  best 
house  in  those  parts,  and  was  built  by  an  eminent  merchant 
for  his  own  residence.  Like  that  institution  at  Boston 
which  I  have  before  described,  it  is  not  parcelled  out  into 
wards,  but  is  divided  into  convenient  chambers,  each  of 
which  lias  all  the  comforts  of  a  very  comfortable  home. 
The  principal  medical  attendant  resides  under  the  same 
roof;  and  were  the  patients  members  of  his  own  family, 
they  could  not  be  better  cared  for,  or  attended  with  greater 
gentleness  and  consideration.  The  weekly  charge  in  this 
establishment  for  each  female  patient  is  three  dollars,  or 
twelve  shillings  English  ;  but  no  girl  employed  by  any  of 
the  corporations  is  ever  excluded  for  want  of  the  means  of 
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payment.  That  they  do  not  very  often  want  the  means, 
may  be  gathered  from  the  fact,  that  in  July  1841  no  fewer 
than  nine  hundred  and  seventy-eight  of  these  girls  were 
depositors  in  the  Lowell  Savings  Bank:  the  amount  of 
whose  joint  savings  was  estimated  at  one  hundred  thou- 
sand dollars,  of  twenty  thousand  English  pounds. 

I  am  now  going  to  state  three  facts,  which  will  startle 
a  large  class  of  readers  on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic,  very 
much. 

Firstly,  there  is  a  joint-stock  piano  in  a  great  many  of 
the  boarding-houses.  Secondly,  nearly  all  these  young 
ladies  subscribe  to  circulating  libraries.  Thirdly,  they 
have  got  up  among  themselves  a  periodical  called  The 
Lowell  Offering.  "  A  repository  of  original  articles, 
written  exclusively  by  females  actively  employed  in  the 
mills," — which  is  duly  printed,  published,  and  sold ;  and 
whereof  1  brought  away  from  Lowell  four  hundred  good 
solid  pages,  which  I  have  read  from  beginning  to  end. 

The  large  class  of  readers,  startled  by  these  facts,  will 
exclaim,  with  one  voice,  "How  very  preposterous!" 
On  my  deferentially  inquiring  why,  they  will  answer, 
"  These  things  are  above  their  station ."  In  reply  to  that 
objection,  I  would  beg  to  ask  what  their  station  is. 

It  is  their  station  to  work.  And  they  do  work.  They 
labor  in  these  mills,  upon  an  average,  twelve  hours  a  dajr, 
which  is  unquestionably  work,  and  pretty  tight  work  too. 
Perhaps  it  is  above  their  station  to  indulge  in  such  amuse- 
ments, on  any  terms.  Are  we  quite  sure  that  we  in  Eng- 
land have  not  formed  our  ideas  of  the  "  station  "  of  work- 
ing people,  from  accustoming  ourselves  to  the  contem- 
plation of  that  class  as  they  are,  and  not  as  they  might 
be?  I  {think  that  if  we  examine  our  own  feelings,  we 
shall  find  that  the  pianos,  and  the  circulating  libraries, 
and  even  the  Lowell  Offering,  startle  us  by  their  novelty, 
and  not  by  their  bearing  upon  any  abstract  question  of 
right  or  wrong. 

For  myself,  I  know  no  station  in  which,  the  occupation 
of  to-day  cheerfull}"  done  and  the  occupation  of  to-morrow 
cheerfully  looked  to,  any  one  of  these  pursuits  is  not 
most  humanizing  and  laudable.  I  know  no  station 
which  is  rendered  more  endurable  to  the  person  in  it,  or 
more  safe  to  the  person  out  of  it,  by  having  ignorance  for 
its  associate.     I  know  no  station  which  has  a  risrht  to 
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monopolize  the  means  of  mutual  instruction,  improve- 
ment,  and  rational  entertainment  ;  or  which  has  ever 
com  inued  to  be  a  station  very  long,  after  seeking  to  do  so. 

Of  i  la'  merits  of  the  Lowell  Offering  as  a  literary  pro- 
duction, I  will  only  observe,  putting  entirely  oul  of  sight 
thf  fact  of  the  articles  liaving  hern  written  by  these  girls 
after  the  arduous  labors  of  the  day,  thai  it  will  compare 
advantageously  with  a  naval  many  English  Annuals. 
It  is  pleasant  t<>  find  that  many  of  its  Tales  are  of  the 
Mills  and  of  those  who  work  in  them;  that  they  in- 
culcate habits  of  self  denial  and  contentment,  and  teach 
good  doctrines  of  enlarged  benevolence.  A  strong  feeling 
for  the  beauties  of  nature,  as  displayed  in  the  solitudes 
the  writers  have  left  at  home,  breathes  through  its  pages 
like  wholesome  village  air;  and  though  a  circulating 
library  is  a  favorable  school  for  the  study  of  such  topics, 
it  has  very  scant  allusion  to  fine  clothes,  fine  marriages, 
fine  houses,  or  fine  life.  Some  persons  might  object  to 
the  papers  being  signed  occasionally  with  rather  fin; 
names,  but  this  is  an  American  fashion.  One  of  the  prov- 
inces of  the  State  Legislature  of  Massachusetts  is  to 
alter  ugly  names  into  pretty  ones,  as  the  children  improve 
upon  the  tastes  of  their  parents.  These  changes  costing 
little  or  nothing,  scores  of  Mary  Annes  are  solemnly  con- 
verted into  Bevelinas  every  session. 

It  is  said  that  on  the  occasion  of  a  visit  from  General 
Jackson  or  General  Harrison  to  this  town  (I  forget  which, 
but  it  is  not  to  the  purpose),  he  walked  through  three 
miles  and  a  half  of  these  young  ladies,  all  dressed  out 
with  parasols  and  silk  stockings.  But  as  I  am  not  aware 
that  any  worse  consequence  ensued,  than  a  sudden  look- 
ing up  of  all  the  parasols  and  silk  stockings  in  the  market ; 
and  perhaps  the  bankruptcy  of  some  speculative  Xew 
Englander  who  bought  them  all  up  at  any  price,  in  ex- 
pectation of  a  demand  that  never  came ;  I  set  no  great 
store  by  the  circumstance. 

In  this  brief  account  of  Lowell,  and  inadequate  expres- 
sion of  the  gratification  it  yielded  me,  and  cannot  fail  to 
afford  to  any  foreigner  to  whom  the  condition  of  such 
people  at  home  is  a  subject  of  interest  and  anxious 
speculation,  I  have  carefully  abstained  from  drawing  a 
comparison  between  these  factories  and  those  of  our  own 
land.     Many  of  the  circumstances  whose  strong  influeuce 
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has  been  at  work  for  years  in  our  manufacturing  towns 
have  not  arisen  here;  and  there  is  no  manufacturing 
population  in  Low  ell,  so  to  speak  :  for  these  girls  (often 
the  daughters  of  small  farmers)  eome  from  pther  Mates, 
remain  a  few  years  in  the  mills,  and  then  go  home  for 
good. 

The  contrast  would  be  a  strong  one,  for  it  would  be 
between  the  Good  and  Evil,  the  living  light  and  deepest 
shadow.  I  abstain  from  it,  because  1  deem  it  just  to  do 
so.  But  I  only  the  more  earnestly  abjure  all  those  whose 
eyes  may  rest  on  these  pages,  to  pause  and  reflect  upon 
the  difference  between  this  town  and  those  great  haunts 
of  desperate  misery  :  to  call  to  mind,  if  they  can  in  the 
midst  of  party  strife  and  squabble,  the  efforts  that  must 
be  made  to  purge  them  of  their  suffering  and  danger: 
:„nd  last,  and  foremost,  to  remember  how  the  precious 
Time  is  rushing  by. 

I  returned  at  night  by  the  same  railroad  and  in  the 
same  kind  of  car.  One  of  the  passengers  being  ex- 
ceedingly anxious  to  expound  at  great  length  to  my  com- 
panion (not  to  me,  of  course)  the  true  principles  on  which 
books  of  travel  in  America  should  be  written  by  English- 
men, I  feigned  to  fall  asleep.  But  glancing  all  the  way 
out  at  window  from  the  corners  of  my  eyes,  I  found 
abundance  of  entertainment  for  the  rest  of  the  ride  in 
watching  the  effects  of  the  wood  fire,  which  had  been 
invisible  in  the  morning  but  were  now  brought  out  in 
full  relief  by  the  darkness:  for  we  were  travelling  in  a 
whirlwind  of  bright  sparks,  which  showered  about  us 
like  a  storm  of  fiery  snow. 


CHAPTER  THE  FIFTH. 

WORCESTER THE  CONNECTICUT  RIVER — HARTFORD NEW 

HAVEN TO  NEW  YORK. 

Leaving  Boston  on  the  afternoon  of  Saturday  the  fifth 
of  February,  we  proceeded  by  another  railroad  to  Wor- 
cester ;  a  pretty  New  England  town,  where  we  had  ar- 
ranged to  remain  under  the  hospitable  roof  of  the  Gover- 
nor of  the  State,  until  Monday  morning. 
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These  towns  and  citios  of  New  England  (many  of  which 
would  be  villages  in  Old  England), are  as  favorable  speci- 
mens of  rural  America,  as  their  people  are  of  rural  Ameri- 
cans. The  well  trimmed  lawns  and  green  meadows  of 
home  are  not  there  ;  and  the  grass,  compared  with  our 
ornamental  plots  and  pastures,  is  rank,  and  ruff,  and  wild  . 
but  delicate  slopes  of  land,  gently  swelling  hills,  wooded 
valleys,  and  slender  steams,  abound.  Every  little  colony  of 
houses  has  its  church  and  sehoolhouse  peeping  from  among 
the  white  roofs  and  shady  trees;  every  house  is  the  whitest 
of  the  white;  every  Venetian  blind  the  greenest  of  the 
green ;  every  fine  day's  sky  the  bluest  of  the  blue.  A  sharp 
dry  wind  and  a  slight  frost  had  so  hardened  the  roads  when 
we  alighted  at  Worcester,  that  their  furrowed  tracks  were 
like  ridges  of  granite.  There  was  the  usual  aspect  of 
newness  on  every  object,  of  course.  All  the  buildings 
looked  as  if  they  had  been  built  and  painted  that 
morning,  and  could  be  taken  down  on  Monday  with  very 
little  trouble.  In  the  keen  evening  air,  every  sharp  outline 
looked  a  hundred  times  sharper  than  ever.  The  clean 
cardboard  colonnades  had  no  more  perspective  than  a 
Chinese  bridge  on  a  teacup,  and  appeared  equally  well 
calculated  for  use.  The  razorlike  edges  of  the  detached 
cottages  seemed  to  cut  the  very  wind  as  it  whistled  against 
them,  and  to  send  it  smarting  on  its  way  with  a  shriller 
cry  than  before.  Those  slightly-built  wooden  dwellings 
behind  which  the  sun  was  setting  with  a  brilliant  lustre, 
could  be  so  looked  through  and  through,  that  the  idea  of 
any  inhabitant  being  able  to  hide  himself  from  the  public 
gaze,  or  to  have  any  secrets  from  the  public  eye,  was  not 
entertainable  for  a  moment.  Even  where  a  blazing  fire 
shone  through  the  uncurtained  window  of  some  distant 
house,  it  had  the  air  of  being  newly  lighted,  and  of  lack- 
ing warmth  ;  and  instead  of  awakening  thoughts  of  a 
snug  chamber,  bright  with  faces  that  first  saw  the  light 
round  that  same  hearth,  and  ruddy  with  warm  hangings, 
it  came  upon  one  suggestive  of  the  smell  of  new  mortar 
and  damp  walls. 

So  I  thought,  at  least,  that  evening.  Next  morning 
when  the  sun  was  shining  brightly,  and  the  clear  church 
bells  were  ringing,  and  sedate  people  in  their  best  clothes 
enlivened  the  pathway  near  at  hand  and  dotted  the  dis- 
tant thread  of  road,  there  was  a  pleasant  Sabbath  peace- 
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fulness  on  everything,  which  it  was  good  to  feel.  Tt 
would  have  been  the  better  for  an  old  church  ;  better  still 
for  some  old  graves  ;  but  as  it  was,  a  wholesome  repose 
and  tranquillity  pervaded  the  scene,  which  after  the  rest- 
less ocean  and  the  hurried  city,  had  a  doubly  grateful  in- 
fluence on  the  spirits. 

We  went  on  next  morning,  still  by  railroad,  to  Spring- 
field. From  that  place  to  Hartford,  whither  we  were 
bound,  is  a  distance  of  only  five-and- twenty  miles,  but  at 
that  time  of  the  year  the  roads  were  so  bad  that  the  jour- 
ney would  probably  have  occupied  ten  or  twelve  hours. 
Fortunately,  however,  the  winter  having  been  unusually 
mild,  the  Connecticut  River  was  "  open,"  or,  in  other 
words,  not  frozen.  The  captain  of  a  small  steamboat  was 
going  to  make  his  first  trip  for  the  season  that  day  (the 
second  February  trip,  I  believe,  within,  the  memory  of 
man),  and  only  waited  for  us  to  go  on  board.  According- 
ly, we  went  on  board,  with  as  little  delay  as  might  be. 
He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  started  directly. 

It  certainly  was  not  called  a  small  steamboat  without 
reason.  I  omitted  to  ask  the  question,  but  I  should  think 
it  must  have  been  of  about  half  a  pony  power.  Mr.  Paap, 
the  celebrated  Dwarf,  might  have  lived  and  died  happily 
in  the  cabin,  which  was  fitted  with  common  sash-windows 
like  an  ordinary  dwelling-house.  These  windows  had 
bright  red  curtains,  too,  hung  on  slack  strings  across  the 
lower  panes;  so  that  it  looked  like  the  parlor  of  a  Lilli- 
putian public-house,  which  had  got  afloat  in  a  flood  or 
some  other  water  accident,  and  wras  drifting  nobody  knew 
where.  But  even  in  this  chamber  there  wras  a  rock- 
ing-chair. It  would  be  impossible  to  get  on  anywhere, 
in  America,  without  a  rocking-chair. 

I  am  afraid  to  tell  how  many  feet  short  this  vessel  was, 
or  how  many  feet  narrow  :  to  apply  the  words  length  and 
width  to  such  measurement  would  be  a  contradiction  in 
terms.  But  I  may  state  that  we  all  kept  the  middle  of 
the  deck,  lest  the  boat  should  unexpectedly  tip  over;  and 
that  the  machinery,  by  some  surprising  process  of  conden- 
sation, worked  between  it  and  the  keel :  the  whole  form- 
ing a  warm  sandwich,  about  three  feet  thick. 

It  rained  all  day  as  I  once  thought  it  never  did  rain 
anywhere,  but  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland.  The  river 
was  full  of  floating  blocks  of  ice,  which  were  constantly 
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crunching  and  cracking  under  us;  and  the  depth  ot 
water,  in  the  course  we  took  to  avoid  the  larger  masses, 
carried  down  the  middle  of  the  river  by  the  current,  did 
noi  exceed  a  few  inches.  Nevertheless,  we  moved  on- 
ward, dexterously;  and  being  well  wrapped  up,  bade 
defiance  to  the  weather,  and  enjoyed  the  journey.  The 
Connecticut  River  is  a  tine  stream;  and  the  banks  in 
summer-time  are,  I  have  no  doubt,  beautiful:  at  all 
events,  I  was  told  so  by  a  young  lady  in  the  cabin;  and 
she  should  be  a  judge  of  beauty,  if  the  possession  of  a 
quality  include  the  appreciation  of  it,  for  a  more  beauti- 
ful creature  I  never  looked  upon. 

After  two  hours  and  a  half  of  this  odd  travelling 
(including  a  stoppage  at  a  small  town,  where  we  were 
saluted  by  a  gun  considerably  bigger  than  our  own 
chimney),  we  reached  Hartford, and  straightway  repaired 
to  an  extremely  comfortable  hotel:  except,  as  usual,  in 
the  article  of  bedrooms,  which,  in  almost  every  place  we 
visited,  were  very  conducive  to  early  rising. 

We  tarried  here,  four  days.  The  town  is  beautifully 
situated  in  a  basin  of  green  hills;  the  soil  is  rich,  well- 
wooded,  and  carefully  improved.  It  is  the  seat  of  the 
local  legislature  of  Connecticut,  which  sage  body  enacted, 
in  bygone  times,  the  renowned  code  of  "  Blue  Laws,"  in 
virtue  whereof,  among  other  enlightened  provisions,  any 
citizen  who  could  be  proved  to  have  kissed  his  wife  on  Sun- 
day, was  punishable,  1  believe,  with  the  stocks.  Too  much 
of  the  old  Puritan  spirit  exists  in  these  parts  to  the 
present  hour ;  but  its  influence  has  not  tended,  that  I 
know,  to  make  the  people  less  hard  in  their  bargains,  or 
more  equal  in  their  dealings.  As  I  never  heard  of  its 
working  that  effect  anywhere  else,  I  infer  that  it  never 
will,  here.  Indeed,  I  am  accustomed,  with  reference  to 
great  professions  and  severe  faces,  to  judge  of  the  goods 
of  the  other  world  pretty  much  as  I  judge  of  the  goods 
of  this;  and  whenever  I  see  a  dealer  in  such  commodities 
with  too  great  a  display  of  them  in  his  window,  I  doubt 
the  quality  of  the  article  within. 

In  Hartford  stands  the  famous  oak  in  which  the  charter 
of  King  Charles  was  hidden.  It  is  now  inclosed  in  a 
gentleman's  garden.  In  the  State  House  is  the  charter 
itself.  I  found  the  courts  of  law  here,  just  the  same  as 
at  Boston ;  the  public  Institutions  almost  as  good.     The 
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Insane  Asylum  is  admirably  conducted,  and  so  is  the 
Institution  for  the  Deaf  and  Dumb. 

I  very  much  questioned  within  myself,  as  I  walked 
through  the  Insane  Asylum,  whether  I  should  have  known 
the  attendants  from  the  patients,  but  for  the  few  words 
which  passed  between  the  former,  and  the  Doctor,  in  ref- 
erence to  the  persons  under  their  charge.  Of  course  I 
limit  this  remark  merely  to  their  looks;  for  the  conversa- 
tion of  the  mad  people  was  mad  enough. 

There  was  one  little  prim  old  lady,  of  very  smiling  and 
good-humored  appearance,  who  came  sidling  up  to  me 
from  the  end  of  a  long  passage,  and  with  a  curtsey  of  in- 
expressible condescension,  propounded  this  unaccount- 
able inquiry  : 

"Does  Fontefract  still  flourish,  sir,  upon  the  soil  of 
England?" 

"  He  does,  ma'am,"  I  rejoined. 

"  When  you  last  saw  him,  sir,  he  was " 

"  Well,  ma'am,"  said  I,  "extremely  well.  He  begged 
me  to  present  his  compliments.  I  never  saw  him  looking 
better." 

At  this,  the  old  lady  was  very  much  delighted.  After 
glancing  at  me  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  be  quite  sure  that 
I  was  serious  in  my  respectful  air,  she  sidled  back  some 
paces ;  sidled  forward  again  ;  made  a  sudden  skip  (at 
which  I  precipitately  retreated  a  step  or  two) ;  and 
said  : 

"/am  an  antediluvian,  sir." 

I  thought  the  best  thing  to  say  was,  that  I  had  sus- 
pected as  much  from  the  first.     Therefore  I  said  so. 

"  It  is  an  extremely  proud  and  pleasant  thing,  sir,  to 
be  an  antediluvian,"  said  the  old  lady. 

"I  should  think  it  was,  ma'am,"  I  rejoined. 

The  old  lady  kissed  her  hand,  gave  another  skip, 
smirked  and  sidled  down  the  gallery  in  a  most  extraor- 
dinary manner,  and  ambled  gracefully  into  her  own  bed- 
chamber. 

In  another  part  of  the  building,  there  was  a  male 
patient  in  bed ;  very  much  flushed  and  heated. 

"  Well,"  said  he,  starting  up,  and  pulling  off  his  night- 
cap; "It's  all  settled,  at  last.  I  have  arranged  it  with 
Queen  Victoria." 

"  Arranged  what  ?  "  asked  the  Doctor. 
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"  Why,  thai  business,"  passing  his  band  wearily  across 
his  Forehead,  "about  the  siege  of  New  York." 
"Oh!"  said  [,  like  a  man  suddenly  enlightened.     For 

he  looked  ;it  me  for  an  answer. 

"  Yes.  Every  house  without  a  signal  will  be  fired 
npon  by  the  British  troops.  No  harm  will  be  done  to 
I  he  others.  No  harm  at  all.  Those  that  want  to  be 
safe,  must  hoist  flags.  That's  all  they'll  have  to  do. 
They  must  hoist  flags." 

Even  while  he  was  speaking  he  seemed,  I  thought,  to 
have  sonii'  faint  idea  that  his  talk  was  incoherent.  Di- 
rectly he  had  said  these  words,  he  lay  down  again  ;  gave 
a  kind  of  a  groan ;  and  covered,  his  hot  head  with  the 
blankets. 

There  was  another :  a  young  man,  whose  madness  was 
love  and  music.  After  playing  on  the  accordion  a  march 
he  had  composed,  he  was  very  anxious  that  I  should  walk 
into  his  chamber,  which  I  immediately  did. 

By  way  of  being  very  knowing,  and  humoring  him  to 
the  top  of  his  bent,  I  went  to  the  window,  which  command- 
ed a  beautiful  prospect,  and  remarked,  with  an  address 
upon  which  I  greatly  plumed  myself  : 

"  What  a  delicious  country  you  have  about  these  lodg- 
ings of  yours." 

"  Poh !  "  said  he,  moving  his  fingers  carelessly  over  the 
notes  of  his  instrument :  "  Well  enough  for  such  an  Insti- 
tution as  this  !  " 

I  don't  think  I  was  ever  so  taken  aback  in  all  my  life. 

"  I  come  here  just  for  a  whim,"  he  said  coolly. 
"That's  all." 

"Oh!  'That's  all!  "said  I. 

"Yes.  That's  all.  The  Doctor's  a  smart  man.  He 
quite  enters  into  it.  It's  a  joke  of  mine.  I  like  it  for  a 
time.  You  needn't  mention  it,  but  I  think  I  shall  go  out 
next  Tuesday !  " 

I  assured  him  that  I  would  consider  our  interview  per- 
fectly confidential ;  and  rejoined  the  Doctor.  As  we  were 
passing  through  a  gallery  on  our  way  out,  a  well-dressed 
lady,  of  quiet  and  composed  manners,  came  up,  and  prof- 
fering a  slip  of  paper  and  a  pen,  begged  that  I  would 
oblige  her  with  an  autograph.     I  complied,  and  we  parted. 

"I  think  I  remember  having  had  a  few  interviews  like 
that,  with  ladies  out  of  doors.    I  hope  she  is  not  mad?" 
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"Yes." 

"  On  what  subject  ?    Autographs  ?  " 

"  No.     She  hears  voices  in  the  air." 

"  Well !  "  thought  I,  "  it  would  be  well  if  we  could  shut 
up  a  few  false  prophets  of  these  later  times,  who  have 
professed  to  do  the  same ;  and  I  should  like  to  try  the 
experiment  on  a  Mormonist  or  two  to  begin  with." 

In  this  place,  there  is  the  best  jail  for  untried  offenders 
in  the  world.  There  is  also  a  very  well-ordered  State 
prison,  arranged  upon  the  same  plan  as  that  at  Boston, 
except  that  here,  there  is  always  a  sentry  on  the  wall 
with  a  loaded  gun.  It  contained  at  that  time  about  two 
hundred  prisoners.  A  spot  was  shown  me  in  the  sleep- 
ing-ward, where  a  watchman  was  murdered  some  years 
since  in  the  dead  of  night,  in  a  desperate  attempt  to 
escape,  made  by  a  prisoner  who  had  broken  from  his  cell. 
A  woman,  too,  was  pointed  out  to  me,  who,  for  the  mur- 
der of  her  husband,  had  been  a  dose  prisoner  for  sixteen 
years. 

"  Do  you  think,"  I  asked  of  my  conductor,  "  that  after 
so  very  long  an  imprisonment,  she  has  any  thought  or 
hope  of  ever  regaining  her  liberty  ?  " 

"Oh  dear  yes,"  he  answered.     "To  be  sure  she  has." 

"She  has  no  chance  of  obtaining  it,  I  suppose?" 

"Well,  I  don't  know  ; "  which,  by  the  bye,  is  a  national 
answer.     "  Her  friends  mistrust  her." 

"  What  have  they  to  do  with  it?"  I  naturally  inquired. 

"  Well,  they  won't  petition." 

"  But  if  they  did,  they  couldn't  get  her  out,  I  suppose?  " 

"  Well,  not  the  first  time,  perhaps,  nor  yet  the  second, 
but  tiring  and  wearying  for  a  few  years  might  do  it." 

"  Does  that  ever  do  it  ?  " 

"  Why  yes,  that'll  do  it  sometimes.  Political  friends 
'11  do  it  sometimes.  It's  pretty  often  done,  one  way  or 
another." 

I  shall  always  entertain  a  very  pleasant  and  grateful 
recollection  of  Hartford.  It  is  a  lovely  place,  and  I  had 
many  friends  there,  whom  I  can  never  remember  with 
indifference.  We  left  it  with  no  little  regret  on  the  even- 
ing of  Friday  the  11th,  and  travelled  that  night  by  rail- 
road to  New  Haven.  Upon  the  way,  the  guard  and  I 
were  formally  introduced  to  each  other  (as  we  usually 
were  on  such  occasions),  and  exchanged  a  variety  of  small- 
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talk.  We  reached  New  Haven  at  about  eight  o'clock, 
after  a  journey  <»1'  three  hours,  and  put  up  fur  the  night 
ai  I  lie  best  inn. 

New  Haven,  known  also  as  the  City  of  Elms,  is  a  fine 
town.  Many  of  its  streets  (as  its  alias  sufficiently  imports) 
are  planted  with  rows  of  grand  old  elm-trees;  and 
the  same  natural  ornaments  surround  Yale  College,  an 
establishment  of  considerable  eminence  and  reputation. 
The  various  departments  of  this  Institution  are  erected 
in  a  kind  of  park  or  common  in  the  middle  of  the  town, 
where  they  are  dimly  visible  among  the  shadowing  trees. 
The  effect  is  very  like  that  of  an  old  cathedral  yard  in 
England;  and  when  their  branches  are  in  full  leaf,  must 
be  extremely  picturesque.  Even  in  the  winter  time, 
these  groups  of  well-grown  trees,  clustering  among  the 
busy  streets  and  houses  of  a  thriving  city,  have  a  very 
quaint  appearance;  seeming  to  bring  about  a  kind  of 
compromise  between  town  and  country  ;  as  if  each  had 
met  the  other  half-way,  and  shaken  hands  upon  it;  which 
is  at  once  novel  and  pleasant. 

After  a  night's  rest,  we  rose  early,  and  in  good  time  went 
down  to  the  wharf,  and  on  board  the  packet  New  York, 
for  New  York.  This  was  the  first  American  steamboat 
of  any.  size  that  I  had  seen  ;  and  certainly  to  an  English 
eye  it  was  infinitely  less  like  a  steamboat  than  a  huge 
floating-bath.  I  could  hardly  persuade  myself,  indeed, 
but  that  the  bathing  establishment  off  Westminster 
Bridge,  which  I  left  a  baby,  had  suddenly  grown  to  an 
enormous  size  ;  run  away  from  home  ;  and  set  up  in  for- 
eign parts  as  a  steamer.  Being  in  America  too,  which 
our  vagabonds  do  so  particularly  favor,  it  seemed  the 
more  probable. 

The  great  difference  in  appearance  between  these  packets 
and  ours,  is,  that  there  is  so  much  of  them  out  of  the 
water  :  the  main  deck  being  enclosed  on  all  sides,  and 
filled  with  casks  and  goods,  like  any  second  or  third  floor 
in  a  stack  of  warehouses  ;  and  the  promenade  or  hurricane- 
deck  being  atop  of  that  again.  A  part  of  the  machinery 
is  always  above  this  deck  ;  where  the  connecting-rod,  in 
a  strong  and  lofty  frame,  is  seen  working  away  like  an 
iron  top-sawyer.  There  is  seldom  any  mast  or  tackle  : 
nothing  aloft  but  two  tall  black  chimneys.  The  man  at 
the  helm  is  shut  up  in  a  little  house  in  the  fore  part  of 
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the  boat  (the  wheel  being  connected  with  the  rudder  by- 
iron  chains,  working  the  whole  length  of  the  deck) :  and. 
the  passengers,  unless  the  weather  be  very  fine  indeed, 
usually  congregate  below.  Directly  you  have  left  the 
wharf,  all  the  life,  and  stir,  and  bustle  of  a  packet  cease. 
You  wonder  for  a  long  time  how  she  goes  on,  for  there 
seems  to  be  nobody  in  charge  of  her;  and  when  another 
of  these  dull  machines  comes  splashing  by,  you  feel  quite 
indignant  with  it,  as  a  sullen,  cumbrous,  ungraceful,  un- 
shiplike  leviathan  :  quite  forgetting  that  the  vessel  you 
are  on  board  of,  is  its  very  counterpart. 

There  is  always  a  clerk's  office  on  the  lower  deck, 
where  you  pay  your  fare ;  a  ladies'  cabin ;  baggage  and 
stowage-rooms  ;  engineer's  room  ;  and  in  short  a  great 
variety  of  perplexities  which  render  the  discovery  of  the 
gentlemen's  cabin  a  matter  of  some  difficulty.  It  often 
occupies  the  whole  length  of  the  boat  (as  it  did  in  this 
case),  and  has  three  or  fore  tiers  of  berths  on  each  side. 
When  I  first  descended  into  the  cabin  of  the  New  York, 
it  looked,  in  my  unaccustomed  eyes,  about  as  long  as  the 
Burlington  Arcade. 

The  Sound,  which  has  to  be  crossed  on  this  passage,  is 
not  always  a  very  safe  or  pleasant  navigation,  and  has 
been  the  scene  of  some  unfortunate  accidents.  It  was  a 
wet  morning,  and  very  misty,  and  we  soon  lost  sight  of 
land.  The  day  was  calm,  however,  and  brightened  to- 
wards noon.  After  exhausting  (with  good  help  from  a 
friend)  the  larder,  and  the  stock  of  bottled  beer,  I  lay 
down  to  sleep :  being  very  much  tired  with  the  fatigues 
of  yesterday.  But  I  awoke  from  ray  nap  in  time  to  hurry 
up,  and  see  Hell  Gate,  The  Hog's  Back,  the  Frying  Pan, 
and  other  notorious  localities,  attractive  to  all  readers  of 
famous  Diedrich  Knickerbocker's  History.  We  were  now 
in  a  narrow  channel,  with  sloping  banks  on  either  side, 
besprinkled  with  pleasant  villas,  and  made  refreshing  to 
the  sight  by  turf  and  trees.  Soon  we  shot  in  quick  suc- 
cession, past  a  lighthouse ;  a  madhouse  (how  the  lunatics 
flung  up  their  caps,  and  roared  in  sympathy  with  the 
headlong  engine  and  the  driving  tide  !) ;  a  jail ;  and  other 
buildings  ;  and  so  emerged  into  a  noble  bay,  whose  waters 
sparkled  in  the  now  cloudless  sunshine  like  Nature's  eyes 
turned  up  to  Heaven. 

Then   there  lay  stretched  out  before  us,  to  the  right, 
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confused  heaps  of  buildings,  with  here  and  there  a  spire 
Or  steeple,  Looking  down  upon  the  herd  below;  and  here 
and  there,  again,  a  cloud  of  lazy  smoke;  and  in  the  fore- 
ground a  forest  of  ships'  masts,  cheery  with  flapping  sails 

and  waving  Hags.  Crossing  from  among  them  to  the 
opposite  shore,  were  steam  ferry-boats  laden  with  people, 
coaches,  horses,  wagons,  baskets,  boxes;  crossed  and  re- 
crossed  by  other  ferry-boats :  all  travelling  to  and  fro: 
and  never  idle.  Stately  among  these  restless  Insects, 
were  two  or  three  large  ships,  moving  with  slow  majestic 
pace,  as  creatures  of  a  prouder  kind,  disdainful  of  their 
puny  journeys,  and  making  for  the  broad  sea.  Beyond, 
were  shining  heights,  and  islands  in  the  glancing  river, 
and  a  distance  scarcely  less  blue  and  bright  than  the  sky 
it  seemed  to  meet.  The  city's  hum  and  buzz,  the  clink- 
ing of  capstans,  the  ringing  of  bells,  the  barking  of  dogs, 
the  clattering  of  wheels,  tingled  in  the  listening  ear.  All 
of  which  life  and  stir,  coming  across  the  stirring  water, 
caught  new  life  and  animation  from  its  free  companion- 
ship; and,  sympathizing  with  its  buoyant  spirits,  glis- 
tened as  it  seemed  in  sport  upon  its  surface,  and  hemmed 
the  vessel  round,  and  plashed  the  water  high  about  her 
sides,  and,  floating  her  gallantly  into  the  dock,  flew  off 
again  to  welcome  other  comers,  and  speed  before  them  to 
the  busy  Port. 


CHAPTER  THE  SIXTH. 

NEW  YORK. 

TnE  beautiful  metropolis  of  America  is  by  no  means  so 
clean  a  city  as  Boston,  but  many  of  its  streets  have  the 
same  characteristics;  except  that  the  houses  are  not  quite 
so  fresh-colored,  the  signboards  are  not  quite  so  gaudy, 
the  gilded  letters  not  quite  so  golden,  the  bricks  not  quite 
so  red,  the  stone  not  quite  so  white,  the  blinds  and  area 
railings  not  quite  so  green,  the  knobs  and  plates  upon  the 
street  doors  not  quite  so  bright  and  twinkling.  There 
are  many  by-streets,  almost  as  neutral  in  clean  colors, 
and  positive  in  dirty  ones,  as  by-streets  in  London  ;  and 
there  is  one  quarter,  commonly  called  the  Five  Points, 
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which,  in  respect  of  filth  and  wretchedness,  maybe  safely 
backed  against  Seven  Dials,  or  any  other  part  of  famed 
St.  Giles's. 

The  great  promenade  and  thoroughfare,  as  most  people 
know,  is  Broadway  ;  a  wide  and  bustling  street,  which, 
from  the  Battery  Gardens  to  its  opposite  termination  in  a 
country  road,  may  be  four  miles  long.  Shall  we  sit  down 
in  an  upper  floor  of  the  Carlton  House  Hotel  (situated  in 
the  best  part  of  this  main  artery  of  New  York),  and  when 
we  are  tired  of  looking  down  upon  the  life  below,  sally 
forth  arm-in-arm,  and  mingle  with  the  stream? 

Warm  weather !  The  sun  strikes  upon  our  heads  at 
this  open  window/,  as  though  its  rays  were  concentrated 
through  a  burning-glass  ;  but  the  day  is  in  its  zenith,  and 
the  season  an  unusual  one.  Was  there  ever  such  a  sunny 
street  as  this  Broadway!  The  pavement  stones  are 
polished  with  the  tread  of  feet  until  they  shine  again  ; 
the  red  bricks  of  the  houses  might  be  yet  in  the  dry  hot 
kilns ;  and  the  roofs  of  those  omnibuses  look  as  though, 
if  water  were  poured  on  them,  they  would  hiss  and  smoke, 
and  smell  like  half-quenched  fires.  No  stint  of  omnibuses 
here !  Half-a-dozen  have  gone  by  within  as  many  minutes. 
Plenty  of  hackney  cabs  and  coaches  too ;  gigs,  phaetons, 
large-wheeled  tilburies,  and  private  carriages — rather  of 
a  clumsy  make,  and  not  very  different  from  the  public 
vehicles,  but  built  for  the  heavy  roads  beyond  the  city 
pavement.  Negro  coachmen  and  white ;  in  straw  hats, 
black  hats,  white  hats,  glazed  caps,  fur  caps ;  in  coats  of 
drab,  black,  brown,  green,  blue,  nankeen,  striped  jean 
and  linen  ;  and  there,  in  that  one  instance  (look  while  it 
passes,  or  it  will  be  too  late),  in  suits  of  livery.  Some 
southern  republican  that,  who  puts  his  blacks  in  uniform, 
and  swells  with  Sultan  pomp  and  power.  Yonder,  where 
that  phaeton  with  the  well-clipped  pair  of  grays  has 
stopped — standing  at  their  heads  now — is  a  Yorkshire 
groom,  who  has  not  been  very  long  in  these  parts,  and 
]« inlcs  sorrowfully  round  for  a  companion  pair  of  top-boots, 
which  he  may  traverse  the  city  half  a  year  without  meet- 
ing. Heaven  save  the  ladies,  how  they  dress!  We  have 
seen  more  colors  in  these  ten  minutes,  than  we  should 
have  seen  elsewhere,  in  as  many  days.  What  various 
parasols!  what  rainbow  silks  and  satins!  what  pinking 
of  thin  stockings,  and  pinching  of  thin  shoes,  and  flutter- 
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big  of  ribbons  and  silk  tassels,  and  display  of  rich  cloaks 
with  gaudy  hoods  and  linings!  The  yotmg  gentlemen 
arc  fond,  you  sec,  of  turning  down  their  shirt-collars  and 
cultivating  their  whiskers,  especially  under  the  chin ;  but 
they  cannot  approach  the  ladies  in  their  dress  orbearing? 
being,  to  say  the  truth,  humanity  of  quite  another  sort. 
Byrons  of  the  desk  and  counter,  pass  on,  and  let  us  see 
what  kind  of  men  those  are  behind  ye :  those  two  laborers 
in  holiday  clothes,  of  whom  one  carries  in  his  hand  a 
orumpled  scrap  of  paper  from  which  he  tries  to  spell  out 
a  hard  name,  while  the  other  looks  about  for  it  on  all  the 
doors  and  windows. 

Irishmen  both  !  You  might  know  them,  if  they  were 
masked,  by  their  long-tailed  blue  coats  and  bright  buttons, 
and  their  drab  trousers,  which  they  wear  like  men  well 
used  to  working  dresses,  who  are  easy  in  no  others.  It 
would  he  hard  to  keep  your  model  republics  going,  with- 
out the  countrymen  and  countrywomen  of  those  two 
laborers.  For  who  else  would  dig,  and  delve,  and  drudge, 
and  do  domestic  work,  and  make  canals  and  roads,  and 
execute  great  lines  of  Internal  Improvement!  Irishmen 
both,  and  sorely  puzzled  too,  to  find  out  what  they  seek. 
Let  us  go  down,  and  help  them,  for  the  love  of  home,  and 
that  spirit  of  liberty  which  admits  of  honest  service  to 
honest  men,  and  honest  work  for  honest  bread,  no  matter 
what  it  be. 

That's  well !  We  have  got  at  the  right  address  at  last, 
though  it  is  written  in  strange  characters  truly,  and 
might  have  been  scrawled  with  the  blunt  handle  of  the 
spade  the  writer  better  knows  the  use  of,  than  a  pen. 
Their  way  lies  yonder,  but  What  business  takes  them 
there?  They  carry  savings  :  to  hoard  up?  No.  They 
are  brothers,  those  men.  One  crossed  the  sea  alone,  and 
working  very  hard  for  one  half-year,  and  living  harder, 
saved  funds  enough  to  bring  the  other  out.  That  done, 
they  worked  together,  side  by  side,  contentedly  sharing 
hard  labor  and  hard  living  for  another  term,  and  then 
their  sisters  came,  and  then  another  brother,  and,  lastly, 
their  old  mother.  And  what 'now?  Why,  the  poor  old 
crone  is  restless  in  a  strange  land;  and  yearns  to  lay  her 
bones,  she  says,  among  her  people  in  the  old  graveyard 
at  home :  and  so  they  go  to  pay  her  passage  back  :  and 
God  help  her  and  them,  and  every  simple  heart,  and  all 


AMERICAN  yoTES.  83 

who  turn  to  the  Jerusalem  of  their  younger  days,  and 
have  an  altar-fire  upon  the  cold  hearth  of  their  fathers. 

This  narrow  thoroughfare,  baking  and  blistering  in  the 
sun,  is  Wall  Street :  the  Stock  Exchange  and  Lombard 
Street  of  New  York.  Many  a  rapid  fortune  has  been 
made  in  this  street,  and  many  a  no  less  rapid  ruin. 
Some  of  these  very  merchants  whom  you  see  hanging 
about  here  now,  have  locked  up  money  in  their  strong- 
boxes, like  the  man  in  the  Arabian  Nights,  and  opening 
them  again,  have  found  but  withered  leaves.  Below, 
here  by  the  water-side,  where  the  bowsprits  of  ships 
stretch  across  the  footway,  and  almost  thrust  them- 
selves into  the  windows,  lie  the  noble  American  vessels 
which  have  made  their  Packet  Service  the  finest  in  the 
world.  They  have  brought  hither  the  foreigners  who 
abound  in  all  the  streets:  not  perhaps,  that  there  are 
more  here,  than  in  other  commercial  cities;  but  elsewhere 
they  have  particular  haunts,  and  you  must  find  them 
out;  here,  they  pervade  the  town. 

We  must  cross  Broadway  again  ;  gaining  some  refresh- 
ment from  the  heat,  in  the  sight  of  the  great  blocks  of 
clean  ice  which  are  being  carried  into  shops  and  bar-rooms ; 
and  the  pineapples  and  water-melons  profusely  displayed 
for  sale.  Fine  streets  of  spacious  houses  here,  you  see  ! — 
Wall  Street  has  furnished  and  dismantled  many  of  them 
very  often — and  here  a  deep  green  leafy  square.  Be  sure 
that  is  a  hospitable  house  with  inmates  to  be  affectionately 
remembered  always,  where  they  have  the  open  door  and 
pretty  show  of  plants  within,  and  Avhere  the  child  with 
laughing  eyes  is  peeping  out  of  window  at  the  little  dog 
below.  You  wronder  what  may  be  the  use  of  this  tall 
flagstaff  in  the  by-street,  with  something  like  Liberty's 
head-dress  on  its  top :  so  do  I.  But  there  is  a  passion 
for  tall  flags  taffs  hereabout,  and  you  may  see  its  twin 
brother  in  five  minutes,  if  you  have  a  mind. 

Again  across  Broadway,  and  so — passing  from  the  many- 
colored  crowd  and  glittering  shops — into  another  long 
main  street,  the  Bowery.  A  railroad  yonder,  see,  where 
two  stout  horses  trot  along,  drawing  a  score  or  two  of 
people  and  a  great  wooden  ark,  with  ease.  The  stores 
are  poorer  here ;  the  passengers  less  gay.  Clothes  ready- 
made,  and  meat  ready-cooked,  are  to  be  bought  in  these 
parts;  and  the  lively  whirl  of  carriages  is  exchanged  for 
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the  deep  rumble  of  carts  and  wagons.  These  signs  which 
are  so  plentiful,  in  shape  like  fiver  buoys,  or  small  balloons, 
hoisted  by  cords  bo  poles,  and  dangling  there,  announce, 
as  you  may  see  by  looking  up,  "Oi  sa  ees  in  evert  Style." 
They  tempi  the  hungry  most  at  night,  for  then  dull 
cam  lies  glimmering  inside,  illuminate  these  dainty  words, 
and  make  the  mouths  of  idlers  water,  as  they  read  and 
linger. 

Whai  is  this  dismal- fronted  pile  of  bastard  Egyptian; 
like  an  enchanter's  palace  in  a  melodrama! — a  famous 
prison,  called  The  Tombs.     Shall  we  go  in? 

So.  A  long  narrow  lofty  building,  stove-heated  as 
usual,  with  four  galleries,  one  above  the  other,  going 
round  it,  and  communicating  by  stairs.  Between  the  two 
sides  of  each  gallery,  and  in  its  centre,  a  bridge,  for  the 
greater  convenience  of  crossing.  On  each  of  these  bridges 
sits  a  man  :  dozing  or  reading,  or  talking  to  an  idle  com- 
panion. On  each  tier,  are  two  opposite  rows  of  small  iron 
doors.  They  look  like  furnace-doors,  but  are  cold  and 
black,  as  though  the  fires  within  had  all  gone  out.  Some 
two  or  three  are  open,  and  women,  with  drooping  heads 
bent  down,  are  talking  to  the  inmates.  The  whole  is 
lighted  by  a  skylight,  but  it  is  fast  closed:  and  from  the 
roof  there  dangle,  limp  and  drooping,  two  useless  wind- 
sails. 

A  man  witli  keys  appears,  to  show  us  round.  A  good- 
looking  fellow,  and,  in  his  way,  civil  and  obliging. 

"  Are  those  black  doors  the  cells  ?  " 

«  Yes." 

"Are'they  all  full?" 

"  Well,  they's  pretty  nigh  full,  and  that's  a  fact,  and  no 
two  ways  about  it." 

"Those  at  the  bottom  are  unwholesome,  surely?" 

"  Why,  we  do  only  put  colored  people  in  'em.  That's 
the  truth." 

"  When  do  the  prisoners  take  exercise?" 

"  Well,  they  do  without  it  pretty  much." 

"Do  they  never  walk  in  the  yard?" 

"Considerable  seldom." 

"  Sometimes,  I  suppose?" 

"  Well,  it's  rare  they  do.  They  keep  pretty  bright  with- 
out  it." 

"But  suppose  a  man  were  here  for  a  twelvemonth.    I 
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know  this  is  only  a  prison  for  criminals  who  are  charged 
with  grave  offences,  while  they  are  awaiting  their  trial, 
or  are  nnder  remand,  but  the  law  here  affords  criminals 
many  means  of  delay.  What  with  motions  for  new  trial, 
and  in  arrest  of  judgment,  and  what  not,  a  prisoner 
might  be  here  for  twelve  months,  I  take  it,  might  he  not?  " 

"  Well,  I  guess  he  might." 

" Do  you  mean  to  say  that  in  all  that  time  he  would 
never  come  out  at  that  little  iron  door,  for  exercise?" 

"lie  might  walk  some,  perhaps — not  much." 

"  Will  you  open  one  of  the  doors  ?" 

"All,  if  you  like." 

The  fastenings  jar  and  rattle,  and  one  of  the  doors  turns 
slowly  on  its  hinges.  Let  us  look  in.  A  small  bare  cell, 
into  which  the  light  enters  through  a  high  chink  in  the 
wall.  There  is  a  rude  means  of  washing,  a  table,  and  a 
bedstead.  Upon  the  latter,  sits  a  man  of  sixty  ;  reading. 
He  looks  up  for  a  moment ;  gives  an  impatient  dogged 
shake;  and  fixes  his  eyes  upon  his  book  again.  As  we 
withdraw  our  heads,  the  door  closes  on  him,  and  is  fastened 
as  before.  This  man  has  murdered  his  wife,  and  will 
probably  be  hanged. 

"How  long  has  he  been  here?" 

"A  month." 

"  When  will  he  be  tried?" 

"  Next  term." 

"When  is  that?" 

"  Next  month." 

"  In  England,  if  a  man  be  under  sentence  of  death,  even*, 
he  has  air  and  exercise  at  certain  periods  of  the  day." 

"Possible?" 

With  what  stupendous  and  untranslatable  coolness 
he  says  this,  and  how  loungingly  he  leads  on  to  the 
women's  side:  making,  as  he  goes,  a  kind  of  iron  castanet 
of  the  key  and  the  stair-rail ! 

Each  cell  door  on  this  side  has  a  square  aperture  in  it. 
Some  of  the  women  peep  anxiously  through  it  at  the  sound 
of  footsteps ;  others  shrink  away  in  shame. — For  what 
offence  can  that  lonely  child,  of  ten  or  twelve  years  old, 
be  shut  up  here?  Oh!  that  boy?  He  is  the  son  of  the 
prisoner  we  saw  just  now ;  is  a  witness  against  his  father  ; 
and  is  detained  here  for  safe  keeping,  until  the  trial: 
that's  all. 
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Bui  it  is  a  dreadful  place  for  the  child  to  pass  the  long 
days  and  nights  in.  This  is  rather  hard  treatment  for  a 
young  \\  itness,  is  it  not  ?  -What  Bays  our  conductor  ? 

••  wen,  it  an'l  a  very  rowdy  life,  and  that'' a  a  fact!" 

Again  he  clinks  his  metal  Castanet,  and  leads  us  leisurely 
away.     1  have  a  question  to  ask  bim  as  we  go. 

"  Pray,  why  do  they  call  this  place  The  Tombs?" 

"  Weil,  it's  the  cant  name." 

«  1  know  it  is.     Why?" 

••  Some  suicides  happened  here,  when  it  was  first  built. 
I  expect  it  come  about  from  that." 

"  1  saw  just  now.  thai  thai  man's  clothes  were  scattered 
about  tin,'  floor  of  his  cell.  Don't  you  oblige  the  prisoners 
to  be  orderly,  and  put  such  things  away?" 

"Where  should  they  put 'em?" 

"Not  on  the  ground  surely.  What  do  you  say  to  hang- 
ing them  up?" 

lie  stops,  and  looks  round  to  emphasize  his  answer: 

"  Why,  I  say  that's  just  it.  "When  they  had  hooks  they 
toould.hang  themselves,  so  they're  taken  out  of  every  cell, 
and  there's  only  the  marks  left  where  they  used  to  be!  " 

The  prison-yard  in  which  he  pauses  now,  has  been  the 
scene  of  terrible  performances.  Into  this  narrow,  grave- 
like place,  men  are  brought  out  to  die.  The  wretched 
creature  stands  beneath  the  gibbet  on  the  ground;  the 
rope  about  his  neck;  and  when  the  sign  is  given,  a  weight 
at  its  other  end  comes  running  down,  and  swings  him  up 
into  the  air — a  corpse. 

The  law  requires  that  there  be  present  at  this  dismal 
spectacle,  the  judge,  the  jury,  and  citizens  to  the  amount 
of  twenty-five.  From  the  community  it  is  hidden.  To 
the  dissolute  and  bad,  the  thing  remains  a  frightful 
mystery.  Between  the  criminal  and  them,  the  prison- 
wall  is  interposed  as  a  thick  gloomy  veil.  It  is  the  cur- 
tain to  his  bed  of  death,  his  winding-sheet,  and  grave. 
From  him  it  shuts  out  life,  and  all  the  motives  to  unre- 
p'enting  hardihood  in  that  last  hour,  which  its  mere  sight 
and  presence  is  often  all-sufiicient  to  sustain.  There  are 
no  bold  eyes  to  make  him  bold;  no  ruffians  to  uphold  a 
ruffian's  name  before.  All  beyond  the  pitiless  stone  wall, 
is  unknown  space. 

Let  us  go  forth  again  into  the  cheerful  streets. 

Once  more  in  Broadway !     Here  are  the  same  ladies  in 
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bright  colors,  walking  to  and  fro,  in  pairs  and  singly ; 
yonder  the  very  same  light  blue  parasol  which  passed  and 
repassed  the  hotel-window  twenty  times  while  we  were 
silting  there.  We  are  going  to  cross  here.  Take  care  of 
the  pigs.  Two  portly  sows  are  trotting  up  behind  this 
carriage,  and  a  select  party  of  half-a-dozen  gen'lemen 
hogs  have  just  now  turned  the  corner. 

Here  is  a  solitary  swine,  lounging  homeward  by  himself. 
Ik-  has  only  one  ear;  having  parted  with  the  other  to 
vagrant-dogs  in  the  course  of  his  city  rambles.  But  he 
gets  on  very  well  without  it;  and  leads  a  roving,  gentle- 
manly, vagabond  kind  of  life,  somewhat  answering  to  that 
of  our  club-men  at  home.  lie  leaves  his  lodgings  every 
morning  at  a  certain  hour,  throws  himself  upon  the  town, 
gets  through  his  day  in  some  manner  quite  satisfactory 
to  himself,  and  regularly  appears  at  the  door  of  his  own 
house  again  at  night,  like  the  mysterious  master  of  Gil 
Bias.  lie  is  a  free-and-easy,  careless,  indifferent  kind  of 
pig,  having  a  very  large  acquaintance  among  other  pigs 
of  the  same  character,  whom  he  rather  knows  by  sight 
than  conversation,  as  he  seldom  troubles  himself  to  stop 
and  exchange  civilities,  but  goes  grunting  down  the  ken- 
nel, turning  up  the  news  and  small-talk  of  the  city  in  the 
shape  of  cabbage-stalks  and  offal,  and  bearing  no  tails  but 
his  own :  which  is  a  very  short  one,  for  his  old  enemies, 
the  dogs,  have  been  at  that  too,  and  have  left  him  hardly 
enough  to  swear  by.  lie  is  in  every  respect  a  republican 
pig,  going  wherever  lie  pleases,  and  mingling  with  the 
best  society,  on  an  equal,  if  not  superior  footing,  for 
every  one  makes  way  when  he  appears,  and  the  haughtiest 
give  him  the  wall,  if  he  prefer  it.  ITe  is  a  great  philoso- 
pher, and  seldom  moved,  unless  by  the  dogs  before-men- 
tioned. Sometimes,  indeed,  you  may  see  his  small  eye 
twinkling  on  a  slaughtered  friend,  whose  carcass  garnishes 
a  butcher's  door-post,  but  he  grunts  out  "  Such  is  life : 
all  flesh  is  pork!"  buries  his  nose  in  the  mire  again,  and 
waddles  down  the  gutter  :  comforting  himself  with  the 
reflection  that  there  is  one  snout  the  less  to  anticipate 
stray  cabbage-stalks,  at  any  rate. 

They  are  the  city  scavengers,  these  pigs.  Ugly  brutes 
they  are  ;  having,  for  the  most  part,  scanty  brown  backs, 
like  the  lids  of  old  horsechair  trunks  :  spotted  with  un- 
wholesome black  blotches.    They  have  long,  gaunt  legs, 
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too,  and  such  peaked  snouts,  that  if  one  of  them  caul  ibe 
uaded  tosit  I'm-  his  profile, nobody  would  recognizeit 
for  21  pig's  likeness.  Theyare  uever  attended  upon,  or 
fed,  oi'  driven,  or  caught,  but  are  thrown  upon  their  own 
resources  in  early  life,  and  become  preternaturally  know- 
ing  in  consequence.  Every  pig  knows  where  he  lives, 
much  better  than  anybody  could  tell  him.  At  this  hour 
just  as  eveniiig  is  closing  in,  yoU  will  see  them  roaming 
towards  bed  hy  semes,  eating-  their  way  to  the  last. 
Occasionally,  some  youth  among  them  who  has  oxer- 
eaten  himself,  or  lias  been  much  worried  hy  dogs,  trots 
shrinking!)'  homeward,  like  a  prodigal  son  :  but  this  is  a 
rare  case;  perfect  self-possession  and  self-reliance,  and 
immovable   composure,    being  their  foremost  attributes. 

The  streets  and  shops  are  lighted  now  ;  and  as  the 
eye  travels  down  the  long  thoroughfare,  dotted  With 
bright  jets  of  gas,  it  is  reminded  of  Oxford  Street,  or  Picca- 
dilly. Here  and  there,  a  flight  of  broad  stone  cellar-steps 
appears,  and  a  painted  lamp  directs  you  to  the  Bowling 
Saloon,  or  Ten- Pin-alley  ;  Ten-Pins  being  a  game  of 
mingled  chance  and  skill,  invented  when  the  legislature 
passed  an  act  forbidding  Nine-Pins.  At  other  downward 
flights  of  steps,  are  otherlanips,  marking  the  whereabouts 
of  oyster-cellars — pleasant  retreats,  say  I  :  not  only  by 
reason  of  their  wonderful  cookery  of  oysters,  pretty  nigh 
as  large  as  cheese-plates  (or  for  thy  dear  sake,  heartiest  of 
Greek  Professors  !),  but  because  of  all  kinds  of  eaters  of 
fish,  or  flesh,  or  fowl,  in  these  latitudes,  the  swallowers 
of  oysters  alone  are  not  gregarious  ;  but  subduing  them- 
selves, as  it  were,  to  the  nature  of  what  they  work  in,  and 
copying  the  coyness  of  the  thing  they  eat  do  sit  apart  in 
curtained  boxes,  and  consort  by  twos,  not  by  two  bun. 
dreds. 

But  how  quiet  the  streets  are  !  Are  there  no  itinerant 
bands  ;  no  wind  or  stringed  instruments  ?  No,  not  one. 
By  day,  are  there  no  Punches,  Fantoccinis,  Dancing-dogs, 
Jugglers,  Conjurers,  Orchestrinas,  or  even  Barrel-organs  ? 
No,  not  one.  Yes,  I  remember  one.  One  barrel-organ 
and  a  dancing-monkey — sportive  by  nature,  but  fast  fad- 
ing into  a  dull,  lumpish  monkey,  of  the  Utilitarian  school. 
Beyond  that,  nothing  lively  ;  no,  not  so  much  as  a  white 
mouse  in  a  twirling  cage. 

Are  there  no  amusements  ?    Yes.    There  is  a  lecture- 
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room  across  the  way,  from  which  that  glare  of  light 
proceeds,  and  there  may  he  evening  service  for  the  ladies 
thrice  a  week,  or  oftener.  For  the  young  gentlemen, 
there  is  the  counting-house,  the  store,  the  har-room  :  the 
latter,  as  you  may  see  through  these  windows,  pretty  full. 
Hark  !  to  the  clinking  sound  of  hammers  breaking  lumps 
of  ice,  and  to  the  cool  gurgling  of  the  pounded  hits,  as, 
in  the  process  of  mixing,  they  are  poured  from  glass 
to  glass  !  No  amusements  ?  What  are  these  suckers  of 
cigars  and  swallowers  of  strong  drinks,  whose  hats  and 
legs  we  see  in  every  possible  variety  of  twist,  doing,  hut 
amusing  themselves  ?  What  are  the  fifty  newspapers, 
which  those  precocious  urchins  are  bawling  down  the 
street,  and  which  are  kept  filed  within,  what  are  they 
but  amusements  ?  Not  vapid  waterish  amusements,  but 
good  strong  stuff  ;  dealing  in  round  abuse  and  black- 
guard names  ;  pulling  off  the  roofs  of  private  houses,  as 
the  Halting  Devil  did  in  Spain  ;  pimping  and  pandering 
for  all  degrees  of  vicious  taste,  and  gorging  with  coined 
lies  the  most  voracious  maw  ;  imputing  to  every  man  in 
public  life  the  coarsest  and  the  vilest  motives ;  scaring 
away  from  the  stabbed  and  prostrate  body-politic,  every 
Samaritan  of  clear  conscience  and  good  deeds  ;  and  set- 
ting on,  with  yell  and  whistle  and  the  clapping  of  foul 
hands,  the  vilest  vermin  and  worst  birds  of  prey. — No 
amusements  ! 

Let  us  go  on  again  ;  and  passing  this  wilderness  of  an 
hotel  with  stores  about  its  base,  like  some  Continental 
theatre,  or  the  London  Opera  House  shorn  of  its  colon- 
nade, plunge  into  the  Five  Points.  But  it  is  needful, 
first,  that  we  take  as  our  escort  these  two  heads  of  the 
police,  whom  you  would  know  for  sharp  and  well  trained 
officers  if  you  met  them  in  the  Great  Desert.  So  true 
it  is,  that  certain  pursuits,  wherever  carried  on,  will  stamp 
men  with  the  same  character.  These  two  might  have 
been  begotten,  born,  and  bred,  in  Bow  Street. 

We  have  seen  no  beggars  in  the  streets  by  night  or 
day  ;  but  of  other  kinds  of  strollers,  plenty.  Poverty, 
wretchedness,  and  vice,  are  rife  enough  where  we  are  going 
now. 

This  is  the  place  :  these  narrow  ways,  diverging  to  the 
right  and  left,  and  reeking  everywhere  with  dirt  and  filth. 
Such  lives  as  are  led  here,  bear  the  same  fruits  here  as 
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flsi'w  here.  The  coarse  and  bloated  faces  .it  the  doors, 
have  counterparts  at  home,  and  all  the  wide  world  over. 
Debauchery  has  made  the  very  houses  prematurely  o!4: 
See  how  the  L'otteh  beams  are  tumbling  down,  and  how 

the  patched  and  broken  windows  seem  to  scowl  dimly, 
like  eyes  that  have  been  hurl  in  drunken  trays.  Manypf 
those  pigs  live  here.  Do  they  ever  wonder  why  Lheir 
masters  walk  upright  in  lieu  of  going  on  all-four  ?  and 
why  they  talk  instead  of  grunting  ? 

So  far,  nearly  every  house,  is  a  low  tavern,;  and  on  the 
bar-room  walls,  are  colored  prints  of  Washington,  and 
Queen  Victoria  of  England,  and  the  American  Eagle. 
Among  the  pigeon-holes  that  hold  the  bottles,  are  pieces 
of  plate-glass  and  colored  paper,  for  there  is,  in  some 
sort,  a  taste  for  decoration,  even  here.  And  as  seamen 
frequent  these  haunts,  there  are  maritime  pictures  by  the 
dozen:  of  partings  between  sailors  and  their  ladydoves, 
portraits  of  William,  of  the  ballad,  and  his  1  Mack-Eyed 
Susan;  of  Will  Watch,  the  Bold  Smuggler;  of  Paul 
.bines  the  Pirate,  and  the  like  :  on  which  the  painted  eyes 
of  Queen  Victoria,  and  of  Washington  to  boot,  rest  in  as 
strange;  companionship,  as  on  most  of  the  scenes  that  are 
enacted  in  their  wondering  presence. 

What  place  is  this,  to  which  the  squalid  street  con- 
ducts us?  A  kind  of  square  of  leprous  houses,  some  of 
which  are  attainable  only  by  crazy  wooden  stairs  with- 
out. What  lies  beyond  this  tottering  flight  of  steps,  that 
creak  beneath  our  tread  ? — a  miserable  room,  lighted  by 
one  dim  candle,  and  destitute  of  all  comfort,  save  that 
which  may  be  hidden  in  a  wretched  bed.  Beside  it,  sits  a 
man  :  his  elbows  on  his  knees  :  his  forehead  hidden  in 
his  hands.  "What  ails  that  man!"  asks  the  foremost 
officer.  "Fever,"  he  sullenly  replies,  without  looking  up. 
Conceive  the  fancies  of  a  fevered  brain,  in  such  a  place  as 
this ! 

Ascend  these  pitch-dark  stairs,  heedful  of  a  false  foot- 
ing on  the  trembling  boards,  and  grope  your  way  with 
me  into  this  wolfish  den,  where  neither  ray  of  light  nor 
breath  of  air,  appears  to  come.  A  negro  lad,  startled 
from  his  sleep  by  the  officer's  voice — he  knows  it  well — 
but  comforted  by  his  assurance  that  he  has  not  come 
on  business,  officiously  bestirs  himself  to  light  a  candle. 
The    match    flickers  for  a   moment,   and  shows    great 
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mounds  of  dusky  rags  upon  the  ground  ;  then  dies  away 
and  leaves  a  denser  darkness  than  before,  if  there  can  be 
degrees  in  such  extremes.  He  stumbles  down  the  stairs 
and  presently  comes  back,  shading  a  flaring  taper  with 
his  hand.  Then  the  mounds  of  rags  are  seen  to  be  astir, 
and  rise  slowly  up,  and  the  floor  is  covered  with  heaps  of 
negro  women,  waking  from  their  sleep  :  their  white  teeth 
chattering,  and  their  bright  eyes  glistening  and  winking 
on  all  sides  with  surprise  and  fear,  like  the  countless  rep- 
etition of  one  astonished  African  face  in  some  strange 
mirror. 

Mount  up  these  other  stairs  with  no  less  caution  (there 
are  traps  and  pitfalls  here,  for  those  who  are  not  so  well 
escorted  as  ourselves)  into  the  housetop ;  where  the 
bare  beams  and  rafters  meet  overhead,  and  calm  night 
looks  down  through  the  crevices  in  the  roof.  Open  the 
door  of  one  of  these  cramped  hutches  full  of  sleeping 
negroes.  Pah !  They  have  a  charcoal  fire  within  ;  there 
is  a  smell  of  singeing  clothes,  or  flesh,  so  close  they  gather 
round  the  brazier ;  and  vapors  issue  forth  that  blind  and 
suffocate.  From  every  corner,  as  you  glance  about  you 
in  these  dark  retreats,  some  figure  crawls  half-awakened, 
as  if  the  Judgment-hour  were  near  at  hand,  and  every 
obscene  grave  were  giving  up  its  dead.  Where  dogs 
would  howl  to  lie,  women,  and  men,  and  boys  slink  off  to 
sleep,  forcing  the  dislodged  rats  to  move  away  in  quest 
of  better  lodgings. 

Here  too  are  lanes  and  alleys,  paved  with  mud  knee- 
deep  :  underground  chambers,  where  they  dance  and 
game;  the  walls  bedecked  with  rough  designs  of  ships, 
and  forts,  and  flags,  and  American  Eagles  out  of  number  : 
ruined  houses,  open  to  the  street,  whence,  through  wide 
gaps  in  the  walls,  other  ruins  loom  upon  the  eye,  as 
though  the  world  of  vice  and  misery  had  nothing  else  to 
show :  hideous  tenements  which  take  their  name  from 
robbery  and  murder:  all  that  is  loathsome,  drooping,  and 
decayed  is  here. 

Our  leader  has  his  hand  upon  the  latch  of  "  Almack's," 
and  calls  to  us  from  the  bottom  of  the  steps;  for  the 
assembly-room  of  the  Five  Point  fashionable  is  approached 
by  a  descent.     Shall  we  go  in?    It  is  but  a  moment. 

Heyday  !  the  landlady  of  Almack's  thrives  !  A  buxom 
fat  mulatto  woman,  with  sparkling  eyes,  whose  head  is 
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daintily  ornamented  with  a  handkerchief  of  many  colors, 
Nor  is  the  landlord  much  behind  her  in  Ins  finery,  being 
attired  in  a  smart  blue  jacket,  like  a  ship's  steward,  with 
a  thick  gold  ring  upon  his  little  finger,  and  round  hits 
neck  a  gleaming  golden  watch-guard,  How  glad  he  is  to 
see  ns  !  Wliat  will  we  please  to  call  for  ?  A  dance  ?  It 
shall  be  done  directly,  sir:  "a  regular  breakrdbwn." 

The  corpulent  black  fiddler,  and  his  friend  who  plays 
the  tambourine,  stamp  upon  the  boarding  of  the  small 
raised  orchestra  in  which  they  sit,  and  play  a  lively 
measure.  Five  or  six  eouple  come  upon  the  floor,  mar- 
shalled by  a  lively  young  negro,  who  is  the  wit  of  the  as- 
sembly, and  the  greatest  dancer  known.  He  never  leaves 
off  making  queer  faces,  and  is  the  delight  of  all  the  rest, 
who  grin  from  ear  to  ear  incessantly  Among  the 
dancers  are  two  young  mulatto  girls,  with  large,  black, 
drooping  eyes,  and  headgear  after  the  fashion  of  the  host- 
ess, who  are  as  shy,  or  feign  to  be,  as  though  they  never 
danced  before,  and  so  look  down  before  the  visitors,  that 
their  partners  can  see  nothing  but  the  long  fringed 
lashes. 

But  the  dance  commences.  Every  gentleman  sets  as 
long  as  he  likes  to  the  opposite  lady,  and  the  opposite 
lady  to  him,  and  all  are  so  long  about  it  that  the  sport; 
begins  to  languish,  when  suddenly  the  lively  hero  dashes 
in  to  the  rescue.  Instantly  the  fiddler  grins,  and  goes  at 
it  tootli  and  nail;  there  is  new  energy  in  the  tambourine; 
new  laughter  in  the  dancers;  new  smiles  in  the  land- 
lady ;  new  confidence  in  the  landlord ;  new  brightness  in 
the  very  candles.  Single  shuffle,  double  shuffle,  cut  and 
cross-cut:  snapping  his  fingers,  rolling  his  eyes,  turn- 
ing in  his  knees,  presenting  the  backs  of  his  legs  in  front, 
spinning  about  on  his  toes  and  heels  like  nothing  but  the 
man's  fingers  on  the  tambourine;  dancing  with  two  left 
legs,  two  right  legs,  two  wooden  legs,  two  wire  legs,  two 
spring  legs — all  sorts  of  legs  and  no  legs — what  is  this 
to  him?  And  in  what  walk  of  life,  or  dance  of  life,  docs 
man  ever  get  such  stimulating  applause  as  thunders 
about  him,  when,  having  danced  his  partner  off  her  feet, 
and  himself  too,  he  finishes  by  leaping  gloriously  on  the 
bar-counter,  and  calling  for  something  to  drink,  with  the 
chuckle  of  a  million  of  counterfeit  Jim  Crows,  in  one 
inimitable  sound ! 
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The  air,  even  in  these  distempered  parts,  is  fresh  after 
the  stifling  atmosphere  of  the  houses;  and  now,  as  we 
emerge  into  a  broader  street,  it  blows  upon  us  with  a 
purer  breath,  and  the  stars  look  bright  again.  Here  are 
The  Tombs  once  more.  The  city  watch-house  is  a  part 
of  the  building.  It  follows  naturally  on  the  sights  we 
have  just  left.     Let  us  see  that,  and  then  to  bed. 

What!  do  you  thrust  your  common  offenders  against 
the  police  discipline  of  the  town,  into  such  holes  as  these? 
Do  men  and  women,  against  whom  no  crime  is  proved, 
lie  here  all  night  in  perfect  darkness,  surrounded  by  the 
noisome  vapors  which  encircle  that  flagging  lamp  you 
light  us  with,  and  breathing  this  filthy  and  offensive 
stench  !  Why,  such  indecent  and  disgusting  dungeons  as 
these  cells,  would  bring  disgrace  upon  the  most  despotic 
empire  in  the  world !  Look  at  them,  man — you,  who  see 
them  every  night,  and  keep  the  keys.  Do  you  see  what 
they  are !  Do  you  know  how  drains  are  made  below  the 
streets,  and  wherein  these  human  sewers  differ,  except  in 
being  always  stagnant  ? 

Well,  he  don't  know.  He  has  had  five-and- twenty 
young  women  locked  up  in  this  very  cell  at  one  time,  and 
you'd  hardly  realize  what  handsome  faces  there  were 
among  'em. 

In  God's  name !  shut  the  door  upon  the  wretched  creat- 
ure who  is  in  it  now,  and  put  its  screen  before  a  place, 
quite  unsurpassed  in  all  the  vice,  neglect,  and  devilry,  of 
the  worst  old  town  in  Europe. 

Are  people  really  left  all  night,  untried,  in  those  black 
sties ! — Every  night.  The  watch  is  set  at  seven  in  the 
evening.  The  magistrate  opens  his  court  at  five  in  the 
morning.  That  is  the  earliest  hour  at  which  the  first 
prisoner  can  be  released ;  and  if  an  officer  appear  against 
him,  he  is  not  taken  out  till  nine  o'clock  or  ten. — But  if 
any  one  among  them  die  in  the  interval,  as  one  man  did, 
not  long  ago?  Then  he  is  half-eaten  by  the  rats  in  an 
hour's  time  ;  as  that  man  was  ;  and  there  an  end. 

What  is  this  intolerable  tolling  of  great  bells,  and  crash- 
ing of  wheels,  and  shouting  in  the  distance?  A  fire. 
And  what  that  deep  red  light  in  the  opposite  direction? 
Another  fire.  And  what  these  charred  and  blackened 
walls  we  stand  before  ?  A  dwelling  where  a  fire  has  been. 
It  was  more  than  hinted,  in  an  official  report  not  long  ago, 
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that  some  of  those  conflagrations  were  riot  wholly  acci- 
dental, and  thai  speculation  and  enterprise  found  a  field 
of  exertion,  even  in  flames:  but  be  this  as  ii  may,  there 
was  a  Are  last  night,  there  are  two  to-night,  and  you  may 
lay  an  even  wager  there  will  be  at  least  one,  to-morrow. 
So,  carrying  that  with  us  for  our  comfort,  let  US  say, 
Good  night,  and  climb  upstairs  to  bed. 

One  day,  during  my  stay  in  New  Fork,  I  paid  a  visit  to 
the  different  public  institutions  on  Long  Island.  One  of 
them  is  a  Lunatic  Asylum.  The  building  is  handsome; 
and  is  remarkable  for  a  spacious  and  elegant  staircase. 
The  whole  structure  is  not  yet  finished,  hut  it  is  already 
one  of  considerable  size  and  extent,  and  is  capable  of 
accommodating  a  very  large  number  of  patients. 

I  cannot  say  that  I  derived  much  comfort  from  the  in- 
spection of  this  charity.  The  different  wards  might  have 
been  cleaner  and  hotter  ordered;  I  saw  nothing  of  that 
salutary  system  which  had  impressed  me  so  favorably 
elsewhere;  and  everything  had  a  lounging,  listless,  mad- 
house air,  which  was  very  painful.  The  moping  idiot, 
cowering  down  with  long  dishevelled  hair;  the  gibbering 
maniac,  with  his  hideous  laugh  and  pointed  ringer;  the 
vacant  eye,  the  fierce  wild  face,  the  gloomy  picking  of  the 
hands  and  lips,  and  munching  of  the  nails:  there  they 
were  all,  without  disguise,  in  naked  ugliness  and  horror. 
In  the  dining-room,  a  bare,  dull,  dreary  place,  with  noth- 
ing for  the  eye  to  rest  on  hut  the  empty  walls,  a  woman 
was  locked  up  alone.  She  was  bent,  they  told  me,  on 
commit  ting  suicide.  If  anything  could  have  strengthened 
her  in  her  resolution,  it  would  certainly  have  been  the 
insupportable  monotony  of  such  an  existence. 

The  terrible  crowd  with  which  these  halls  and  galleries 
were  filled,  so  shocked  me,  that  I  abridged  my  stay  with- 
in the  shortest  limits,  and  declined  to  see  that  portion  of 
the  building  in  which  the  refractory  and  violent  were 
under  closer  restraint.  I  have  no  doubt  that  the  gentle- 
man who  presided  over  this  establishment  at  the  time  I 
write  of,  was  competent  to  manage  it,  and  had  done  all 
in  his  power  to  promote  its  usefulness:  but  will  it  be  be- 
lieved that  the  miserable  strife  of  Party  feeling  is  carried 
even  into  this  sad  refuge  of  afflicted  degraded  humanity  ? 
Will  it  be  believed  that  the  eyes  which  are  to  watch  over 
and  control  the  wanderings  of  minds  on  which  the  most 
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dreadful  visitation  to  which  our  nature  is  exposed  has 
fallen,  must  wear  the  glasses  of  some  wretched  side  in 
Polities?  Will  it  be  believed  that  the  governor  of  such 
a  house  as  this,  is  appointed,  and  deposed,  and  changed 
perpetually,  as  Parties  fluctuate  and  vary,  and  as  their 
despicable  weathercocks  are  blown  this  way  or  that?  A 
hundred  times  every  week,  some  new  most  paltry  exhibi- 
tion of  that  narrow-minded  and  injurious  Party  Spirit, 
which  is  the  Simoom  of  America,  sickening  and  blighting 
everything  of  wholesale  life  within  its  reach,  was  forced 
upon  my  notice  ;  but  I  never  turned  my  back  upon  it  with 
feelings  of  such  deep  disgust  and  measureless  contempt, 
as  when  I  crossed  the  threshold  of  this  madhouse  on  Long 
Island. 

At  a  short  distance  from  this  building  is  another  called 
the  Alms  House,  that  is  to  say,  the  workhouse  of  New 
York.  This  is  a  large  Institution  also  :  lodging,  I  believe, 
when  I  was  there,  nearly  a  thousand  poor.  It  was  badly 
ventilated,  and  badly  lighted;  was  not  too  clean;  and 
impressed  me,  on  the  whole,  very  uncomfortably.  But 
it  must  be  remembered  that  New  York,  as  a  great  em- 
porium of  commerce,  and  as  a  place  of  general  resort,  not 
only  from  all  parts  of  the  States,  but  from  most  parts  of 
the  world,  has  always  a  large  pauper  population  to  pro- 
vide for;  and  labors,  therefore,  under  peculiar  difficulties 
in  this  respect.  Nor  must  it  be  forgotten  that  New 
York  is  a  large  town,  and  that  in  all  large  towns  avast 
amount  of  good  and  evil  is  intermixed  and  jumbled  up 
together. 

In  the  same  neighborhood  is  the  Long  Island  Farm, 
where  young  orphans  are  nursed  and  bred.  I  did  not  see 
it,  but  I  believe  it  is  well  conducted  ;  and  I  can  the  more 
easily  credit  it,  from  knowing  how  mindful  they  usually 
are,  in  America,  of  that  beautiful  passage  in  the  Litany 
which  remembers  all  sick  persons  and  young  children. 

I  was  taken  to  these  Institutions  by  water,  in  a  boat 
belonging  to  the  Long  Island  Jail,  and  rowed  by  a  crew 
of  prisoners,  who  were  dressed  in  a  striped  uniform  of 
black  and  buff,  in  which  they  looked  like  faded  tigers. 
They  took  me,  by  the  same  conveyance,  to  the  Jail  itself. 

It  is  an  old  prison,  and  quite  a  pioneer  establishment, 
on  the  plan  I  have  already  described.  I  was  glad  to  hear 
this,  for  it  is  unquestionably  a  vew  indifferent  one.     The 
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most  is  made,  however,  of  tin-  means  it  possesses,  and  it 
is  as  well  regulated  as  such  a  place  can  be. 

The  women  work  in  covered  sheds,  elected  for  that  pur- 
pose. It  I  remember  right,  there  are  no  shops  for  the 
men.  but  be  that  as  it  may,  the  greater  part  of  them  la- 
bor in  certain  stone-quarries  near  at  hand.  The  day 
being  very  wet  indeed,  this  labor  was  suspended,  and  the 
prisoners  were  in  their  cells.  Imagine  these  cells,  some 
two  or  three  hundred  in  number,  and  in  every  one  a  man 
Locked  up;  this  one  at  his  door  for  air,  with  his  hands 
thrust  through  the  grate;  this  one  in  bed  (in  the  middle 
of  the  day,  remember) ;  and  this  one  flung  down  in  a  heap 
u]>on  the  ground,  with  his  head,  against  the  bars,  like  a 
wild  beast.  Make  the  rain  pour  down,  outside,  in  tor- 
rents. Put  the  everlasting  stove  in  the  midst:  hot,  and 
suffocating,  and  vaporous,  as  a  witch's  cauldron.  Add  a 
collection  of  gentle  odors,  such  as  would  arise  from  a 
thousand  mildewed  umbrellas,  wet  through,  and  a  thou- 
sand buck-baskets,  full  of  half-washed  linen — and  there 
is  the  prison,  as  it  was  that  day. 

The  prison  for  the  State  at  Sing  Sing,  is,  on  the  other 
hand,  a  model  jail.  That,  and  Mount  Auburn,  are  the 
largest  and  best  examples  of  the  silent  system. 

In  another  part  of  the  city,  is  the  Refuge  for  the  Des- 
titute; an  Institution  whose  object  is  to  reclaim  youth- 
ful offenders,  male  and  females,  black  and  white,  without 
distinction  ;  to  teach  them  useful  trades,  apprentice  them 
to  respectable  masters,  and  make  them  worthy  members 
of  society.  Its  design,  it  will  be  seen,  is  similar  to  that 
at  JJoston;  and  it  is  a  no  less  meritorious  and  admirable 
establishment.  A  suspicion  crossed  my  mind  during  my 
inspection  of  this  noble  charity,  whether  the  superinten- 
dent had  quite  sufficient  knowledge  of  the  world  and 
worldly  characters;  and  whether  he  did  not  commit  a 
great  mistake  in  treating  some  young  girls  who  were 
to  all  intents  and  purposes,  by  their  years  and  their  past 
lives,  women,  as  though  they  were  little  children;  which 
certainly  had  a  ludicrous  effect  in  my  eyes,  and,  or  I  am 
much  mistaken,  in  theirs  also.  As  the  Institution,  how- 
ever, is  always  under  the  vigilant  examination  of  a  body 
of  gentlemen  of  great  intelligence  and  experience,  it  can- 
not fail  to  be  well  conducted;  and  whether  I  am  right 
or  wrong  in  this  slight  particular,  is  unimportant  to  its 
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deserts  and  character,  which  it  would  be  difficult  to  esti- 
mate too  highly. 

In  addition  to  these  establishments,  there  are,  in  New 
York,  excellent  hospitals  and  schools,  literary  institutions 
and  libraries  ;  an  admirable  fire  department  (as  indeed  it 
should  be,  having  constant  practice),  and  charities  of  every 
sort  and  kind.  In  the  suburbs  there  is  a  spacious  ceme- 
tery; unfinished  yet,  but  every  day  improving.  The 
saddest  tomb  I  saw  there  was  "The  Strangers'  Grave. 
Dedicated  to  the  different  hotels  in  this  city." 

There  are  three  theatres.  Two  of  them,  the  Park  and 
the  Bowery,  are  large,  elegant,  and  handsome  buildings, 
and  are,  I  grieve  to  write  it,  generally  deserted.  The 
third,  the  Olympic,  is  a  tiny  show-box  for  vaudevilles 
and  burlesques.  It  is  singularly  well  conducted  by  Mr. 
Mitchell,  a  comic  actor  of  great  quiet  humor  and  origi- 
ality,  who  is  well  remembered  and  esteemed  by  London 
playgoers.  I  am  happy  to  report  of  this  deserving 
gentleman,  that  his  benches  are  usually  well  filled,  and 
that  his  theatre,  rings  with  merriment  every  night.  I 
had  almost  forgotten  a  small  summer  theatre,  called 
Niblo's,  with  gardens  and  open-air  amusements  attached ; 
but  I  believe  it  is  not  exempt  from  the  general  depression 
under  which  Theatrical  Property,  or  what  is  humorously 
called  by  that  name,  unfortunately  labors. 

The  country  round  New  York,  is  surpassingly  and  ex- 
quisitely picturesque.  The  climate,  as  I  have  already 
intimated,  is  somewhat  of  the  warmest.  What  it  would 
be,  without  the  sea  breezes  which  come  from  its  beautiful 
Bay  in  the  evening  time,  I  will  not  throw  myself  or  my 
readers  into  a  fever  by  inquiring. 

The  tone  of  the  best  society  in  this  city,  is  like  that  of 
Boston ;  here  and  there,  it  may  be,  with  a  greater  infu- 
sion of  the  mercantile  spirit,  but  generally  polished  and 
refined,  and  always  most  hospitable.  The  houses  and 
tables  are  elegant;  the  hours  later  and  more  rakish;  and 
there  is,  perhaps,  a  greater  spirit  of  contention  in  refer- 
ence to  appearances,  and  the  display  of  wealth  and  costly 
living.     The  ladies  are  singularly  beautiful. 

Before  I   left  New  York   I   made   arrangements   for 

securing    a  passage   home   in   the  George   Washington 

packet  ship,  which  was  advertised  to  sail  in  June  ;  that 

being  the  month  in  which  I  had  determined,  if  prevented 
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by  no  accident  in  the  coarse  of  my  ramblings,  to  leave 
America. 

I  never  thought  that  going  back  to  England,  returning 
to  all  who  are  dear  to  me,  and  to  pursuits  that  have  in- 
sensibly grown  to  be  a  part  of  my  nature,  1  could  have 
fell  so  much  sorrow  as  I  endured,  when    I    parted  at  last, 

on  board  this  ship,  with  the  friends  who  had  accompanied 
me  from  this  city.  I  never  thought  the  name  of  any 
place,  so  far  away  and  so  lately  known,  could  ever  as- 
sociate itself  in  my  mind  with  the  crowd  of  affectionate 
remembrances  that  now  cluster  about  it.  There  are 
those  in  this  city  who  would  brighten,  to  me,  the  darkest 
winter-day  that  ever  glimmered  and  went  out  in  Lapland; 
and  hefore  whose  presence  even  Home  grew  dim,  when 
they  and  I  exchanged  that  painful  word  which  mingles 
with  our  every  thought  and  deed  ;  which  haunts  our 
cradle-heads  in  infancy,  and  closes  up  the  vista  of  our 
lives  in  age. 


CHAPTER  THE  SEVENTH. 

PHILADELPHIA,    AND    ITS    SOLITARY    PRISON. 

The  journey  from  New  York  to  Philadelphia,  is  made 
by  railroad,  and  two  ferries  ;  and  usually  occupies  be- 
tween five  and  six  hours.  It  was  a  fine  evening  when 
we  were  passengers  in  the  train :  and,  watching  the 
bright  sunset  from  a  little  window  near  the  door  by 
which  we  sat,  my  attention  was  attracted  to  a  remark- 
able appearance  issuing  from  the  windows  of  the  gentle- 
men's car  immediately  in  front  of  us,  which  I  supposed 
for  some  time  was  occasioned  by  a  number  of  industrious 
persons  inside,  ripping  open  feather-beds,  and  giving  the 
feathers  to  the  wind.  At  length  it  occurred  to  me  that 
they  were  only  spitting,  which  was  indeed  the  case ; 
though  how  any  number  of  passengers  which  it  was  pos- 
sible for  that  car  to  contain,  could  have  maintained  such 
a  playful  and  incessant  shower  of  expectoration,  I  am 
still  at  a  loss  to  understand:  notwithstanding  the  experi- 
ence in  all  salivatory  phenomena  which  I  afterwards 
acquired. 

I  made  acquaintance,  on  this  journey,  with  a  mild  and 
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modest  young' Quaker,  who  opened  the  discourse  by  in- 
forming- me,  in  a  grave  whisper,  that  his  grandfather  was 
the  inventor  of  cold-drawn  castor  oil.  I  mention  the  cir- 
cumstance here,  thinking  it  probable  that  this  is  the  first 
occasion  on  which  the  valuable  medicine  in  question  was 
ever  used  as  a  conversational  aperient;. 

We  reached  the  city,  late  that  night.  Looking  out  of 
my  chamber-window,  before  going  to  bed,  1  saw,  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  way,  a  handsome  building  of  white 
marble,  which  had  a  mournful,  ghost-like  aspect,  dreary 
to  behold.  I  attributed  this  to  the  sombre  influence  of 
the  night,  and  on  rising  in  the  morning  looked  out  again, 
expecting  to  see  its  steps  and  portico  thronged  with 
groups  of  people  passing  in  and  out.  The  door  was  still 
tight  shut,  however ;  the  same  cold  cheerless  air  pre- 
vailed;  and  the  building  looked  as  if  the  marble  statue 
of  Don  Guzman  could  alone  have  any  business  to  transact 
within  its  gloomy  walls.  I  hastened  to  inquire  its  name 
and  purpose,  and  then  my  surprise  vanished.  It  was  the 
Tomb  of  many  fortunes  ;  the  Great  Catacomb  of  invest- 
ment; the  memorable  United  States  Bank. 

The  stoppage  of  this  bank,  with  all  its  ruinous  con- 
sequences, had  cast  (as  I  was  told  on  every  side)  a  gloom 
on  Philadelphia,  under  the  depressing  effect  of  which  it 
yet  labored.  It  certainly  did  seem  rather  dull  and  out 
of  spirits. 

It  is  a  handsome  city,  but  distractingly  regular.  After 
walking  about  it  for  an  hour  or  two,  I  felt  that  I  would 
have  given  the  world  for  a  crooked  street.  The  collar  of 
my  coat  appeared  to  stiffen,  and  the  brim  of  my  hat  to 
expand,  beneath  its  Quakerly  influence.  My  hair  shrank 
into  a  sleek  short  crop,  my  hands  folded  themselves  upon 
my  breast  of  their  own  calm  accord,  and  thoughts  of 
taking  lodgings  in  Mark  Lane  over  against  the  Market 
Place,  and  of  making  a  large  fortune  by  speculations  in 
corn,  came  over  me  involuntarily. 

Philadelphia  is  most  bountifully  provided  with  fresh 
water,  which  is  showered  and  jerked  about,  and  turned 
on,  and  poured  off,  everywhere.  The  Waterworks,  which 
are  on  a  height  near  the  city,  are  no  less  ornamental  than 
useful,  being  tastefully  laid  out  as  a  public  garden,  and 
kept  in  the  best  and  neatest  order.  The  river  is  dammed 
y'  this  point,  and  forced  by  its  own  power  into  certain 
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high  tanks  or  reservoirs,  win-nee  the  whole  city,  to  the 
top  stories  of  the  houses,  is  supplied  at  a  very  trifling 
expense. 

There  are  various  public  institutions.  Among  them  a 
most  excellent  Hospital  a  Quaker  establishment,  but  not 
sectarian  in  the  great  benefits  it  confers;  a  quiet,  quaint 
old  Library,  named  after  Franklin;  a  handsome  Ex- 
change and  Post  Office;  and  so  forth.  In  connection 
with  the  Quaker  Hospital,  there  is  a  picture  by  West, 
which  is  exhibited  for  the  benefit  of  the  funds  of  the 
institution.  The  subject  is,  our  Saviour  healing  the  sick, 
and  it  is,  perhaps,  as  favorable  a  specimen  of  the  master 
as  can  be  seen  anywhere.  Whether  this  be  high  or  low 
praise,  depends  upon  the  reader's  taste. 

In  the  same  room,  there  is  a  very  characteristic  and 
lifelike  portrait  by  Mr.  Sully,  a  distinguished  American 
artist. 

My  stay  in  Philadelphia  was  very  short,  but  what  I  saw 
of  its  society,  I  greatly  liked.  Treating  of  its  general 
characteristics,  I  should  bedisposed  to  say  that  it  is  more 
provincial  than  Boston  or  New  York,  and  that  there  is, 
afloat  in  the  fair  city,  an  assumption  of  taste  and  criti- 
cism, savoring  rather  of  those  genteel  discussions  upon 
the  same  themes,  in  connection  with  Shakespeare  and  the 
Musical  Glasses,  of  which  we  read  in  the  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field. Near  the  city,  is  a  most  splendid  unfinished  marble 
structure  for  the  Girard  College,  founded  by  a  deceased 
gentleman  of  that  name  and  of  enorous  wealth,  which,  if 
completed  according  to  the  original  design,  will  be 
perhaps  the  richest  edifice  of  modern  times.  But  the 
bequest  is  involved  in  legal  disputes,  and  pending  them 
the  work  has  stopped  ;  so  that  like  many  other  great 
undertakings  in  America,  even  this  is  rather  going  to  be 
done  one  of  these  days,  than  doing  now. 

In  the  outskirts,  stands  a  great  prison,  called  the 
Eastern  Penitentiary:  conducted  on  a  plan  peculiar  to 
the  state  of  Pennsylvania.  The  system  here  is  rigid, 
strict,  and  hopeless  solitary  confinement.  I  believe  it, 
in  its  effects,  to  be  cruel  and  wrong. 

In  its  intention,  I  am  well  convinced  that  it  is  kind, 
humane,  and  meant  for  reformation  ;  but  I  am  persuaded 
that  those  who  devised  this  system  of  Prison  Discipline, 
and  those  benevolent  gentlemen  who  carry  it  into  exe-< 
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•ution,  do  not  know  what  it  is  that  they  are  doing.  I 
believe  that  very  few  men  are  capable  of  estimating  the 
immense  amount  of  torture  and  agony  which  this  dread- 
ful punishment,  prolonged  for  years,  inflicts  upon  the 
sufferers  ;  and  in  guessing  at  it  myself,  and  in  reasoning 
from  what  I  have  seen  written  upon  their  faces,  and 
what  to  my  certain  knowledge  they  feel  within,  I  am 
only  the  more  convinced  that  there  is  a  depth  of  terrible 
endurance  in  it  which  none  but  the  sufferers  themselves 
can  fathom,  and  which  no  man  has  a  right  to  inflict  upon 
his  fellow-creature.  I  hold  this  slow  and  daily  tamper- 
ing with  the  mysteries  of  the  brain,  to  be  immeasurably 
worse  than  any  torture  of  the  body :  and  because  its 
ghastly  signs  and  tokens  are  not  so  palpable  to  the  eye 
and  sense  of  touch  as  scars  upon  the  flesh ;  because  its 
wounds  are  not  upon  the  surface,  and  it  extorts  few  cries 
that  human  ears  can  hear;  therefore  I  the  more  denounce 
it,  as  a  secret  punishment  which  slumbering  humanity 
is  not  roused  up  to  stay.  I  hesitated  once,  debating  with 
myself,  whether,  if  I  had  the  power  of  saying  "  Yes  "  or 
"No,"  I  would  allow  it  to  be  tried  in  certain  cases,  where 
the  terms  of  imprisonment  were  short;  but  now,  I 
solemnly  declare,  that  with  no  rewards  or  honors  could 
I  walk  a  happy  man  beneath  the  open  sky  by  day,  or  lie 
me  down  upon  my  bed  at  night,  with  the  consciousness 
that  one  human  creature,  for  any  length  of  time,  no 
matter  what,  lay  suffering  this  unknown  punishment  in 
his  silent  cell,  and  I  the  cause,  or  I  consenting  to  it  in  the 
least  degree. 

I  was  accompanied  to  this  prison  by  two  gentlemen 
officially  connected  with  its  management,  and  passed  the 
day  in  going  from  cell  to  cell,  and  talking  with  the  in- 
mates. Every  facility  was  afforded  me,  that  the  utmost 
courtesy  could  suggest.  Nothing  was  concealed  or 
hidden  from  my  view,  and  every  piece  of  information 
that  I  sought,  was  openly  and  frankly  given.  The  per- 
fect order  of  the  building  cannot  be  praised  too  highly, 
and  of  the  excellent  motives  of  all  who  are  immediately 
concerned  in  the  administration  of  the  system,  there  can 
be  no  kind  of  question. 

Between  the  body  of  the  prison  and  the  outer  wall, 
there  is  a  spacious  garden.  Entering  it,  by  a  wicket  in 
the  massive  gate,  we  pursued  th#  path  before  us  to  its 
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other  termination,  and  passed  Into  a  Large,  chamber,  from 
which  seven  long  passages  radiate.  On  either  side  ofeacbj 
is  ;i  long,  long  row  of  low  cell-doors,  w  iih  a  certain  number 

over  every  one.  Ahove,  a  gallery  of  eells  like;  those  helow, 
except  thai  they  have  oo  narrow  yard  attached  (as  those 
in  the  ground  tier  have),  and  are  somewhat  smaller.  The 
possession  of  two  of  these,  is  supposed  to  compensate  for 
bsence  of  so  much  air  and  exercise  as  can  he  had  in 
the  dull  strip  attached  to  each  of  the  others,  in  an  hour's 
time  every  day  ;  and  therefore  every  prisoner  in  this  upper 
story  has  two  cells,  adjoining  and  communicating  with 
each  other. 

Standing  at  the  central  point,  and  looking  down  these 
dreary  passages,  the  dull  reprise  and  quiet  that  prevails, 
is  awful.  Occasionally,  there  is  a  drowsy  sound  from 
some  lone  weaver's  shuttle,  or  shoemaker's  last,  hut  it  is 
stilled  by  the  thick  walls  and  heavy  dungeon-door,  and 
only  serves  to  make  the  general  stillness  more  pro- 
found. Over  the  head  and  face  of  every  prisoner  who 
comes  into  this  melancholy  house,  a  black  hood  is  drawn  ; 
and  in  this  dark  shroud,  an  emblem  of  the  curtain  dropped 
between  him  and  the  living  world,  he  is  led  to  the  cell 
from  which  he  never  again  comes  forth,  until  his  whole 
term  of  imprisonment  lias  expired,  lie  never  hears  of 
wife  or  children;  home  or  friends;  the  life  or  death  of 
any  single  creature.  He  sees  the  prison-officers,  but  with 
that  exception  he  never  looks  upon  a  human  countenance, 
or  hears  a  human  voice.  He  is  a  man  buried  alive  ;  to 
be  dug  out  in  the  slow  round  of  years  ;  and  in  the  mean 
time  dead  to 'everything  but  torturing  anxieties  and 
horrible  despair. 

His  name,  and  crime,  and  term  of  suffering,  are  unknown, 
even  to  the  officer  who  delivers  him  his  daily  food. 
There  is  a  number  over  his  cell-door,  and  in  a  book  of 
which  the  governor  of  the  prison  has  one  copy,  and  the 
moral  instructor  another :  this  is  the  index  to  his  history. 
Beyond  these  pages  the  prison  has  no  record  of  his  exist- 
ence:  and  though  he  live  to  be  in  the  same  cell  ten  weary 
years,  he  has  no  means  of  knowing,  down  to  the  very  last 
hour,  in  what  part  of  the  building  it  is  situated  ;  what  kind 
of  men  there  are  about  him;  whether  in  the  long  winter 
nights  there  are  living  people  near,  or  he  is  in  some  lonely 
corner  of  the  great  j ail,  with  walls,  and  passages,  and  iron 
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doors  between  him  and  the  nearest  sharer  in  its  solitary 
horrors. 

Every  cell  has  double  doors  ;  the  outer  one  of  sturdy 
oak,  the  other  of  grated  iron,  wherein  there  is  a  trap 
through  which  his  food  is  handed,  lie  has  h  Bible;  and  a 
slate  ;uid  pencil,  and,  under  certain  restrictions,  has  some- 
times other  books,  provided  for  the  purpose,  and  pen  and 
ink  and  paper.  His  razor,  plate,  and  can,  and  basin,  hang 
upon  the  wall,  or  shine  upon  the  little  shelf.  Fresh  water 
is  laid  on  in  every  cell,  and  lie  can  draw  it  at  his  pleasure. 
During  the  day,  his  bedstead  turns  up  against  the  wall, 
and  leaves  more  space  for  him  to  work  in.  His  loom,  or 
bench,  or  wheel,  is  there  ;  and  there  he  labors,  sleeps 
and  wakes,  and  counts  the  seasons  as  they  change,  and 
grows  old. 

The  first  man  I  saw  was  seated  at  his  loom,  at  work. 
He  had  been  there  six  years,  and  was  to  remain,  I  think, 
three  more.  He  had  been  convicted  as  a  receiver  of  stolen 
goods,  but,  even  after  this  long  imprisonment,  denied  his 
guilt,  and  said  he  had  been  hardly  dealt  by.  It  was  his 
second  offence. 

He  stopped  his  work  when  we  went  in,  took  oft"  his 
spectacles,  and  answered  freely  to  everything  that  was 
said  to  him,  but  always  with  a  strange  kind  of  pause  first, 
and  in  a  low,  thoughtful  voice.  He  wore  a  paper  hat  of 
his  own  making,  and  was  pleased  to  have  it  noticed  and 
commended.  He  had  very  ingeniously  manufactured  a 
sort  of  Dutch  clock  from  some  disregarded  odds  and  ends ; 
and  his  vinegar-bottle  served  for  the  pendulum.  Seeing 
me  interested  in  this  contrivance,  he  looked  up  at  it  with 
a  great  deal  of  pride,  and  said  that  he  had  been  thinking 
of  improving  it,  and  that  he  hoped  the  hammer  and  a  little 
piece  of  broken  glass  beside  it  "  would  play  music  before 
long."  He  had  extracted  some  colors  from  the  yarn 
with  which  he  worked,  and  painted  a  few  poor  figures  on 
the  wall.  One,  of  a  female,  over  the  door,  he  called  "  The 
Lady  of  the  Lake. " 

He  smiled  as  I  looked  at  these  contrivances  to  wile 
away  the  time ;  but  when  I  looked  from  them  to  him,  I 
saw  that  his  lip  trembled,  and  could  have  counted  the 
beating  of  his  heart.  I  forget  how  it  came  about,  but 
some  allusion  was  made  to  his  having  a  wife.     He  shook 
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liis  bead  at  the  word,  turned  aside,  and  covered  his  face 
•with  his  hands. 

v>  But  you  are  resigned  now  I "  said  one  of  the  gentlemen 
after  n  short  pause,  during  winch  he  had  resumed  his 

former  manner,  lie  answered  with  a  sigh  that  seemed 
quite  reckless  in  its  hopelessness,  "Oh  yes,  oh  yes!    lam 

resigned  to  it."  "And  are  a  better  man,  you  think?" 
"Well,  I  hope  so:  I'm  sure  I  hope  I  may  he."  "And 
time  goes  pretty  quickly?"  "Time  is  very  long,  gentle- 
men, within  these  four  walls!" 

He  gazed  about  him- -Heaven  only  knows  how  wearily  ! 
— as  he  said  these  words;  and  in  the  aet  of  doing  so,  fell 
into  a  strange  stare  as  if  he  had  forgotten  "something.  A 
moment  afterwards  he  sighed  heavily,  put  on  his  spec- 
tacles, and   went  about  his  work  again. 

In  another  cell,  there  was  a  German,  sentenced  to  five 
years'  imprisonment  for  larceny,  two  of  which  had  just 
expired.  With  colors  procured  in  the  same  manner,  he 
had  painted  every  inch  of  the  walls  and  ceiling  quite 
beautifully.  He  had  laid  out  the  few  feet  of  ground, 
behind,  with  exquisite  neatness,  and  had  made  a  little  bed 
in  the  centre,  that  looked  by  the  bye  like  a  grave.  The 
taste  and  ingenuity  he  had  displayed  in  everything  were 
most  extraordinary;  and  yet  a  more  dejected,  heart- 
broken, wretched  creature,  it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine. 
I  never  saw  such  a  picture  of  forlorn  affliction  and  dis- 
tress of  mind.  My  heart  bled  for  him ;  and  when  the 
tears  ran  down  his  cheeks,  and  betook  one  of  the  visitors 
aside,  to  ask,  with  his  trembling  hands  nervously  clutch- 
ing at  his  coat  to  detain  him,  whether  there  was  no  hope 
of  liis  dismal  sentence  being  commuted,  the  spectacle  was 
really  too  painful  to  witness.  I  never  saw  or  heard  of  any 
kind  of  misery  that  impressed  me  more  than  the  wretched- 
ness of  this  man. 

In  a  third  cell,  was  a  tall  strong  black,  a  burglar,  work- 
ing at  his  proper  trade  of  making  screws  and  the  like. 
His  time  was  nearly  out.  He  was  not  only  a  very  dex- 
terous thief,  but  was  notorious  for  his  boldness  and  hardi- 
hood, and  for  the  number  of  his  previous  convictions.  He 
entertained  us  with  a  long  account  of  his  achievements, 
which  he  narrated  with  such  infinite  relish,  that  he 
actually  seemed  to  lick  his  lips  as  he  told  us  racy  anec- 
dotes of  stolen  plate,  and  of  old  ladies   whom  he  had 
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watched  as  they  sat  at  windows  in  silver  spectacles  (he 
had  plainly  had  an  eye  to  their  metal  even  from  the  other 
side  of  the  street),  and  had  afterwards  robbed.  This 
fellow,  upon  the  slightest  encouragement,  would  have 
mingled  with  his  professional  recollections  the  most 
detestable  cant ;  but  I  am  very  much  mistaken  if  he  could 
have  surpassed  the  unmitigated  hypocrisy  with  which  he 
declared  that  he  blessed  the  day  on  which  he  came  into 
that  prison,  and  that  he  never  would  commit  another 
robbery  as  long  as  he  lived. 

There  was  one  man  who  was  allowed,  as  an  indulgence, 
to  keep  rabbits.  His  room  having  rather  a  close  smell 
in  consequence,  they  called  to  him  at  the  door  to  come  out 
into  the  passage.  He  complied  of  course,  and  stood  shad- 
ing his  haggard  face  in  the  unwonted  sunlight  of  the 
great  window,  looking  as  wan  and  unearthly  as  if  he  had 
been  summoned  from  the  grave.  He  had  a  white  rabbit 
in  his  breast ;  and  when  the  little  creature,  getting  down 
upon  the  ground,  stole  back  into  the  cell,  and  he,  being 
dismissed,  crept  timidly  after  it,  I  thought  it  would  have 
been  very  hard  to  say  in  what  respect  the  man  was  the 
nobler  animal  of  the  two. 

There  was  an  English  thief,  who  had  heen  there  but  a 
few  days  out  of  seven  years  :  a  villainous,  low-browed, 
thin-lipped  fellow,  with  a  white  face;  who  had  as  yet  no 
relish  for  visitors,  end  who,  but  for  the  additional  penalty, 
would  have  gladly  stabbed  me  with  his  shoemaker's  knife. 
There  was  another  German  who  had  entered  the  jail  but 
yesterday,  and  who  started  from  his  bed  when  we  looked 
in,  and  pleaded,  in  his  broken  English,  very  hard  for 
work.  There  was  a  poet,  who  after  doing  two  days' 
work  in  every  four-and-twenty  hours,  one  for  himself 
and  one  for  the  prison,  wrote  verses  about  ships  (he  was  by 
trade  a  mariner),  and  c'  the  maddening  wine-cup,"  and 
his  friends  at  home.  There  were  very  many  of  them. 
Some  reddened  at  the  sight  of  visitors,  and  some  turned 
very  pale.  Some  two  or  three  had  prisoner  nurses  with 
them,  for  they  were  very  sick ;  and  one,  a  fat  old  negro 
whose  leg  had  been  taken  off  within  the  jail,  had  for  his 
attendant  a  classical  scholar  and  an  accomplished  surgeon, 
himself  a  prisoner  likewise.  Sitting  upon  the  stairs  en- 
gaged in  some  slight  work,  was  a  pretty  colored  boy. 
"Is  there  no  refuge  for  young  criminals  in  Philadelphia, 


106  AMERb  J.v  no: 

then?"   said  I.     "Yes,   bul    onlj    for   white   children." 
Noble  aristocracy  in  crime  ! 

There  was  a  sailor  who  had  been  there  upwards'  of 
eleven  years,  and  who  in  a  few  months'  time  would  be 
free.     Eleven  years  of  solitary  confinement! 

"]  am  very  glad  to  hear  your  time  is  nearly  out." 
What  does  he  say?  Nothing.  Why  does  he  stare  at  his 
hands,  and  pick  die  flesh  upon  his  Angers,  and  raise  his 
eyes  for  an  instant,  every  now  and  then,  to  those  hare 
walls  which  have  seen  his  head  turn  gray?  Itis  a  way  he 
has  sometimes. 

Does  he  never  look  men  in  the  face,  and  does  he 
always  pluck  at  those  hands  of  his,  as  though  he  were 
bent  on  parting  skin  and  bone?  It  is  his  humor:  noth- 
ing more. 

It  is  his  humor  too,  to  say  that  he  does  not  look  forward 
to  going  out;  that  he  is  not  glad  the  time  is  drawing 
near;  that  he  did  look  forward  to  it  once,  but  that  was 
very  long  ago ;  that  he  has  lost  all  care  for  everything. 
It  is  his  humor  to  be  a  helpless,  crushed,  and  broken 
man.  And,  Heaven  he  his  witness  that  he  has  his  humor 
thoroughly  gratified ! 

There  were  three  young  women  in  adjoining  cells,  all 
convicted  at  the  same  time  of  a  conspiracy  to  rob  their 
prosecutor.  In  the  silence  and  solitude  of  their  lives, 
they  had  grown  to  be  quite  beautiful.  Their  looks  were 
very  sad,  and  might  have  moved  the  sternest  visitor  to 
tears,  but  not  to  that  kind  of  sorrow  which  the  contempla- 
tion of  the  men  awakens.  One  was  a  young  girl ;  not 
more  than  twenty,  as  I  recollect ;  whose  snow-white  room 
was  hung  with  the  work  of  some  former  prisoner,  and  upon 
whose  downcast  face  the  sun  in  all  its  splendor  shone 
down  through  the  high  chink  in  the  wall,  where  one 
narrow  strip  of  bright  blue  sky  was  visible.  She  was 
very  penitent  and  quiet;  had  come  to  be  resigned, 
she  said  (and  I  believe  her) ;  and  had  a  mind  at  peace. 
"In  a  word,  you  are  happy  here?"  said  one  of  my  com- 
panions. She  struggled — she  did  struggle  very  hard — to 
answer,  Yes:  but  raising  her  eyes,  and  meeting  that 
glimpse  of  freedom  overhead,  she  burst  into  tears,  and 
said,  She  tried  to  be  ;  she  uttered  no  complaint, ;  hut  it  was 
natural  that  she  should  sometimes  long  to  go  out  of  that 
one  cell  •  she  could  not  help  that,  she  sobhed,  poor  thing! 
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I  went  from  cell  to  cell  that  day;  and  every  face  I  saw, 
or  word  I  heard,  or  incident  I  noted,  is  present  to  my  mind 
in  all  its  pain  fulness,  But  let  me  pass  them  by,  for  one, 
more  pleasant,  glance  of  a  prison  on  the  same  plan  which 
I  afterwards  saw  at  Pittsburgh, 

When  I  had  gone  over  that,  in  the  same  manner,  I 
asked  the  governor  if  he  had  any  person  in  his  charge  who 
was  shortly  going  ont.  lie  had  one,  he  said,  whose  time 
was  up  next  day  ;  but  he  had  only  been  a  prisoner  two 
years. 

Two  years  !  I  looked  back  through  those  two  years  in 
my  own  life — out  of  jail,  prosperous,  happy,  surrounded  by 
blessings,  comforts,  and  good  fortune — and  thought  how 
wide  a  gap  it  was,  and  how  long  those  two  years  passed 
in  solitary  captivity  would  have  been.  I  have  the  face 
of  this  man,  who  was  going  to  be  released  next  day, 
before  me  now.  It  is  almost  more  memorable  in  its 
happiness  than  the  other  faces  in  their  misery.  How  easy 
and  how  natural  it  was  for  him  to  say  that  the  system 
was  a  good  one ;  and  that  the  time  went  "  pretty  quick — 
considering ; "  and  that  when  a  man  once  felt  he  had 
offended  the  law,  and  must  satisfy  it,  "he  got  along  some- 
how :  "  and  so  forth  ! 

"  What  did  he  call  you  back  to  say  to  you,  in  that 
strange  flutter?"  I  asked  of  my  conductor,  when  he  had 
locked  the  door  and  joined  me  in  the  passage. 

"  Oh  !  That  he  was  afraid  the  soles  of  his  boots  were 
not  fit  for  walking,  as  they  were  a  good  deal  worn  when 
He  came  in ;  and  that  he  would  thank  me  very  much  to 
have  them  mended,  ready." 

Those  boots  had  been  taken  off  his  feet,  and  put  away 
with  the  rest  of  his  clothes,  two  years  before ! 

I  took  that  opportunity  of  Inquiring  how  they  conducted 
themselves  immediately  before  going  out;  adding  that  I 
presumed  they  trembled  very  much. 

"  Well,  it's  not  so  much  a  trembling,"  was  the  answer 
— "  though  they  do  quiver — as  a  complete  derangement 
of  the  nervous  system.  They  can't  sign  their  names  to 
the  book  ;  sometimes  can't  even  hold  the  pen  ;  look  about 
'em  without  appearing  to  know  why,  or  where  they  are; 
and  sometimes  get  up  and  sit  down  again,  twenty  times 
in  a  minute.  This  is  when  they're  in  the  office,  where 
they  are  taken  with  the  hood  on,  as  they  were  brought 
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in.  When  tin  \  get  outside  the  gate,  they  stop,  and  look 
flrsl  one  way  and  then  the  other:  not  knowing  which  to 
tak.-.  Sometimes  they  stagger  as  if  they  were  drunk,  and 
Bometimes  are  forced  to  lean  against  the  fence,  they're  so 
bad  :— but  they  clear  off  irt  course  of  time." 

As  I  walked  among  these  solitary  cells,  and  looked  at 
the  faces  of  the  men  within  them,  I  tried  to  picture  to  my- 
self the  thoughts  and  feelings  natural  to  their  condition. 
1  imagined  the  hood  just  taken  off,  and  the  scene  of  their 
captivity  disclosed  to  them  in  all  its  dismal  monotony. 

At  first,  the  man  is  stunned.  His  confinement  is  a 
hideous  vision;  and  his  old  life  a  reality.  He  throws 
himself  niton  his  bed,  and  lies  there  abandoned  to  despair. 
By  degrees  the  insupportable  solitude  and  barrenness  of 
the  place  rouses  him  from  this  stupor,  and  when  the  trap 
in  his  grated  door  is  opened,  he  humbly  begs  and  prays 
for  work.  "  Give  me  some  work  to  do,  or  I  shall  go  raving 
mad!" 

He  has  it;  and  by  fits  and  starts  applies  himself  to 
labor ;  but  every  now  and  then  there  comes  upon  him  a 
burning  sense  of  the  years  that  must  be  wasted  in  that 
stone  coffin,  and  an  agony  so  piercing  in  the  recollection 
of  those  who  are  hidden  from  his  view  and  knowledge, 
that  lie  starts  from  his  seat,  and  striding  up  and  down 
the  narrow  room  with  both  hands  clasped  on  his  uplifted 
head,  hears  spirits  tempting  him  to  beat  his  brains  out 
on  the  wall. 

Again  he  falls  upon  his  bed,  and  lies  there  moaning. 
Suddenly  be  starts  up,  wondering  whether  any  other  man 
is  near ;  whether  there  is  another  cell  like  that  on  either 
side  of  him  :  and  listens  keenly. 

There  is  no  sound,  but  other  prisoners  may  be  near  for 
all  that.  He  remembers  to  have  heard  once,  when  he 
little  thought  of  coming  here  himself,  that  the  cells  wrere 
so  constructed  that  the  prisoners  could  not  hear  each 
other,  though  the  officers  could  hear  them.  Where  is 
the  nearest  man — upon  the  right,  or  on  the  left?  or  ia 
there  one  in  both  directions  ?  Where  is  he  sitting  now— 
with  his  face  to  the  light?  oris  he  walking  to  and  fro' 
Howr  is  he  dressed?  Has  he  been  here  long?  Is  he 
much  worn  away?  Is  he  very  white  and  spectre-like  1 
Does  he  think  of  his  neighbor  too? 

Scarcely  venturing  to  breathe,  and  listening  while  nc 
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iliinks  he  conjures  up  a  figure  with  its  back  towards  him, 
and  imagines  it  moving  about  in  this  next  cell.  He  has 
no  idea  of  the  face,  but  he  is  certain  of  the  dark  form  of  a 
stooping  man.  In  the  cell  upon  the  other  side,  he  puts 
another  figure,  who  face  is  hidden  from  him  also,  Day 
after  day,  and  often  when  he  wakes  up  in  the  middle  of 
the  night,  he  thinks  of  these  two  men  until  he  is  almost 
distracted.  He  never  changes  them.  There  they  are 
always  as  he  first  imagined  them — an  old  man  on  the 
right ;  a  younger  man  upon  the  left — whose  hidden  features 
torture  him  to  death,  and  have  a  mystery  that  makes  him 
tremble. 

The  weary  days  pass  on  with  solemn  pace,  like 
mourners  at  a  funeral ;  and  slowly  he  begins  to  feel  that 
the  white  walls  of  the  cell  have  something  dreadful  in 
them  :  that  their  color  is  horrible :  that  their  smooth 
surface  chills  his  blood :  that  there  is  one  hateful  corner 
which  torments  him.  Every  morning  when  he  wakes,  he 
hides  his  head  beneath  the  coverlet,  and  shudders  to 
see  the  ghastly  ceiling  looking  down  upon  him.  The 
blessed  light  of  day  itself  peeps  in,  an  ugly  phantom  face, 
through  the  unchangeable  crevice  which  is  his  prison 
window. 

By  slow  but  sure  degrees,  the  terrors  of  that  hateful 
corner  swell  until  they  beset  him  at  all  times :  invade  his 
rest,  make  his  dreams  hideous,  and  his  nights  dreadful. 
At  first,  he  took  a  strange  dislike  to  it :  feeling  as  though 
it  gave  birth  in.  his  brain  to  something  of  corresponding 
shape,  which  ought  not  to  be  there,  and  racked  his  head 
with  pains.  Then  he  began  to  fear  it,  then  to  dream  of 
it,  and  of  men  whispering  its  name  and  pointing  to  it. 
Then  he  could  not  bear  to  look  at  it,  nor  yet,  to  turn  his 
back  upon  it.  Now,  it  is  every  night  the  lurking-place 
of  a  ghost:- a  shadow  : — a  silent  something,  horrible  to 
see,  but  whether  bird,  or  beast,  or  muffled  human  shape, 
he  cannot  tell. 

When  he  is  in  his  cell  by  day,  he  fears  the  little  yard 
without.  When  he  is  in  the  yard,  he  dreads  to  re-enter 
the  cell.  When  night  comes,  there  stands  the  phantom 
in  the  corner.  If  he  have  the  courage  to  stand  in  its 
place,  and  drive  it  out  (he  had  once:  being  desperate),  it 
broods  upon  his  bed.  In  the  twilight,  and  always  at  the 
same  hour,  a  voice  calls  to  him  by  name ;  as  the  darkness 
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thickens,  his  Loom  begins  (olive;  and  even  that,  his  com- 
fort, is  .1  hideous  figure,  watching  him  till  daybreak. 

\ gain,  by  slew  degrees,  these  horrible  fancies  depart! 
from  him  one  by  one  ;  rel  urning  sometimes,  unexpectedly, 
bul  at  longer  intervals,  and  in  less  alarming  shapes.  lie 
lias  talked  upon  religious  matters' "with  the  gentleman 
Mho  visits  him,  and  has  read  his  Bible,  and  has  written  a 
prayer  Upon  his  slate,  and  hung  it  up  as  a  kind  of  protec- 
tion, and  an  assurance  of  Heavenly  companionship.  lie 
dreams  now,  sometimes,  of  his  children  or  his  wife,  but 
is  sure  that  they  are  dead  or  have  deserted  him.  lie  is 
easily  moved  to  tears;  is  gentle,  submissive,  and  broken- 
spirited.  Occasionally,  the  old  agony  comes  hack  :  a  very 
little  thing  will  revive  it;  even  a  familiar  sound,  or  the 
scent  of  summer  flowers  in  the  air;  hut  it  does  not  last 
long,  now:  for  the  World  without,  has  come  to  be  the 
vision,  and  this  solitary  life,  the  sad  reality. 

If  his  term  of  imprisonment  be  short — 1  mean  compara- 
tively, for  short  it  cannot  he — the  last  half-year  is  almost 
Worse  than  all ;  for  then  he  thinks  the  prison  will  take 
fire  and  he  be  burnt  in  the  ruins,  or  that  he  is  doomed  to 
die  within  the  walls,  or  that  he  will  be  detained  on  some 
false  charge  and  sentenced  for  another  term:  or  that 
something,  no  matter  what,  must  happen  to  prevent  his 
going  at  large.  And  this  is  natural,  and  impossible  to  be 
reasoned  against,  because,  after  his  long  separation  from 
human  life,  and  his  great  suffering,  any  event  will  appear 
to  him  more  probable  in  the  contemplation,  than  the  being 
restored  to  liberty  and  his  fellow-creatures. 

If  his  period  of  confinement  have  been  very  long,  the 
prospect  of  release  bewilders  and  confuses  him.  His 
broken  heart  may  flutter  for  a  moment,  when  he  thinks 
of  the  world  outside,  and  what  it  might  have  been  to  him 
in  all  those  lonely  years,  but  that  is  all.  The  cell-door 
has  been  closed  too  long  on  all  its  hopes  and  cares. 
Better  to  have  hanged  him-  in  the  beginning  than  bring 
him  to  this  pass,  and  send  him  forth  to  mingle  with  his 
kind,  who  are  his  kind  no  more. 

On  the  haggard  face  of  every  man  among  these  prisoners, 
the  same  expression  sat.  I  know  not  what  to  liken  it  to. 
It  had  something  of  that  strained  attention  wdiieh  we  see 
upon  the  faces  of  the  blind  and  deaf,  mingled  with  a  kind 
of  horror,  as  though  they  had  all  been  secretly  terrified. 
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In  every  little  chamber  that  I  entered,  and  at  every  grate 
through  which  I  looked,  I  seemed  Lo  see  the  same  appalling 
countenance.  It  lives  in  my  memory,  with  the  fascina- 
tion of  a  remarkable  picture.  Parade  lie  fore  my  eyes,  a 
hundred  men,  with  one  among-  them  newly  released  from 
this  solitary  suffering-,  and  I  would  point  him  out. 

The  faces  of  the  women,  as  I  have  said,  it  humanizes 
and  refines.  Whether  this  be,  because  of  their  better 
nature,  which  is  elicited  in  solitude,  or  because  of  their 
being  gentler  creatures,  of  greater  patience  and  longer 
suffering,  I  do  not  know;  but  so  it  is.  That  the  punish- 
ment is  nevertheless,  to  my  thinking,  fully  as  cruel  and 
as  wrong  in  their  case,  as  in  that  of  the  men,  I  need 
scarcely  add. 

My  firm  conviction  is  that,  independent  of  the  mental 
anguish  it  occasions — an  anguish  so  acute  and  so  tremen- 
dous, that  all  imagination  of  it  must  fall  far  short  of  the 
reality — it  wears  the  mind  into  a  morbid  state,  which  ren- 
ders it  unfit  for  the  rough  contact  and  busy  action  of  the 
world.  It  is  my  fixed  opinion  that  those  who  have  under- 
gone this  punishment,  must  pass  into  society  again  morally 
unhealthy  and  diseased.  There  are  many  instances  on 
record,  of  men  who  have  chosen,  or  have  been  condemned, 
to  lives  of  perfect  solitude,  but  I  scarcely  remember  one, 
even  among  sages  of  strong  and  vigorous  intellect,  where 
its  effect  has  not  become  apparent,  in  some  disordered 
train  of  thought,  or  some  gloomy  hallucination.  What 
monstrous  phantoms,  bred  of  despondency  and  doubt, 
and  born  and  reared  in  solitude,  have  stalked  upon  the 
earth,  making  creation  ugly,  and  darkening  the  face  of 
Heaven ! 

Suicides  are  rare  among  these  prisoners:  are  almost, 
indeed,  unknown.  But  no  argument  in  favor  of  the  sys- 
tem, can  reasonably  be  deduced  from  this  circumstance, 
although  it  is  very  often  urged.  All  men  who  have  made 
diseases  of  the  mind  a  study,  know  perfectly  Well  that 
such  extreme  depression  and  despair  as  will  change  the 
whole  character,  and  beat  down  all  its  powers  of  elasticity 
and  self-resistance,  may  be  at  work  within  a  man,  and  yet 
stop  short  of  self-destruction.     This  is  a  common  case. 

That  it  makes  the  senses  dull,  and  hy  degrees  impairs 
the  bodily  faculties,  I  am  quite  sure.  I  remarked  to  those 
who  were  with  me  in  this  very  establishment  at  Philadel- 
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phia,  thai  the  criminals  who  had  been  there  long,  wore 
deaf.  They,  who  were  in  the  habit  of  seeing  these  men 
constantly,  were  perfectly  amazed  ai  the  idea,  which  they 
regarded  as  groundless  and  fanciful.  And  yet  the  very 
first  prisoner  to  whom  they  appealed — on£  of  their  own 
selection  continued  my  impression  (which  was  unknown 
to  him)  instantly,  and  said,  with  a  genuine  air  it  was  im- 
possible to  doubt,  that  he  couldn't  think  how  it  happened, 
but  he  was  growing  very  dull  of  hearing". 

That  it  is  a  singularly  unequal  punishment,  and  affects 
the  worst  man  least,  there  is  no  doubt.  In  its  superior 
efficiency  as  a  moans  of  reformation,  compared  with  that 
other  code  of  regulations  which  allows  the  prisoners  to 
work  in  company  without  communicating  together,  I  have 
not  the  smallest  faith.  All  the  instances  of  reformation 
that  were  mentioned  to  me,  were  of  a  kind  that  might 
have  been — and  I  have  no  doubt  whatever,  in  my  own 
mind,  would  have  been — equally  well  brought  about  by  the 
Silent  System.  With  regard  to  such  men  as  the  negro 
burglar  and  the  English  thief,  even  the  most  enthusiastic 
have  scarcely  any  hope  of  their  conversion. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  objection  that  nothing  whole- 
some or  good  has  ever  had  its  growth  in  such  unnatural 
solitude,  and  that  even  a  dog  or  any  of  the  more  intelligent 
among  boasts,  would  pine,  and  mope,  and  rust  away, 
beneath  its  influence,  would  be  in  itself  a  sufficient  argu- 
ment against  this  system.  But  when  we  recollect,  in 
addition,  how  very  cruel  and  severe  it  is,  and  that  a  soli- 
tary life  is  always  liable  to  peculiar  and  distinct  objections 
of  a  most  deplorable  nature,  which  have  arisen  here  ;  and 
call  to  mind,  moreover,  that  the  choice  is  not  between  this 
system,  and  a  bad  or  ill-considered  one,  but  between  it 
and  another  which  has  worked  well,  and  is,  in  its  whole 
design  and  practice,  excellent;  there  is  surely  more  than 
sufficient  reason  for  abandoning  a  mode  of  punishment 
attended  by  so  little  hope  or  promise,  and  fraught,  beyond 
dispute,  with  such  a  host  of  evils. 

As  a  relief  to  its  contemplation,!  will  close  this  chapter 
with  a  curious  story,  arising  out  of  the  same  theme,  which 
was  related  to  me,  on  the  occasion  of  this  visit,  by  some 
of  the  gentlemen  concerned. 

At  one  of  the  periodical  meetings  of  the  inspectors  of 
this  prison,  a  working  man  of  Philadelphia  presented  him- 
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self  before  the  Board,  and  earnestly  requested  to  be  placed 
in  solitary  confinement.  On  being  asked  what  motive 
could  possibly  prompt  him  to  make  this  strange  demand, 
he  answered  that  he  had  an  irresistible  propensity  to  get 
drunk;  that  he  was  constantly  indulging  it,  to  his  great 
misery  and  ruin;  that  he  had  no  power  of  resistance;  that 
he  wished  to  be  put  beyond  the  reaeli  of  temptation  ;  and 
thai  lie  could  think  of  no  better  way  than  this.  It  was 
pointed  out  to  him,  in  reply,  that  the  prison  was  for  crimi- 
nals who  had  been  tried  and  sentenced  by  the  law,  and 
could  not  be  made  available  for  any  such  fanciful  purposes  ; 
he  was  exhorted  to  abstain  from  intoxicating  drinks,  as 
he  surely  might  if  he  would  ;  and  received  other  very  good 
advice,  with  which  he  retired,  exceedingly  dissatisfied  with 
the  result  of  his  application. 

He  came  again,  and  again,  and  again,  and  was  so  very 
earnest  and  importunate,  that  at  last  they  took  counsel 
together,  and  said,  M  He  will  certainly  qualify  himself  for 
admission,  if  we  reject  him  any  more.  Let  us  shut  him 
up.  He  will  soon  be  glad  to  go  away,  and  then  we  shall 
get  rid  of  him."  So  they  made  him  sign  a  statement 
which  would  prevent  his  ever  sustaining  an  action  for  false 
imprisonment,  to  the  effect  that  his  incarceration  was 
voluntary,  and  of  his  own  seeking;  they  requested  him  to 
take  notice  that  the  officer  in  attendance  had  orders  to  re- 
lease him  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night,  when  he  might 
knock  upon  his  door  for  that  purpose ;  but  desired  him  to 
understand,  that  once  going  out,  he  would  not  be  admitted 
any  more.  These  conditions  agreed  upon,  and  he  still 
remaining  in  the  same  mind,  he  was  conducted  to  the 
prison,  and  shut  up  in  one  of  the  cells. 

In  this  cell,  the  man,  who  had  not  the  firmness  to  leave 
a  glass  of  liquor  standing  untasted  on  a  table  before  him 
— in  this  cell,  in  solitary  confinement,  and  working  every 
day  at  his  trade  of  shoemaking,  this  man  remained  nearly 
two  years.  His  health  beginning  to  fail  at  the  expiration 
of  that  time,  the  surgeon  recommended  that  he  should 
work  occasionally  in  the  garden  ;  and  as  he  liked  the  notion 
very  much,  he  went  about  this  new  occupation  with  great 
cheerfulness. 

He  was  digging  here,  one  summer  day,  very  indus- 
triously, when  the  wicket  in  the  outer  gate  chanced  to  be 
left  open;  showing,  beyond,  the  well-remembered  dusty 
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KMid  and  sunburnt  fields.  The  way  was  as  free  to  him  as 
to  any  man  living,  bu1  he  no  sooner  raised  his  head  and 
oaught  sighl  of  it,  all  shining  in  the  light,  than,  with  the 
involuntary  instincl  of  a  prisoner,  he  oast  away  his  spade, 
scampered  off  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him,  and 
never  once  looked  back. 


CHAPTER  THE  EIGHTH. 

WASHINGTON — THE     LEGISLATURE — AND     THE     PRESIDENT'S 

HOUSE. 

We  left  Philadelphia  by  steamboat,  at  six  o'clock  one 
very  cold  morning,  and  turned  our  face  towards  Washing- 
ton. 

In  the  course  of  this  day's  journey,  as  on  subsequent 
occasions,  we  encountered  some  Englishmen  (small 
farmers,  perhaps,  or  count  17  publicans  at  home)  who  were 
settled  in  America,  and  were  travelling  on  their  own 
.affairs.  Of  all  grades  and  kinds  of  men  that  jostle  one 
in  the  public  conveyances  of  the  States,  these  are  often 
the  most  intolerable  and  the  most  insufferable  companions. 
United  to  every  disagreeable  characteristic  that  the  worst 
kind  of  American  travellers  possess,  these  countrymen  of 
ours  display  an  amount  of  insolent  conceit  and  cool  as- 
sumption of  superiority,  quite  monstrous  to  behold.  In 
the  coarse  familiarity  of  their  approach,  and  the  effrontery 
of  their  inquisitiveness  (which  they  are  in  great  haste  to 
assert,  as  if  they  panted  to  revenge  themselves  upon  the 
decent  old  restraints  of  home),  they  surpass  any  native 
specimens  that  came  within  my  range  of  observation  :  and 
I  often  grew  so  patriotic  when  I  saw  and  heard  them, 
that  I  would  cheerfully  have  submitted  to  a  reasonable 
fine,  if  I  could  have  given  any  other  country  in  the  whole 
world,  the  honor  of  claiming  them  for  its  children. 

As  Washington  may  be  called  the  headquarters  of 
tobacco-tinctured  saliva,  the  time  is  come  when  I  must 
confess,  without  any  disguise,  that  the  prevalence  of  those 
two  odious  practices  of  chewing  and  expectorating  began 
about  this  time  to  be  anything  but  agreeable,  and  soon 
became  most  offensive  and  sickening.     In  all  the  public 
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places  of  America,  this  filthy  custom  is  recognized.  In 
the  courts  of  law,  the  judge  has  his  spittoon,  the  crier  his, 
the  witness  his,  and  the  prisoner  his;  while  the  jurymen 
and  spectators  are  provided  for,  as  so  many  men  who  in 
the  course  of  nature  must  desire  to  spit  incessantly.  In 
the  hospitals,  the  students  of  medicine  are  requested,  by 
notices  upon  the  wall,  to  eject  their  tobacco  juice  into  the 
boxes  provided  for  that  purpose,  and  not  to  discolor  the 
stairs.  In  public  buildings,  visitors  are  implored,  through 
the  same  agency,  to  squirt  the  essence  of  their  quids,  or 
"  plugs,"  as  I  have  heard  them  called  by  gentlemen  learned 
in  this  kind  of  sweetmeat,  into  the  national  spittoons,  and 
not  about  the  bases  of  the  marble  columns.  But  in  some 
parts,  this  custom  is  inseparably  mixed  up  with  every 
meal  and  morning  call,  and  with  all  the  transactions  of 
social  life.  The  stranger,  who  follows  in  the  track  I  took 
myself,  will  find  it  in  its  full  bloom  and  glory,  luxuriant 
in  all  its  alarming  recklessness,  at  Washington.  And  let 
him  not  persuade  himself  (as  I  once  did,  to  my  shame) 
that  previous  tourists  have  exaggerated  its  extent.  The 
thing  itself  is  an  exaggeration  of  nastiness,  which  cannot 
be  outdone. 

On  board  this  steamboat,  there  were  two  young  gentle- 
men, with  shirt-collars  reversed  as  usual,  and  armed  with 
very  big  walking-sticks ;  who  planted  two  seats  in  the 
middle  of  the  deck,  at  a  distance  of  some  four  paces  apart ; 
took  out  their  tobacco-boxes  ;  and  sat  down  opposite  each 
other,  to  chew.  In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hours  time, 
these  hopeful  youths  had  shed  about  them  on  the  clean 
boards,  a  copious  shower  of  yellow  rain  ;  clearing,  by  that 
means,  a  kind  of  magic  circle,  within  whose  limits  no  in- 
truders dared  to  come,  and  which  they  never  failed  to  re- 
fresh and  re-refresh  before  a  spot  was  dry.  This  being 
before  breakfast,  rather  disposed  me,  I  confess,  to  nausea ; 
but  looking  attentively  at  one  of  the  expectorators,  I 
plainly  saw  that  he  was  young  in  chewing,  and  felt  in- 
wardly uneasy,  himself.  A  glow  of  delight  came  over  me 
at  this  discovery  :  and  as  I  marked  his  face  turn  paler 
and  paler,  and  saw  the  ball  of  tobacco  in  his  left  cheek, 
quiver  with  his  suppressed  agioriy,  while  yet  he  spat,  and 
chewed,  and  spat  again,  in  emulation  of  his  older  friend,  1 
could  have  fallen  on  his  neck  and  implored  him  to  go  on 
for  hours. 
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We  all  sat  down  bo  ;i  comfortable  breakfast  in  the 
cabin  below,  wherethere  was  do  more  hurry  or  confusion 
than  at  such  a  meal  in  England,  and  where  there  was  cer- 
tainly greater  politeness  exhibited  than  at  most  of  our 
Stage  ooach  banquets.  At  about  nine  o'clock  we  arrived 
at  the  railroad  station,  and  wenl  on  by  the  cases.  At  noon 
we  turned  out  again,  to  cross  a  wide  river  in  another 
steamboat;  landed  at  a  continuation  of  the  railroad  on 
the  opposite  shone  ;  and  went  on  by  other  cars  ;  in  which, 
in  the  course  of  the  next  hour  or  so,  we  crossed  by  wooden 
bridges,  each  a  mile  in  length,  two  creeks,  called  respect- 
ively Great  and  Little  Gunpowder.  The  water  in  both 
was  blackened  with  flights  of  eanvasbacked  ducks, 
which  are  most  delicious  eating,  and  abound  hereabouts 
at  that  season  of  the  year. 

These  bridges  are  of  wood,  have  no  parapet,  and  are 
only  just  wide  enough  for  the  passage  of  the  trains; 
which,  in  the  event  of  the  smallest  accident,  would  inevi- 
tably be  plunged  into  the  river.  They  are  startling  con- 
trivances, and  are  most  agreeable  when  passed. 

We  stopped  to  dine  at  Baltimore,  and  being  now  in 
Maryland,  were  waited  on,  for  the  first  time,  by  slaves. 
The  sensation  of  exacting  any  service  from  human  creat- 
ures who  are  bought  and  sold,  and  being,  for  the  time,  a 
party  as  it  were  to  their  condition,  is  not  an  enviable  one. 
The  institution  exists,  perhaps,  in  its  least  repulsive  and 
most  mitigated  form  in  such  a  town  as  this  ;  but  it  is 
slavery  ;  and  though  T  was,  with  respect  to  it,  an  innocent 
man,  its  presence  filled  me  with  a  sense  of  shame  and 
self-reproach. 

After  dinner,  we  went  down  to  the  railroad  again,  and 
took  our  seats  in  the  cars  for  Washington.  Being  rather 
early,  those  men  and  boys  who  happened  to  have  nothing 
particular  to  do,  and  were  curious  in  foreigners,  came 
(according  to  custom)  round  the  carriage  in  which  I  sat ; 
let  down  all  the  windows  ;  thrust  in  their  heads  and 
shoulders  ;  hooked  themselves  on  conveniently,  by  their 
elbows  ;  and  fell  to  comparing  notes  on  the  subject  of  my 
personal  appearance,  with  as  much  indifference  as  if  I 
were  a  stuffed  figure:  I  never  gained  so  much  uncom- 
promising information  with  reference  to  my  own  nose 
and  eyes,  and  various  impressions  wrought  by  my  mouth 
and  chin  on  different  minds,  and  how  my  head  look? 
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when  it  is  viewed  from  behind,  as  on  these  occasions. 
Some  gentlemen  were  only  satisfied  by  exercising  fcifeir 
sense  of  touch  ;  and  the  boys  (who  are  surprisingly  pre- 
cocious in  America)  were  seldom  satisfied,  even  by  that, 
but  would  return  to  the  charge  over  and  over  again. 
Many  a  budding  president  has  walked  into  my  room  with 
his  capon  his  head  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  stared 
at  me  for  two  whole  hours:  occasionally  refreshing  him- 
self with  a  tweak  of  his  nose,  or  a  draught  from  the  water- 
jug  ;  or  by  walking  to  the  windows  and  inviting  other 
boys  in  the  street  below,  to  come  up  and  do  likewise  : 
crying,  "Here  he  is!"  "Come  on!"  "  Bring  all  your 
brothers !  "  with  other  hospitable  entreaties  of  that  nature. 

We  reached  Washington  at  about  half-past  six  that 
evening,  and  had  upon  the  way  a  beautiful  view  of  the 
Capitol,  which  is  a  fine  building  of  the  Corinthian  order, 
placed  upon  a  noble  and  commanding  eminence.  Arrived 
at  the  hotel,  I  saw  no  more  of  the  place  that  night ;  being 
very  tired,  and  glad  to  get  to  bed. 

Breakfast  over  next  morning,  I  walked  about  the  streets 
for  an  hour  or  two,  and,  coming  home,  throw  up  the  win- 
dow in  the  front  and  back,  and  look  out.  Here  is 
Washington,  fresh  in  my  mind  and  under  my  eye. 

Take  the  worst  parts  of  the  City  Road,  and  Pentonville, 
or  the  straggling  outskirts  of  Paris,  where  the  houses 
are  smallest,  preserving  all  their  oddities,  but  especially 
the  small  shops  and  dwellings,  occupied  in  Pentonville  (but 
not  in  Washington)  by  furniture  brokers,  keepers  of  poor 
eating-houses,  and  fanciers  of  birds.  Burn  the  whole 
town  ;  build  it  up  again  in  wood  and  plaster  ;  widen  it  a 
little:  throw  in  part  of  St.  John's  Wood  ;  put  green  blinds 
outside  all  the  private  houses,  with  a  red  curtain  and  a 
white  one  in  every  window  ;  plough  up  all  the  roads  ; 
plant  a  great  deal  of  coarse  turf  in  every  place  where  it 
ought  not  to  be  ;  erect  three  handsome  buildings  in  stone 
u nd  marble,  anywhere,  but  the  more  entirely  out  of 
everybody's  way  the  better  ;  call  one  the  Post  Office,  one 
the  Patent  Office,  and  one  the  Treasury  ;  make  it 
scorching  hot  in  the  morning,  and  freezing  cold  in  the 
afternoon,  with  an  occasional  tornado  of  wind  and  dust  ; 
leave  a  brick-field  without  the  bricks,  in  all  central  places 
where  a  street  may  naturally  be  expected  :  and  that's 
Washington. 
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The  hotel  in  which  we  live,  is  a  long  row  of  small  houses 
fronting  on  the  street,  and  opening  at  the  back  upon  a 
common  yard,  in  which  hangs  a  great  triangle.  When- 
ever a  servant  is  wanted,  somebody  beats  on  this  triangle 
from  one  stroke  up  to  seven,  according  to  the  number  of 
the  house  in  which  his  presence  is  required  ;  mid  as 
all  the  servants  are  always  being  wanted,  and  none  of 
i  linn  ever  come,  this  enlivening  engine  is  in  full  perform- 
ance the  whole  day  through.  Clothes  are  drying  in  the 
same  yard  ;  female  slaves,  with  cotton  handkerchiefs 
Dwisted  round  their  beads,  are  running  to  and  fro  on  the 
hotel  business  ;  black  waiters  cross  and  recross  with  dishes 
in  i  heir  hands  ;  two  great  dogs  are  playing  upon  a  mound 
til'  loose  bricks  in  the  centre  of  the  little  square;  a  pig 
is  turning  up  his  stoma  eh  to  the  sun,  and  grunting"  that's 
comfortable!";  and  neither  the  men,  nor  the  women, 
nor  the  dogs,  nor  the  pig,  nor  any  created  creature,  takes 
the  smallest  notice  of  the  triangle,  which  is  tingling 
madly  all  the  time. 

I  walk  to  the  front  window,  and  look  across  the  road 
upon  a  long,  straggling  row  of  houses,  one  story  high, 
terminating,  nearly  opposite,  but  a  little  to  the  left,  in  a 
melancholy  piece  of  waste  -ground  with  frowzy  grass, 
which  looks  like  a  small  piece  of  country  that  has  taken 
to  drinking,  and  has  quite  lost  itself.  Standing  anyhow 
and  all  wrong,  upon  this  open  space,  like  something 
meteoric  that  has  fallen  down  from  the  moon,  is  an  odd, 
lop-sided,  one-eyed  kind  of  wooden  building,  that  looks 
like  a  church,  with  a  flagstaff  as  long  as  itself  sticking 
out  of  a  steeple  something  larger  than  a  tea-chest.  Under 
the  window,  is  a  small  stand  of  coaches,  whose  slave- 
drivers  are  sunning  themselves  on  the  steps  of  our  door, 
and  talking  idly  together.  The  three  most  obtrusive 
bouses  near  at  band,  are  the  three  meanest.  On  one — a 
shop,  which  never  has  anything  in  the  window,  and  never 
has  the  door  open — is  painted  in  large  characters,  "The 
Citv  Lunch."  At  another,  which  looks  like  the  back  way 
to  somewhere  else,  but  is  an  independent  building  in 
itself,  oysters  are  procurable  in  every  style.  At  the  third, 
which  is  a  very,  very  little  tailor's  shop,  pants  are  fixed 
to  order;  or,  in  other  words,  pantaloons  are  made  to 
measure.     And  that  is  our  street  in  Washington. 

Jt  is  sometimes  called  the  City  of  Magnificent  Distances, 


AMERICAN  NOTES.  H9 

but  it  might  with  greater  propriety  be  termed  the  City  of 
Magnificent  Intentions  ;  for  it  is  only  on  taking  a  bird's- 
eye  view  of  it  from  the  top  of  the  Capitol,  that  one  can  at 
all  comprehend  the  vast  designs  of  its  projector,  an  aspir- 
ing Frenchman.  Spacious  avenues,  that  begin  in  nothing, 
and  lead  nowhere;  streets,  mile-long,  that  only  want 
houses,  roads,  and  inhabitants  ;  public  buildings  that  need 
but  a  public  to  be  complete;  and  ornaments  of  great 
thoroughfares,  which  only  lack  great  thoroughfares  to 
ornament — are  its  leading  features.  One  might  fancy  the 
season  over,  and  most  of  the  houses  gone  out  of  town  for- 
ever with  their  masters.  To  the  admirers  of  cities  it  is  a 
Barmecide  Feast  ;  a  pleasant  field  for  the  imagination  to 
rove  in ;  a  monument  raised  to  a  deceased  project,  with 
not  even  a  legible  inscription  to  record  its  departed  great- 
ness. 

Such  as  it  is,  it  is  likely  to  remain.  It  was  originally 
chosen  for  the  seat  of  Government,  as  a  means  of  averting 
the  conflicting  jealousies  and  interests  of  the  different 
States;  and  very  probably,  too,  as  being  remote  from 
mobs  :  a  consideration  not  to  be  slighted,  even  in  America. 
It  has  no  trade  or  commerce  of  its  own  :  having  little  or 
no  population  beyond  the  President  and  his  establish- 
ment; the  members  of  the  Legislature  who  reside  there 
during  the  session  ;  the  Government  clerks  and  officers 
employed  in  the  various  departments ;  the  keepers  of  the 
hotels  and  boarding-houses ;  and  the  tradesmen  who 
supply  their  tables.  It  is  very  unhealthy.  Few  people 
would  live  in  Washington,  I  take  it,  who  were  not  obliged 
to  reside  there  ;  and  the  tides  of  emigration  and  specula- 
tion, those  rapid  and  regardless  currents,  are  little  likely 
to  flow  at  any  time  towards  such  dull  and  sluggish  water. 

The  principal  features  of  the  Capitol  are,  of  course,  the 
two  Houses  of  Assembly.  But  there  is,  besides,  in  the 
centre  of  the  building,  a  fine  rotunda,  ninety-six  feet  in 
diameter,  and  ninety-six  high,  whose  circular  wall  is 
divided  into  compartments,  ornamented  by  historical 
pictures.  Four  of  these  have  for  their  subjects  prominent 
events  in  the  revolutionary  struggle.  They  were  painted 
by  Colonel  Trumbull,  himself  a  member  of  Washington's 
staff  at  the  time  of  their  occurrence  ;  from  which  circum- 
stance they  derive  a  peculiar  interest  of  their  own.  In 
this  same  hall  Mr.  Greenough's  large  statue  of  Washington 
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has  hct'ii  lately  placed.  Ii  has  great  merits  of  course, ibtit 
ii  struck  me  as  being  rather  Btrained  and  violent  for. its 

subject.      1  could  wish,  however,  to  have  seen  [\  m  ;t  better 

light  than  it  can  ever  be  viewed  in,  where  it  stands. 
There  is  a  \  ery  pleasanl  and  com  mod  ions  library  in  the 

Capitol  ;  and  from  a  balcony  in  front,  the  bird's  eye  view, 
of  V\  liieh  I  have  just  spoken,  may  be  had,  togel  her  wit  li  a 
beautiful  prospect  of  the  adjacent  country.      In  one  ofithe 

ornamented  portions  of  the  building,  there  is  a  figure  of 
Justice;  whereunfco  the  Guide  Book  says,  "  the  artist  at 
first  contemplated  giving  more;  of  nudity,  but  he  was 
warned  that  t  he  public,  sentiment  in  this  country  would 
not  admit  of  it,  ami  in  his  caution  he  has  none,  perhaps, 
into  the  opposite  extreme."  Poor  .lusticel  she  has  been 
made  to  wear  much  stranger  garments  in  America  than 
those  she  pines  in,  in  the  Capitol.  Let  us  hope  that  she 
has  changed  her  dressmaker  since  they  were  fashioned, 
and  that  the  public  sentiment  of  the  country  did  not  cut 
out  the  clothes  she  hides  her  lovely  figure  in,  just  now. 

The  House  of  Representatives  is  a  beautiful  and  spa- 
cious hall,  of  semicircular  shape,  supported  by  handsome 
pillars.  One  part  of  the  gallery  is  appropriated  to  the 
ladies,  and  there  they  sit  in  front  rows,  and  come  in, 
and  go  out,  as  at  a  play  or  concert.  The  chair 
is  canopied  and  raised  considerably  above  the  floor  of 
the  House ;  and  every  member  has  an  easy-chair  and  a 
writing-desk  to  himself:  which  is  denounced  by  some 
people  out  of  doors  as  a  most  unfortunate  and  injudicious 
arrangement,  tending  to  long  sittings  and  prosaic  speeches. 
It  is  an  elegant  chamber  to  look  at,  but  a  singularly  bad 
one  for  all  purposes  of  hearing.  The  Senate,  which  is 
smaller,  is  free  from  this  objection,  and  is  exceedingly 
well  adapted  to  the  uses  for  which  it  is  designed.  The 
sittings,  I  need  hardly  add,  take  place  in  the  day  ;  and 
the  parliamentary  forms  are  modelled  on  those  of  the  old 
country. 

I  was  sometimes  asked,  in  my  progress  through  other 
places,  whether  I  had  not  been  very  much  impressed  by 
the  heads  of  the  lawmakers  at  Washington;  meaning  not 
their  chiefs  and  leaders,  but  literally  their  individual  and 
personal  heads,  whereon  their  hair  grew,  and  whereby 
the  phrenological  character  of  each  legislator  was  ex- 
pressed ;  and  I  almost  as  often   struck   my    questioner 
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dumb  with  indignant  consternation  by  answering  "  No, 
that  I  didn't  remember  being-  at  all  overcome."  As  I 
must  at,  whatever  hazard,  repeat  the  avowal  here,  I  will 
follow  it  up  by  relating  my  impressions  on  this  subject 
in  as  few  words  as  possible. 

In  the  first  place — it  may  b3  from  some  imperfect  de- 
velopment of  my  organ  of  veneration — I  do  not  remember 
having  ever  fainted  away,  or  having  even  been  moved  to 
tears  of  joyful  pride,  at  sight  of  any  legislative  body.  I 
have  borne  the  House  of  Commons  like  a  man,  and  have 
yielded  to  no  weakness,  but  slumber,  in  the  House  of 
Lords.  I  have  seen  elections  for  borough  and  county, 
and  have  never  been  impelled  (no  matter  which  party 
won)  to  damage  my  hat  by  throwing  it  up  into  the  air  in 
triu mph,  or  to  crack  my  voice  by  shouting  forth  any  ref- 
erence to  our  Glorious  Constitution,  to  the  noble  purity 
of  our  independent  voters,  or  the  unimpeachable  integrity 
of  our  independent  members.  Having  withstood  such 
strong  attacks  upon  my  fortitude,  it  is  possible  that  I 
may  be  of  a  cold  and  insensible  temperament,  amounting 
to  ieiness,  in  such  matters  ;  and  therefore  my  impressions 
of  the  live  pillars  of  the  Capitol  at  Washington  must  be 
received  with  such  grains  of  allowance  as  this  free  confes- 
sion may  seem  to  demand. 

Did  I  see  in  this  public  body  an  assemblage  of  men, 
bound  together  in  the  sacred  names  of  Liberty  and  Free- 
dom, and  so  asserting  the  chaste  dignity  of  those  twin 
goddesses,  in  all  their  discussions,  as  to  exalt  at  once  the 
Eternal  Principles  to  which  their  names  are  given,  and 
their  own  character,  and  the  character  of  their  country- 
men, in  the  admiring  eyes  of  the  whole  world? 

It  was  but  a  week,  since  an  aged,  gray-haired  man,  a 
lasting  honor  to  the  land  that  gave  him  birth,  who  has 
done  good  service  to  his  country,  as  his  forefathers  did, 
and  who  will  be  remembered  scores  upon  scores  of  years 
after  the  worms  bred  in  its  corruption  are  but  so  many 
grains  of  dust — it  was  but  a  week,  since  this  old  man  had 
stood  for  days  upon  his  trial  before  this  very  body,  charged 
with  having  dared  to  assert  the  infamy  of  that  traffic, 
which  has  for  its  accursed  merchandise  men  and  women, 
and  their  unborn  children.  Yes.  And  publicly  exhibited 
in  the  same  city  all  the  while;  gilded,  framed  and  glazed  ; 
hung  up  for  general  admiration  ;  shown  to  strangers  not 
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with  shame,  but  pride;  its  face  not  turned  towards  the 
w:ill,  itself  not  taken  down  and  burned  ;  is  the  Unani- 
mous I  >i  via  mi  ion  of  The  Thirteen  United  States  of  Amer- 
ica, which  solemnly  declares  that  All  .Men  arc  created 
Equal;  and  are  endowed  by  their  Creator  with  the  In- 
alienable Rights  of  Life,  Liberty,  and  the  Pursuit  of 
I  [appiness  ! 

It  was  not  a  month,  since  this  same  body  had  sat  calmly 
by,  ami  heard  a  man,  one  of  themselves,  with  oat  lis  which 
beggars  in  their  drink  reject,  threaten  to  cut  another's 
throat  from  ear  to  ear.  There  lie  sat,  among  them;  not 
crushed  by  the  general  feeling  of  the  assembly,  hut  as 
good  a  man  as  any. 

There  was  but  a  week  to  come,  and  another  of  that 
body,  for  doing  his  duty  to  those  who  sent  him  there; 
loi  claiming-  in  a  Republic  the  Liberty  and  Freedom  of 
expressing  their  sentiments,  and  making  known  their 
prayer  ;  would  he  tried,  found  guilty,  and  have  strong 
censure  passed  upon  him  by  the  rest.  His  was  a  grave 
offence  indeed;  for  years  before,  he  had  risen  up  and 
said,  "A  gang  of  male  and  female  slaves  for  sale,  wa  nan  t- 
ed  to  breed  like  cattle,  linked  to  each  other  by  iron  fet- 
ters, are  passing  now  along  the  open  street  beneath  the 
windows  of  your  Temple  of  Equality!  Look!"  But 
there  are  many  kinds  of  hunters  engaged  in  the  Pursuit 
of  Happiness,  and  they  go  variously  armed.  It  is  the 
Inalienable  Right  of  some  among  them,  to  take  the  field 
after  their  Happiness  equipped  with  cat  and  cartwhip, 
stocks,  and  iron  collar,  and  to  shout  their  view  halloa! 
(always  in  praise  of  Liberty)  to  the  music  of  clanking 
chains  and  bloody  stripes. 

"Where  sat  the  many  legislators  of  coarse  threats;  of 
words  and  blows  such  as  coalheavers  deal  upon  each  other, 
when  they  forget  their  breeding?  On  every  side.  Every 
session  had  its  anecdotes  of  that  kind,  and  the  actors 
were  all  there. 

Did  I  recognize  in  this  assembly,  a  body  of  men,  who, 
applying  themselves  in  a  new  world  to  correct  some  of 
the  falsehoods  and  vices  of  the  old,  purified  the  avenues 
to  Public  Life,  paved  the  dirty  ways  to  Place  and  Power, 
debated  and  made  laws  for  the  Common  Good,  and  had 
no  party  but  their  Country? 

I  saw  in  them  the  wheels  that  move  the  meanest  per- 
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version  of  virtuous  Political  Machinery  that  the  worst 
tools  ever  wrought.  Despicable  trickery  at  elections; 
under-handed  taniperings  with  public  officers  ;  cowardly 
attacks  upon  opponents,  with  scurrilous  newspapers  for 
shields,  and  hired  pens  for  daggers;  shameful  trucklings 
to  mercenary  knaves,  whose  claim  to  be  considered,  is, 
that  every  day  and  week  they  sow  new  crops  of  ruin 
with  their  venal  types,  which  are  the  dragon's  teeth  of 
yore,  in  everything  but  sharpness  ;  aidings  and  abettings 
of  every  bad  inclination  in  the  popular  mind,  and  artful 
suppressions  of  all  its  good  influence  :  such  things  as  these, 
and  in  a  word,  Dishonest  Faction  in  its  most  depraved 
and  most  unblushing  form,  stared  out  from  every  corner 
of  the  crowded  hall. 

Did  I  see  among  them  the  intelligence  and  refinement : 
the  true,  honest,  patriotic  heart  of  America?  Here  and 
there,  were  drops  of  its  blood  and  life,  but  they  scarcely 
colored  the  stream  of  desperate  adventurers  which  sets 
that  way  for  profit  and  for  pay.  It  is  the  game  of  these 
men,  and  of  their  profligate  organs,  to  make  the  strife  of 
politics  so  fierce  and  brutal,  and  so  destructive  of  all  self- 
respect  in  worthy  men,  that  sensitive  and  delicate-minded 
persons  shall  be  kept  aloof,  and  they,  and  such  as  they, 
be  left  to  battle  out  their  selfish  views,  unchecked.  And 
thus  this  lowest  of  all  scrambling  fights  goes  on,  and 
they  who  in  other  countries  would,  from  their  intelli- 
gence and  station,  most  aspire  to  make  the  laws,  do  here 
recoil  the  farthest  from  that  degradation. 

That  there  are,  among  the  representatives  of  the  people 
in  both  Houses,  and  among  all  parties,  some  men  of  high 
character  and  great  abilities,  I  need  not  say.  The  fore- 
most among  those  politicians  who  are  known  in  Europe, 
have  been  already  described,  and  I  see  no  reason  to  de- 
part from  the  rule  I  have  laid  down  for  my  guidance,  of 
abstaining  from  all  mention  of  individuals.  It  will  be  suffi- 
cient to  add  that  to  the  most  favorable  accounts  that 
have  been  written  of  them,  I  more  than  fully  and  most 
heartily  subscribe  ;  and  that  personal  intercourse  and  free 
communication  have  bred  within  me,  not  the  result  pre- 
dicted in  the  very  doubtful  proverb,  but  increased  ad- 
miration and  respect.  They  are  striking  men  to  look  at, 
hard  to  deceive,  prompt  to  act,  lions  in  energy,  Crichtons 
in  varied   accomplishments,  Indians  in  fire  of  eye  and 
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gtetnre,  AWerlcana  in  s'tordrig  arid  generous  impulse;  and 
they  as  well  represent  the  honor  and  wisdom  of  their 
country  at  home/as  the  distinguished  gentleman  who  is 
now  its  Minister  at  the  British  Court-sustains  its  highest 
character  abroad. 

I  visited  both  Houses  nearly  every  day,  during  my  stay 
in  Washington.  On  my  initiatory  visit  to  the  Mouse  of 
Representatives,  they  divided  against  a  decision  of  the 
chair;  hut  the  chair  won.  The  second  time  I  went,  the 
member  who  was  speaking,  being  interrupted  hy  a  laugh) 
mimicked  it,  as  one  child  would  in  quarrelling  with  an- 
other, and  added,  "that  he  would  make  honorable  gen- 
tlemen opposite,  sing  out  a  little  more  on  the  other  side 
of  their  mouths  presently."  But  interruptions  are  rare; 
the  Speaker  being  usually  heard  in  silence.  There  are 
more  quarrels  than  with  us,  and  more  threatenings  than 
gentlemen  are  accustomed  to  exchange  in  any  civilized 
society  of  which  we  have  record:  hut  farm-yard  imita- 
tions have  not  as  yet  been  imported  from  the  Parliament  of 
the  United  Kingdom.  The  feature  in  oratory  which  ap- 
pears to  be  the  most  practised,  and  most  relished,  is  the 
constant  repetition  of  the  same  idea  or  shadow  of  an  idea 
in  fresh  words;  and  the  inquiry  out  of  doors  is  not, 
"What  did  he  say?"  but,  "flow  long  did  he  speak?" 
These,  however,  are  but  enlargements  of  a  principle 
which  prevails  elsewhere. 

The  Senate  is  a  dignified  and  decorous  body,  and  its 
proceedings  are  conducted  with  much  gravity  and  order.. 
Both  houses  are  handsomely'  carpeted;  but  the  state  to 
which  these  carpets  are  reduced  hy  the  universal  disre- 
gard of  the  spittoon  with  which  every  honorable  mem- 
ber is  accommodated,  and  the  extraordinary  improve- 
ments on  the  pattern  which  are  squirted  and  dabbled 
upon  it  in  every  direction,  do  not  admit  of  being  de- 
scribed. I  will  merely  observe,  that  1  strongly  recommend 
all  strangers  not  to  look  at  the  floor;  and  if  they  happen 
to  drop  anything,  though  it  be  their  purse,  not  to  pick  it 
up  with  an  ungloved  hand  on  any  account. 

It  is  somewhat  remarkable  too,  at  first,  to  say  the  least, 
to  see  so  many  honorable  members  with  swelled  faces; 
and  it  is  scarcely  less  remarkable  to  discover  that  this  ap- 
pearance is  caused  by  the  quantity  of  tobacco  they  con- 
trive to  stow  within  the  hollow  of  the  cheek.    It  is  strange 
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enough  too,  to  see  an  honorable  gentleman  leaning  hack 
in  his  tilted  chair  with  his  legs  on  the  desk  before  him, 
shapingaconvenient  "plug"  with  his  penknife,  and  when  it 
is  quite  ready  for  use,  shooting  the  old  one  from  his  mouth, 
as  from  a  popgun,  and  clapping  the  new  one  in  its  place. 

I  was  surprised  to  observe  that  even  steady  old  chewers 
of  great  experience,  are  not  always  good  marksmen,  which 
has  rather  inclined  me  to  doubt  that  general  proficiency 
with  the  rifle,  of  which  we  have  heard  so  much  in  Eng- 
land. Several  gentlemen  called  upon  me  who,  in  the 
course  of  conversation,  frequently  missed  the  spittoon  at 
five  paces ;  and  one  (but  he  was  certainly  short-sighted) 
mistook  the  closed  sash  for  the  open  window,  at  three. 
On  another  occasion,  when  I  dined  out,  and  was  sitting 
with  two  ladies  and  some  gentlemen  round  a  fire  before 
dinner,  one  of  the  company  fellsjijoxt^of  the  fireplace,  six 
distinct  times.  I  am  disposed  'm  tldnk,TIowev^T7ifett^iT^ 
was  occasioned  by  his  not  aiming  at  that  object ;  as  there 
was  a  white  marble  hearth  before  the  fender,  which  was 
more  convenient,  and  may  have  suited  his  purpose  better. 

The  Patent  Office  at  Washington  furnishes  an  extraor- 
dinary example  of  American  enterprise  and  ingenuity ; 
for  the  immense  number  of  models  it  contains,  are  the 
accumulated  inventions  of  only  five  years;  the  whole  of 
the  previous  collection  having  been  destroyed  by  fire. 
The  elegant  structure  in  which  they  are  arranged,  is  one 
of  design  rather  than  execution,  for  there  is  but  one  side 
erected  out  of  four,  though  the  works  are  stopped.  The 
Post  Office  is  a  very  compact  and  very  beautiful  building. 
In  one  of  the  departments,  among  a  collection  of  rare  and 
curious  articles,  are  deposited  the  presents  which  have 
been  made  from  time  to  time  to  the  American  ambassa- 
dors at  foreign  courts  by  the  various  potentates  to  whom 
they  were  the  accredited  agents  of  the  Republic ;  gifts 
which  by  the  law  they  are  not  permitted  to  retain.  I 
confess  that  I  looked  upon  this  as  a  very  painful  exhibi- 
tion, and  one  by  no  means  flattering  to  the  national  stand- 
ard of  honesty  and  honor.  That  can  scarcely  be  a  high 
state  of  moral  feeling  which  imagines  a  gentleman  of  re- 
pute and  station,  likely  to  be  corrupted,  in  the  discharge 
of  his  duty,  by  the  present  of  a  snuff-box,  or  a  richly-mount- 
ed sword,  or  an  Eastern  shawl  ;  and  surely  the  Nation 
who  reposes  confidence  in  her  appointed  servants,  is  likely 
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to  be  better  served,  than  she  whq  makes  them  the  subject 
of  such  very  mean  and  paltry  suspicions. 

At  George  Town,  in  the  suburbs,  there  is  ;i  Jesuit  Col- 
lege :  delightfully  situated,  and,  so  far  as  I  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  seeing,  well  managed.  .Many  persons  who  are 
not  members  of  the  Romish  Church,  avail  themselves,  I 
believe,  of  these  institutions,  and  of  the  advantageous  op- 
portunities they  afford  for  the  education  of  their  children. 
The  heights  of  this  neighborhood,  above  the  Potomac 
River,  arc  very  picturesque;  and  are  free,  I  should  con- 
ceive, from  some  of  the  insalubrities  of  Washington. 
The  air,  at  that  elevation,,  was  quite  cool  and  refreshing, 
when  iu  the  city  it  was  burning  hot. 

The  President's  mansion  is  more  like  an  English  club- 
house, both  within  and  without,  than  any  other  kind  of  es- 
tablishment with  which  I  can  compare  it.  The  ornamental 
ground  about  it  has  been  laid  out  in  garden  walks;  they 
are  pretty,  and  agreeable  to  the  eye ;  though  they  have  that 
uncomfortable  air  of  having  been  made  yesterday,  which 
is  far  from  favorable  to  the  display  of  such  beauties. 

My  first  visit  to  this  house  was  on  the  morning  after 
my  arrival,  when  I  was  carried  thither  by  an  official  gen- 
tleman, who  was  so  kind  as  to  charge  himself  with  my 
presentation  to  the  President. 

We  entered  a  large  hall,  and  having  twice  or  thrice 
rung  a  bell  which  nobody  answered,  walked  without  fur- 
ther ceremony  through  the  rooms  on  the  ground  floor,  as 
divers  other  gentlemen  (mostly  with  their  hats  on,  and 
their  hands  in  their  pockets)  were  doing  very  leisurely. 
Some  of  these  had  ladies  with  them,  to  whom  they  were 
showing  the  premises ;  others  were  lounging  on  the  chairs 
and  sofas ;  others,  in  a  perfect  state  of  exhaustion  from  list- 
lessuess,  were  yawning  drearily.  The  greater  portion  of 
this  assemblage  were  rather  asserting  their  supremacy 
than  doing  anything  else,  as  they  had  no  particular  busi- 
ness there,  that  anybody  knew  of.  A  few  were  closely 
eyeing  the  movables,  as  if  to  make  quite  sure  that  the 
President  (who  was  far  from  popular)  had  not  made  away 
with  any  of  the  furniture,  or  sold  the  fixtures  for  his  pri- 
vate benefit. 

After  glancing  at  these  loungers;  who  were  scattered 
over  a  pretty  drawing-room,  opening  upon  a  terrace  which 
commanded  a  beautiful  prospect  of  the  river  and  the  ad- 
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jaeent  country;  and  who  wore  sauntering  too  about  a 
large  state-room  called  the  Eastern  Drawing-room;  we 
went  upstairs  into  another  chamber,  where  were  certain 
visitors,  waiting  for  audiences.  At  sight  of  my  conduct- 
or, a  black  in  plain  clothes  and  yellow  slippers  who  was 
gliding  noiselessly  about,  and  whispering  messages  in  the 
ears  of  the  more  impatient,  made  a  sign  of  recognition,  and 
glided  off  to  announce  him. 

We  had  previously  looked  into  another  chamber  fitted 
all  round  with  a  great  bare  wooden  desk  or  counter, 
whereon  lay  files  of  newspapers,  to  which  sundry  gentle- 
men were  referring.  But  there  were  no  such  means  of 
beguiling  the  time  in  this  apartment,  which  was  as  un- 
promising and  tiresome  as  any  waiting-room  in  one  of 
our  public  estahlishments,  or  any  physician's  dining- 
room  during  his  hours  of  consultation  at  home. 

There  were  some  fifteen  or  twenty  persons  in  the  room. 
One,  a  tall,  wiry,  muscular  old  man,  from  the  west;  sun- 
burnt and  swarthy ;  with  a  brown  white  hat  on  his  knees, 
and  a  giant  umbrella  resting  between  his  legs ;  who  sat 
bolt  upright  in  his  chair,  frowning  steadily  at  the  carpet, 
and  twitching  the  hard  lines  about  his  mouth,  as  if  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  "to  fix"  the  President  on  what  he 
had  to  say,  and  wouldn't  bate  him  a  grain.  Another,  a 
Kentucky  farmer,  six-feet-six  in  height,  with  his  hat  on, 
and  his  hands  under  his  coat-tails,  who  leaned  against  the 
wall  and  kicked  the  floor  with  his  heels,  as  though  he  had 
Time's  head  under  his  shoe,  and  were  literally  "killing" 
him.  A  third,  an  oval-faced,  bilious-looking  man,  with 
sleek  black  hair  cropped  close,  and  whiskers  and  beard 
shaved  down  to  blue  dots,  who  sucked  the  head  of  a  thick 
stick,  and  from  time  to  time  took  it  out  of  his  mouth,  to 
see  how  it  was  getting  on.  A  fourth  did  nothing  but 
whistle.  A  fifth  did  nothing  but  spit.  And  indeed  all 
these  gentlemen  were  so  very  persevering  and  energetic 
in  this  latter  particular,  and  bestowed  their  favors  so 
abundantly  upon  the  carpet,  that  I  take  it  for  granted 
the  Presidential  housemaids  have  high  wages,  or,  to  speak 
more  genteelly  an  ample  amount  of  "compensation": 
which  is  the  American  word  for  salary,  in  the  case  of  all 
public  servants. 

We  had  not  waited  in  this  room  many  minutes,  before 
the  black  messenger  returned,   and  conducted   us  into 
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another  of  smaller  dimensions,  where,  at  a  business-like 
table  covered  with  papers,  sat  the  President  himself. 
I  It-  looked  somewhat  worn  and  anxious,  and  well  he 
might ;  being  at  war  with  everybody  but  the  expression 
of  his  face  was  mild  and  pleasant,  and  his  manner  was 
remarkably  unaffected,  gentlemanly,  and  agreeable.  I 
thought  that  in  his  whole  carriage  and  demeanor,  he 
became  his  station  singularly  well. 

Being  advised  that  the  sensible  etiquette  of  the  repub- 
lican court,  admitted  of  a  traveller,  like  myself,  declining, 
without  any  impropriety,  an  invitation  to  dinner,  which 
did  not  reach  me  until  1  had  concluded  my  arrangements 
for  leaving  Washington  some  days  before  that  to  which 
it  referred,  I  only  returned  to  this  house  once.  It  was 
on  the  occasion  of  one  of  those  general  assemblies  which 
are  held  on  certain  nights  between  the  hours  of  nine  and 
twelve  o'clock,  and  are  called,  rather  oddly,  Levees. 

I  weid,  with  my  wife,  ;it  about  ten.  There  was  a 
pretty  dense  crowd  of  carriages  and  people  in  the  court- 
yard, and  so  far  as  I  could  make  out,  there  were  no  very 
clear  regulations  for  the  taking  up  or  setting  down  of 
company.  There  were  certainly  no  policemen  to  soothe 
startled  horses,  either  by  sawing  at  their  bridles  or 
flourishing  truncheons  in  their  eyes;  and  I  am  ready  to 
make  oath  that  no  inoffensive  persons  were  knocked 
violently  on  the  head,  or  poked  acutely  in  their  backs  or 
stomachs;  or  brought  to  a  stand-still  by  any  such  gentle 
means,  and  then  taken  into  custody  for  not  moving  on. 
But  there  was  no  confusion  or  disorder.  Our  carriage 
reached  the  porch  in  its  turn,  without  any  blustering, 
swearing,  shouting,  backing,  or  other  disturbance:  and 
we  dismounted  with  as  much  ease  and  comfort  as  though 
we  had  been  escorted  by  the  whole  Metropolitan  Force 
from  A  to  Z  inclusive. 

The  suite  of  rooms  on  the  ground-floor,  wrere  lighted 
up;  and  a  military  band  was  playing  in  the  hall.  In  the 
smaller  drawing-room,  the  centre  of  a  circle  of  company, 
were  the  President  and  his  daughter-in-law,  who  acted 
as  the  lady  of  the  mansion:  and  a  very  interesting, 
graceful,  and  accomplished  lady  too.  One  gentleman 
who  stood  among  this  group,  appeared  to  take  upon  him- 
self the  functions  of  a  master  of  the  ceremonies.  I  saw 
no  other  officers  or  attendants,  and  none  were  needed. 
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The  great  drawing-room,  which  I  have  already  men- 
tioned, and  the  other  chambers  on  the  ground-floor,  were 
crowded  to  excess.  The  company  was  not,  in  our  sense 
of  the  term,  select,  for  it  comprehended  persons  of  very 
many  grades  and  classes;  nor  was  there  any  great  dis- 
play of  costly  attire:  indeed,  some  of  the  cosUimes  may 
have  heen,  for  aught  I  know,  grotesque  enough.  But 
the  decorum  and  propriety  of  behavior  which  prevailed, 
were  unbroken  by  any  rude  or  disagreeable  incident ;  and 
every  man,  even  among  the  miscellaneous  crowd  in  the 
hall  who  wrere  admitted  without  any  orders  or  tickets  to 
look  on,  appeared  to  feel  that  he  was  a  part  of  the  Insti- 
tution, and  was  responsible  for  its  preserving  a  becoming 
character,  and  appearing  to  the  best  advantage. 

That  these  visitors,  too,  whatever  their  station,  were 
not  without  some  refinement  of  taste  and  appreciation  of 
intellectual  gifts,  and  gratitude  to  those  men  who,  by  the 
peaceful  exercise  of  great  abilities,  shed  new  charms  and 
associations  upon  the  homes  of  their  countrymen,  and 
elevate  their  character  in  other  lands,  was  most  earnestly 
testified  by  their  reception  of  Washington  Irving,  my 
dear  friend,  who  had  recently  been  appointed  Minister 
at  the  court  of  Spain,  and  who  was  among  them  that 
night,  in  his  new  character,  for  the  first  and  last  time 
before  going  abroad.  I  sincerely  believe  that  in  all  the 
madness  of  American  politics,  few  public  men  would 
have  been  so  earnestly,  devotedly,  and  affectionately 
caressed,  as  this  most  charming  writer :  and  I  have  sel- 
dom respected  a  public  assembly  more  than  I  did  this 
eager  throng,  when  I  saw  them  turning  with  one  mind 
from  noisy  orators  and  officers  of  state,  and  flocking  with 
a  generous  and  honest  impulse  round  the  man  of  quiet 
pursuits:  proud  in  his  promotion  as  reflecting  back  upon 
their  country  :  and  grateful  to  him  with  their  whole  hearts 
for  the  store  of  graceful  fancies  he  had  poured  out  among 
them.  Long  may  he  dispense  such  treasures  with  un- 
sparing hand;  and  long  may  they  remember  him  as 
worthily ! 

The  term  we  had  assigned  for  the  duration  of  our  stay 
in  Washington  was  now  at  an  end,  and  we  were  to  be, 
gin  to  travel;  for  the  railroad  distances  we  had  traversed 
yet,  in  journeying  among  these  older  towns,  are  on  that 
great  continent  looked  upon  as  nothing. 
9 
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I  1i:k1  ;it  flrsl  intended  going  South — to  Charleston. 
r.ni  when  I  came  to  consider  the  length  of  time  which 
this  journey  would  occupy,  and  the  premature  heat  of 
the  season,  which  even  at  Washington  had  been  often 
very  trying;  and  weighed  moreover,  in  my  own  mind, 
the  pam  of  living  in  the  constant  contemplation  of 
slavery,  against  the  more  than  doubtful  chances  of  my 
ever  seeing  it,  in  the  time  I  had  to  spare,  stripped  of  the 
disguises  in  which  it  would  certainly  be  dressed,  and  so 
adding  any  item  to  the  host  of  facts  already  heaped 
together  on  the  subject ;  I  began  to  listen  to  old  whis- 
perings which  had  often  been  present  to  me  at  home  in 
England,  when  I  little  thought  of  ever  being  here;  and  to 
dream  again  of  cities  growing  up,  like  palaces  in  fairy 
tales,  among  the  wilds  and  forests  of  the  West. 

The  advice  1  received  in  most  quarters  when  I  began  to 
yield  to  my  desire  of  travelling  towards  that  point  of  the 
compass  was,  according  to  custom,  sufficiently  cheerless: 
my  companion  being  threatened  with  more  perils,  dangers, 
and  discomforts,  than  I  can  remember  or  would  catalogue 
if  I  could;  but  of  which  it  will  be  sufficient  to  remark 
that  blowings-up  in  steamboats  and  breakings-down  in 
coaches  were  among  the  least.  But,  having  a  western 
route  sketched  out  for  me  by  the  best  and  kindest  au- 
thority to  which  1  could  have  resorted,  and  putting  no 
great  faith  in  these  discouragements,  I  soon  determined 
on  my  plan  of  action. 

This  was  to  travel  South,  only  to  Richmond  in  Virginia  ; 
and  then  to  turn,  and  shape  our  course  for  the  Far  West; 
whither  I  beseech  the  reader's  company,  in  a  new  chapter. 


CHAPTER  THE  NINTH. 

A     NIGHT     STEAMER     OX     THE    POTOMAC    RIVER A    "VIRGINIA 

ROAD    AND    A  BLACK  DRIVER RICIIMOXD — BALTIMORE  — 

Till:   HARRISBCRGH  MAIL,  AND  A  GLIMPSE  OP  THE  CITY 

A  CAXAL-BOAT. 

We  were  to  proceed  in  the  first  instance  by  steamboat; 
and  as  it  is  usual  to  sleep  on  board,  in  consequence  of  the 
starting-hour  being  four  o'clock  in  the  morning,  we  went 
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down  to  where  she  lay,  at  that  very  uncomfortable  time 
for  such  expeditions  when  slippers  are  most  valuable,  and 
a  familiar  bed,  in  the  perspective  of  an  hour  or  two,  looks 
uncommonly  pleasant. 

It  is  ten  o'clock  at  night :  say  half-past  ten  :  moonlight, 
warm,  and  dull  enough.  The  steamer  (not  unlike  a  child's 
Noah's  Ark  in  form,  with  the  machinery  on  the  top  of  the 
roof)  is  riding  lazily  up  and  down,  and  bumping  clumsily 
against  the  wooden  pier,  as  the  ripple  of  the  river  trifles 
with  its  unwieldy  carcass.  The  wharf  is  some  distance 
fioin  the  city.  There  is  nobody  down  here ;  and  one  or 
two  dull  lamps  upon  the  steamer's  decks  are  the  only 
signs  of  life  remaining,  when  our  coach  lias  driven  away. 
As  soon  as  our  footsteps  are  heard  upon  the  planks,  a  fat 
negress,  particularly  favored  by  nature  in  respect  of 
bustle,  emerges  from  some  dark  stairs,  and  marshals  my 
wife  towards  the  ladies'  cabin,  to  which  retreat  she  goes, 
followed  by  a  mighty  bale  of  cloaks  and  great-coats.  1 
valiantly  resolve  not  to  go  to  bed  at  all,  but  to  walk  up 
and  down  the  pier  till  morning. 

I  begin  my  promenade — thinking  of  all  kinds  of  distant 
things  and  persons,  and  of  nothing  near — and  pace  up  and 
down  for  half-an-hour.  Then  I  go  on  board  again ;  and 
getting  into  the  light  of  one  of  the  lamps,  look  at  my 
watch  and  think  it  must  have  stopped  ;  and  wonder  what 
has  become  of  the  faithful  secretary  whom  1  brought 
along  with  me  from  Boston.  He  is  supping  with  our  late 
landlord  (a  Field  Marshal,  at  least,  no  doubt)  in  honor  of 
our  departure,  and  may  be  two  hours  longer.  I  walk 
again,  but  it  gets  duller  and  duller :  the  moon  goes  down  : 
next  June  seems  farther  off  in  the  dark,  and  the  echoes  of 
my  footsteps  make  me  nervous.  It  has  turned  cold  too  ; 
and  walking  up  and  down  without  any  companion  in  such 
lonely  circumstances,  is  but  poor  amusement.  So  I  break 
my  staunch  resolution,  and  think  it  may  be,  perhaps,  as 
well  to  go  to  bed. 

I  go  on  board  again  ;  open  the  door  of  the  gentlemen's 
cabin;  and  walk  in.  Somehow  or  other — from  its  be- 
ing so  quiet  I  suppose — I  have  taken  it  into  my  head 
that  there  is  nobody  there.  To  my  horror  and  amaze- 
ment it  is  full  of  sleepers  in  every  stage,  shape,  attitude, 
and  variety  of  slumber :  in  the  berths,  on  the  chairs, 
on  the  floors,  on  the  tables,  and  particularly  round  the 
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Btove,  my  detested  <  nemy.  T  lake  another  step  forward, 
and  slip  on  the  shining  fare  of  a  black  steward,  who  lies 
rolled  in  a  blankel  on  the  floor.  He  jumps  up,  grins 
half  in  pain  and  half  in  hospitality  ;  whispers  my  own 
name  in  my  ear;  and  groping  among  the  sleepers,  leads 
in.-  to  my  berth.  Standing  beside  it,  I  count  these  slum- 
bering passengers,  and  get  pas!  forty.  There  is  no  use  in 
going  further,  so  I  begin  to  undress.  As  the  chairs  are 
all  occupied,  and  there  is  nothing  else  to  put  my  clothes 
on,  I  deposit  them  upon  the  ground:  not  without  soiling 
my  hands,  for  it  is  in  the  same  condition  as  the  carpets  in 
the  Capitol,  and  from  the  same  cause.  Having  but  par- 
tially undressed,  I  clamber  on  my  shelf  and  hold  the  cur- 
tain open  for  a  few'  minutes  while  I  look  round  on  all  my 
fellow-travellers  again.  That  done,  I  let  it  fall  on  them, 
and  on  the  world  :  turn  round:  and  go  to  sleep. 

I  wake,  of  course,  when  we  get  under  weigh,  for  there 
is  a  good  deal  of  noise.  The  day  is  then  just  breaking. 
Everybody  wakes  at  the  same  time.  Some  are  self- 
possessed  directly,  and  some  are  much  perplexed  to  make 
out  where  they  are  until  they  have  rubbed  their  eyes,  and 
leaning  on  one  elbow,  looked  about  them.  Some  yawn, 
some  groan,  nearly  all  spit,  and  a  few  get  up.  I  am 
among  the  risers:  for  it  is  easy  to  feel,  without  going  into 
the  fresh  air,  that  the  atmosphere  of  the  cabin  is  vile  in  the 
last  degree.  I  huddle  on  my  clothes,  go  down  into  the 
fore-cabin,  get  shaved  by  the  barber,  and  wash  myself. 
The  washing  and  dressing  apparatus  for  the  passengers 
generally,  consists  of  two  jack-towels,  three  small  wooden 
basins,  a  keg  of  water  and  a  ladle  to  serve  it  out  with,  six 
square  inches  of  looking-glass,  two  ditto  ditto  of  yellow 
soap,  a  comb  and  brush  for  the  head,  and  nothing  for  the 
teeth.  Everybody  uses  the  comb  and  brush,  except  my- 
self. Everybody  stares  to  see  me  using  my  own  ;  and  two 
or  three  gentlemen  are  strongly  disposed  to  banter  me  on 
my  prejudices,  but  don't.  When  I  have  made  my  toilet, 
I  go  upon  the  hurricane-deck,  and  set  in  for  two  hours 
of  hard  walking  up  and  down.  The  sun  is  rising  bril- 
liantly ;  we  are  passing  Mount  Vernon,  where  Washington 
lies  buried;  the  river  is  wide  and  rapid;  and  its  banks 
are  beautiful.  All  the  glory  and  splendor  of  the  day 
are  coming  on  and  growing  brighter  every  minute. 

At    eitrht   o'clock  w7e  breakfast  in  the  cabin  where  I 
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passed  the  night,  but  the  windows  and  doors  are  all 
thrown  open,  and  now  it  is  fresh  enough.  There  is  no 
hurry  or  greediness  apparent  in  the  despatch  of  the 
meal.  It  is  longer  than  a  travelling  breakfast  with  us ; 
more  orderly;  and  more  polite. 

Soon  after  nine  o'clock  we  come  to  Potomac  Creek, 
where  we  are  to  land  :  and  then  comes  the  oddest  part  of 
the  journey.  Seven  stage-coaches  are  preparing  to  carry 
us  on.  Some  of  them  are  ready,  some  of  them  are  not 
ready.  Some  of  the  drivers  are  blacks,  some  whites.  There 
are  four  horses  to  each  coach,  and  all  the  horses,  harnessed 
or  unharnessed,  are  there.  'The  passengers  are  getting 
out  of  the  steamboat,  and  into  the  coaches  ;  the  luggage  is 
being  transferred  in  noisy  wheelbarrows  ;  the  horses  are 
frightened,  and  impatient  to  start  the  black  drivers  are 
chattering  to  them  like  so  many  monkeys ;  and  the  white 
ones  whooping  like  so  many  drovers  ;  for  the  main  thing  to 
be  done  in  all  kinds  of  hostleringhere,  is  to  make  as  much 
noise  as  possible.  The  coaches  are  something  like  the 
French  coaches,  but  not  nearly  so  good.  In  lieu  of 
springs,  they  are  hung  on  bands  of  the  strongest  leather. 
There  is  very  little  choice  or  difference  between  them ; 
and  they  may  be  likened  to  the  car  portion  of  the  swings 
at  an  English  fair,  roofed,  put  upon  axle-trees  and 
wheels,  and  curtained  with  painted  canvas.  They  are 
covered  with  mud  from  the  roof  to  the  wheel-tyre,  and 
have  never  been  cleaned  since  they  were  first  built. 

The  tickets  we  have  received  on  board  the  steamboat  are 
marked  Xo.  1,  so  we  belong  to  coach  No.  1.  I  throw  my 
coat  on  the  box,  and  hoist  my  wife  and  her  maid  into  the 
inside.  It  has  only  one  step,  and  that  being  about  a 
yard  from  the  ground,  is  usually  approached  by  a  chair; 
when  there  is  no  chair,  ladies  trust  in  Providence.  The 
coach  holds  nine  inside,  having  a  seat  across  from  door 
to  door,  where  we  in  England  put  our  legs :  so  that  there 
is  only  one  feat  more  difficult  in  the  performance  than 
getting  in,  and  that  is,  getting  out  again.  There  is  only 
one  outside  passenger,  and  he  sits  upon  the  box.  As  I 
am  that  one,  I  climb  up;  and  while  they  are  strapping 
the  luggage  on  the  roof  and  heaping  it  into  a  kind  of 
tray  behind,  have  a  good  opportunity  of  looking  at  the 
driver. 

He  is  a  negro — very  black  indeed.     He  is  dressed  in  a 
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ooarse  pepper-and-salt  suit  excessivelypatched  and  darned 
(particularly  at  the  knees),  gray  stockings,  enormous  nn 
blacked  high-low  slides,  and  very  short  trousers.  He  has 
two  odd  gloves:  one  of  particolored  worsted,  and  one  of 
leather.  He  has  a  very  short  whip,  broken  in  the  middle 
and  bandaged  up  with  string.  And  yet  he  wears  a  low- 
orowned,  broad-brimmed,  black  hat:  faintly  shadowing 
forth  a  kind  of  insane  imitation  of  an  English  coachman ! 
But  somebody  in  authority  ories  "(So  ahead !"  as  I  am 
making  these  observations.  The  mail  takes  the  had  in  a 
four-horse  wagon,  and  all  the  coaches  follow  in  proces- 
sion :  headed  by  No.  1. 

By  the  way,  whenever  an  Englishman  would  cry  "All 
right !  "  an  American  cries  "Go  ahead  !  "  which  is  some- 
what expressive  of  the  national  character  of  the  two 
countries. 

The  first  half-mile  of  the  road  is  over  bridges  made  of 
loose  planks  laid  across  two  parallel  poles,  which  tilt  up 
as  the  wheels  roll  over  them  ;  and  in  the  river.  The  river 
has  a  clayey  bottom  and  is  full  of  holes,  so  that  half  a 
horse  is  constantly  disappearing  unexpectedly,  and  can't 
be  found  again  for  some  time. 

But  we  get  past  even  this,  and  come  to  the  road  itself, 
which  is  a  series  of  alternate  swamps  and  gravel-pits.  A 
tremendous  place  is  close  before  us,  the  black  driver  rolls 
his  eyes,  screws  his  mouth  up  very  round,  and  looks 
straight  between  the  two  leaders,  as  if  he  were  saying  to 
himself,  "  We  have  done  this  often  before,  but  now  I  think 
we  shall  have  a  crash."  He  takes  a  rein  in  each  hand  ; 
jerks  and  pulls  at  both ;  and  dances  on  the  splashboard 
with  both  feet  (keeping  his  seat,  of  course)  like  the  late 
lamented  Ducrow  on  two  of  his  fiery  coursers.  We  come 
to  the  spot,  sink  down  in  the  mire  nearly  to  the  coach 
windows,  tilt  on  one  side  at  an  angle  of  forty-five  degrees, 
and  stick  there.  The  insides  scream  dismally;  the  coach 
stops ;  the  horses  flounder ;  all  the  other  six  coaches  stop  ; 
and  their  four-and-twenty  horses  flounder  likewise:  but 
merely  for  company,  and  in  sympathy  with  ours.  Then 
the  following  circumstances  occur. 

Black  Driver  (to  the  horses).     "  Hi ! "" 

Nothing  happens.     Insides  scream  again. 

Black  Driver  (to  the  horses).     "  Ho !  " 

Horses  plunge,  and  splash  the  black  driver. 
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Gentleman  inside  (looking  out).  "  Why,  what  on 
airth " 

Gentleman  receives  a  variety  of  splashes  and  draws  his 
head  in  again,  without  finishing  his  question  or  waiting 
for  an  answer. 

Black  Driver  (still  to  the  horses).     "  Jiddy  !  Jiddy  ! " 

Horses  pull  violently,  drag  the  coach  out  of  the  hole, 
and  draw  it  up  a  hank ;  so  steep,  that  the  hlack  driver's 
legs  fly  up  into  the  air,  and  he  goes  back  among  the  lug- 
gage on  the  roof.     But  he  immediately  recovers  himself, 

and  cries  (still  to  the  horses), 
"  Pill  j » 

No  effect.  On  the  contrary,  the  coach  begins  to  roll 
baek  upon  No.  2,  which  rolls  back  upon  Xo.  3,  which 
rolls  hack  upon  No.  4,  and  so  on,  until  No.  7  is  heard  to 
curse  and  swear,  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile  behind. 

Black  Driver  (louder  than  before).     "  Pill  !  " 

Horses  make  another  struggle  to  get  up  the  bank,  and 
again  the  coach  rolls  backward; 

Black  Driver  (louder  than  before).     "  Pe-e-e-ill !  " 

Horses  make  a  desperate  struggle. 

Black  Driver  (recovering  spirits).  "  Hi,  Jiddy,  Jiddy, 
Pill ! " 

Horses  make  another  effort. 

Black  Driver  (with  great  vigor).  "Ally  Loo!  Hi. 
Jiddy,  Jiddy.     Pill.     Ally  Loo  !  " 

Horses  almost  do  it. 

Black  Driver  (with  his  eyes  starting  out  of  his  head). 

"Lee,  den.  Lee,  dere.  Hi.  Jiddy,  Jiddy.  Pill.  Ally 
Loo.    Lee-e-e-e-e ! " 

They  run  up  the  bank,  and  go  down  again  on  the  other 
side  at  a  fearful  pace.  It  is  impossible  to  stop  them,  and 
at  the  bottom  there  is  a  deep  hollow,  full  of  water.  The 
coach  rolls  frightfully.  The  insides  scream.  The  mud 
and  water  fly  about  us.  The  black  driver  dances  like  a 
madman.  Suddenly  we  are  all  right  by  some  extraor- 
dinary means,  and  stop  to  breathe. 

A  black  friend  of  the  black  driver  is  sitting  on  a  fence. 
The  black  driver  recognizes  him  by  twirling  his  head 
round  and  round  like  a  harlequin,  rolling  his  eyes,  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders,  and  grinning  from  ear  to  ear.  lie 
stops  short,  turns  to  me,  and  says : 

"  We  shall  get  you  through,  sa,  like  a  fiddle,  and  hope  a 
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please  you  when  wegBtthraitgfc,sa.    Old 'ooinan  afchome, 

sir  :  "  chuckling  very  much.     "Outside  gentleman,  sa,  lie 

often  remember  old  'poman  at  home,  sa,"  grinning  again. 

«  ,\\.  ay,  we'll  bake  care  at  tl Id  woman.     Don't  be 

afraid." 

The  black  driver  grins  again,  but  there  is  another  hole, 
and  beyond  that,  another  bank,  dost;  before  us.  So  he 
stops  short;  cries  (to  the  horses  again)  "Easy.  Easy,  den. 
Ease,  steady.  Hi.  Jiddy.  Pill.  Ally.  Doo,"  but  never 
"Lee  !  "  until  we  are  reduced  to  the  very  last  extremity, 
and  are  in  the  midst  of  difficulties,  ext  ricai  ion  from  which 
appears  to  be  all  but  impossible. 

And  so  we  do  the  ten  miles  or  thereabouts  in  two  hours 
and  a  half;  breaking  no  bones,  though  bruising  a  great 
many;  and  in  short  getting  through  the  distance,  "like 
a  fiddle." 

This  singular  kind  of  coaching  terminates  at  Fredericks- 
burgh,  whence  there  is  a  railway  to  Richmond.  The  tract 
of  country  through  which  it  takes  its  course  wasonce pro- 
ductive: but  the  soil  has  been  exhausted  by  the  system 
of  employing  a  great  amount  of  slave  labor  in  forcing 
crops,  without  strengthening  the  land  :  and  it  is  now  little 
better  than  a  sandy  desert  overgrown  with  trees.  Dreary 
and  uninteresting  as  its  aspect  is,  I  was  glad  to  the  heart 
to  find  anything  on  which  one  of  the  curses  of  this  horrible 
institution  has  fallen;  and  had  greater  pleasure  in  con- 
templating the  withered  ground,  than  the  richest  and 
most  thriving  cultivation  in  the  same  place  could  possi- 
bly have  afforded  me. 

In  this  district,  as  in  all  others  where  slavery  sits 
brooding  (I  have  frequently  heard  this  admitted,  even  by 
those  who  are  its  warmest  advocates)  there  is  an  air  of 
ruin  and  decay  abroad,  which  is  inseparable  from  the 
system.  The  barns  and  outhouses  are  mouldering  away  ; 
the  sheds  are  patched  and  half  roofless;  the  log  cabins 
(built  in  Virginia  with  external  chimneys  made  of  clay  or 
wood)  are  squalid  in.  the  last  degree.  There  is  no  look 
of  decent  comfort  anywhere.  The  miserable  stations  by 
the  railway  side;  the  great  wild  wood-yards,  whence  the 
engine  is  supplied  with  fuel ;  the  negro  children  rolling 
on  the  ground  before  the  cabin  doors,  with  dogs  and  pigs; 
the  biped  beasts  of  burden  slinking  past:  gloom  and  de« 
jection  are  upon  them  all. 
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In  the  negro  car  belonging  to  the  train  in  which  we 
made  this  journey,  were  a  mother  and  her  children  who 
had  just  been  purchased ;  the  husband  and  father  being 
left  behind  with  their  old  owner.  The  children  cried  the 
whole  way,  and  the  mother  was  misery's  picture.  The 
champion  of  Life,  Liberty,  and  the  Pursuit  of  Happiness, 
who  had  bought  them,  rode  in  the  same  train  ;  and, 
every  time  we  stopped,  got  down  to  sec  that  they  were 
safe.  The  black  in  Sinbad's  Travels  with  one  eye  in  the 
middle  of  his  forehead  which  shone  like  a  burning  coal, 
was  nature's  aristocrat  compared  with  this  white  gen- 
tleman. 

It  was  between  six  and  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening, 
when  we  drove  to  the  hotel:  in  front  of  which,  and  on 
the  top  of  the  broad  flight  of  steps  leading  to  the  door, 
two  or  three  citizens  were  balancing  themselves  on  rock- 
ing-chairs, and  smoking  cigars.  We  found  it  a  very 
large  and  elegant  establishment,  and  were  as  well  enter- 
tained as  travellers  need  desire  to  be.  The  climate  being 
a  thirsty  one,  there  was  never,  at  any  hour  of  the  day,  a 
scarcity  of  loungers  in  the  spacious  bar,  or  a  cessation  of 
the  mixing  of  cool  liquors  :  but  they  were  a  merrier  peo- 
ple here,  and  had  musical  instruments  playing  to  them  o' 
nights,  which  it  was  a  treat  to  hear  again. 

The  next  day,  and  the  next,  we  rode  and  walked  about 
the  town,  which  is  delightfully  situated  on  eight  hills, 
overhanging  James  River;  a  sparkling  stream,  studded 
here  and  (here  with  bright  islands,  or  brawling  over 
broken  rocks.  Although  it  was  yet  but  the  middle  of 
March,  the  weather  in  this  southern  temperature  was 
extremely  warm  ;  the  peach-trees  and  magnolias  were  in 
full  bloom  ;  and  the  trees  were  green.  In  a  low  ground 
among  the  hills,  is  a  valley  known  as  "  Bloody  Run," 
from  a  terrible  conflict  with  the  Indians  which  once  oc- 
curred there.  It  is  a  good  place  for  such  a  struggle,  and 
like  every  other  spot  I  saw,  associated  with  any  legend 
of  that  wild  people  now  so  rapidly  fading  from  the  earth, 
interested  me  very  much. 

The  city  is  the  seat  of  the  local  parliament  of  Virginia; 
and  in  its  shady  legislative  halls,  some  orators  were 
drowsily  holding  forth  to  the  hot  noonday.  By  dint  of 
constant  repetition,  however,  these  constitutional  sights 
had  very  little  more  interest  for  me  than  so  many  paro- 
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final  vestries;  and  I  was  glad  to  exchange  this  one  for 
a  lounge  in  a  well-arranged  public  library  of  some  ten 
thousand  volumes,  and  a  visit  to  a  tobacco  manufactory, 
where  the  workmen  were  all  slaves. 

I  .-,iu  in  this  place  the  whole  process  of  picking, rolling, 
pressing,  drying,  packing  in  casks,  and  branding.  \ll 
the  tobacco  thus  dealt  with,  was  in  course  of  manufact- 
ure Eor  chewing;  and  one  would  have  supposed  there 
w  as  enough  in  that  cue  storehouse  to  have  filled  even  the 
comprehensive  jaws  of  Amei  ica.  In  this  form,  the  weed 
looks  like  the  oilcake  on  which  we  fatten  cattle;  and 
even  without  reference  to  its  consequences,  is  sufficiently 
uninviting. 

.Many  of  the  workmen  appeared  to  be  strong  men,  and 
it  is  hardly  necessary  to  add  that  they  were  all  laboring 
quietly,  then.  After  two  o'clock  in  the  day,  they  are 
allowed  to  sing,  a  certain  number  at  a  time.  The  hour 
striking  while  I  was  there,  some  twenty  sang  a  hymn 
in  parts,  and  sang  it  by  no  means  ill;  pursuing  their 
work  meanwhile.  A  hell  rang -is  1  was  about  to  leave, 
and  they  all  poured  forth  into  a  building  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street  to  dinner.  I  said  several  times  that  I 
should  like  to  see  them  at  their  meal;  but  as  the  gentle- 
man to  whom  I  mentioned  this  desire  appeared  to  be  sud- 
denly taken  rather  deaf,  I  did  not  pursue  the  request. 
Of  their  appearance  I  shall  have  something  to  say,  pres- 
ently. 

On  the  following  day,  I  visited  a  plantation  or  farm,  of 
about  twelve  hundred  acres,  on  the  opposite  bank  of  the 
river.  Here  again,  although  I  went  down  with  the  owner 
of  the  estate,  to  "the quarter,"  as  that  part  of  it  in  which 
the  slaves  live  is  called,  I  was  not  invited  to  enter  into 
any  of  their  huts.  All  I  saw  of  them,  was,  that  they 
were  very  crazy,  wretched  cabins,  near  to  wdiich  groups 
of  half-naked  children  basked  in  the  sun,  or  wallowed  on 
the  dusty  ground.  But  I  believe  that  this  gentleman  is  a 
considerate  and  excellent  master,  who  inherited  his  fifty 
slaves,  and  is  neither  a  buyer  nor  a  seller  of  human  stock; 
and  I  am  sure,  from  my  own  observation  and  conviction, 
that  he  is  a  kind-hearted,  worthy  man. 

The  planter's  house  was  an  airy  rustic  dwelling,  that 
brought  Defoe's  description  of  such  places  strongly  to  my 
recollection.     The  day  was  very    warm,  but  the  blinds 
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being  all  closed,  and  the  windows  and  doors  set  wide 
open,  a  shady  coolness  rustled  through  the  rooms,  which 
was  exquisitely  refreshing  after  the  glare  and  heat  with- 
out.    Before  the  windows  was  an  open  piazza,  where,  in 

what  they  call  the  hot  weather — whatever  that  may  be — ■ 
they  sling  hammocks,  and  drink  and  doze  luxuriously. 
1  do  not  know  how  their  cool  refections  may  taste  within 
the  hammocks,  but,  having  experience,  I  can  report  that, 
ont  of  them,  the  mounds  of  ices  and  the  bowls  of  mint- 
julep  and  sherry-cobbler  they  make  in  these  latitudes, 
are  refreshments  never  to  be  thought  of  afterwards,  in 
summer,  by  those  who  would  preserve  contented  minds. 

There  are  two  bridges  across  the  river  :  one  belongs  to 
the  railroad,  and  the  other,  which  is  a  very  crazy  affair, 
is  the  private  property  of  some  old  lady  in  the  neighbor- 
hood) who  levies  tolls  upon  the  townspeople.  Crossing 
this  bridge,  on  my  way  back,  I  saw  a  notice  painted  on 
the  gate,  cautioning  all  persons  to  drive  slowly :  under  a 
penalty,  if  the  offender  were  a  white  man,  of  five  dollars; 
if  a  negro,  fifteen  stripes. 

The  same  decay  and  gloom  that  overhang  the  way  by 
which  it  is  approached,  hover  abovo  the  town  of  Rich- 
mond. There  are  pretty  villas  and  cheerful  house;;  in  its 
streets,  and  Nature  smiles  upon  the  country  round ;  but 
jostling  its  handsome  residences,  like  slavery  itself  going 
hand  in  hand  with  many  lofty  virtues,  are  deplorable 
tenements,  fences  unrepaired,  walls  crumbling  into  ruin- 
ous heaps.  Hinting  gloomily  at  things  below  the  sur- 
face, these,  and  many  other  tokens  of  the  same  descrip- 
tion, force  themselves  upon  the  notice,  and  are  remem- 
bered with  depressing  influence,  when  livelier  features 
are  forgotten. 

To  those  who  are  happily  unaccustomed  to  them,  the 
countenances  in  the  streets  and  laboring-places,  too,  are 
shocking.  All  men  who  know  that  there  are  laws  against 
instructing  slaves,  of  which  the  pains  and  penalties  greatly 
exceed  in  their  amount  the  fines  imposed  on  those  who 
maim  and  torture  them,  must  be  prepared  to  find  their 
faces  very  low  in  the  scale  of  intellectual  expression. 
But  the  darkness — not  of  skin,  but  mind— which  meets 
the  stranger's  eye  at  every  turn;  the  brutalizing  and 
blotting  out  of  all  the  fairer  characters  traced  by  Nature's 
hand ;  immeasurably  outdo  his  worst  belief.     That  trav- 
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elled  creation  of  the  great  satirist's  brain,  who  fresh  from 
living  among  horses,  peered  from  a  high  casement  down 
upon  his  own  kind  with  trembling  horror,  was  scarcely 
nunc  repelled  and  daunted  l>y  the  sight,  than  those  who 
look  upon  some  of  these  faces  for  the  first  time  must 
surely  be. 

I  left  the  last  of  them  behind  me  in  the  person  of  a 
wretched  drudge,  who,  alter  running  to  and  fro  all  'lay 
till  midnight,  and  moping  in  his  stealthy  winks  of  sleep 
upon  the  stairs  between  whiles,  was  washing  the  dark 
passages  at  four  o'clock  in  the  morning;  and  went  upon 
my  way  with  a  grateful  heart  that  I  was  not  doomed  to 
live  where  slavery  was,  and  had  never  had  my  senses 
blunted  to  its  wrongs  and  horrors  in  a  slave-rocked 
cradle. 

It  had  been  my  intention  to  proceed  by  James  River 
and  Chesapeake  Bay  to  Baltimore;  but  one  of  the  steam- 
boats being  absent  from  her  station  through  some  acci- 
dent, and  the  means  of  conveyance  being  consequently 
rendered  uncertain,  we  returned  to  "Washington  by  the 
way  we  had  come  ,'therc  were  two  constables  on  board 
the  steamboat,  in  pursuit  of  runaway  slaves),  and  halting 
there  again  for  one  night,  went  on  to  Baltimore  next 
afternoon. 

The  most  comfortable  of  all  the  hotels  of  which  I  had 
any  experience  in  the  United  States,  and  they  were  not 
a  few,  is  Barnum's  in  that  city  :  where  the  English  trav- 
eller will  find  curtains  to  his  bed,  for  the  first  and  prob- 
ably the  last  time,  in  America;  and  where  he  will  be 
likely  to  have  enough  water  for  washiug  himself,  which 
is  not  at  all  a  common  case. 

This  capital  of  the  State  of  Maryland  is  a  bustling  busy 
town,  with  a  great  deal  of  traffic  of  various  kinds,  and 
in  particular  of  water  commerce.  That  portion  of  the 
town  which  it  most  favors  is  none  of  the  cleanest,  it  is 
true;  but  the  upper  part  is  of  a  very  different  character, 
and  has  many  agreeable  streets  and  public  buildings. 
The  Washington  Monument,  which  is  a  handsome  pillar 
with  a  statue  on  its  summit;  the  Medical  College;  and 
the  Battle  Monument  in  memory  of  an  engagement  with 
the  British  at  North  Point ;  are  the  most  conspicuous 
among  them. 

There  is  a  very  good  prison  in  this  city,  and  the  State 
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Penitentiary  is  also  among  its  institutions.  In  this  latter 
establishment  there  were  two  curious  cases. 

One  was  that  of  a  young  man,  who  had  been  tried  for 
the  murder  of  his  father.  The  evidence  was  entirely 
circumstantial,  and  was  very  conflicting  and  doubtful ; 
nor  was  it  possible  to  assign  any  motive  which  could 
have  tempted  him  to  the  commission  of  so  tremendous 
a  crime.  He  had  been  tried  twice ;  and  on  the  second 
occasion  the  jury  felt  so  much  hesitation  in  convicting 
him,  that  they  found  a  verdict  of  manslaughter,  or 
murder  in  the  second  degree,  which  it  could  not  possibly 
be,  as  there  had,  beyond  all  doubt,  been  no  quarrel  or 
provocation,  and  if  he  were  guilty  at  all,  he  was  unques- 
tionably guilty  of  murder  in  its  broadest  and  worst  sig- 
nification. 

The  remarkable  feature  in  the  case  was,  that  if  the  un- 
fortunate deceased  were  not  really  murdered  by  tins  own 
son  of  his,  he  must  have  been  murdered  by  his  own 
brother.  The  evidence  lay,  in  a  most  remarkable  manner, 
between  those  two.  On  all  the  suspicious  points  the 
dead  man's  brother  was  the  witness  :  all  the  explanations 
for  the  prisoner  (some  of  them  extremely  plausible)  went, 
by  construction  and  inference,  to  inculpate  him  as  plot- 
ting to  fix  the  guilt  upon  his  nephew.  It  must  have  been 
one  of  them  :  and  the  jury  had  to  decide  between  two 
sets  of  suspicions,  almost  equally  unnatural,  unaccount- 
able, and  strange. 

The  other  case,  was  that  of  a  man  who  once  went  to  a 
certain  distiller's  and  stole  a  copper  measure  containing 
a  quantity  of  liquor.  He  was  pursued  and  taken  with 
the  property  in  his  possession,  and  was  sentenced  to  two 
years'  imprisonment.  On  coming  out  of  the  jail,  at  the 
expiration  of  that  term,  he  went  back  to  the  same  dis- 
tiller's and  stole  the  same  copper  measure  containing 
the  same  quantity  of  liquor.  There  was  not  the  slightest 
reason  to  suppose  that  the  man  wished  to  return  to 
prison :  indeed  everything,  but  the  commission  of  the 
offence,  made  directly  against  that  assumption.  There 
are  only  two  ways  of  accounting  for  this  extraordinary 
proceeding.  One  is,  that  after  undergoing  so  much  for 
this  copper  measure  he  conceived  he  had  established  a 
sort  of  claim  and  light  to  it.  The  other  that,  by  dint  of 
long  thinking  about,  it  had  become  a  monomania  with 
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hiii),  and  had  acquired  a  fascination  which  lie  found  it 
impossible  to  resist:  swelling  from  an  Earthly  Copper 
Grail  on  into  an  Ethereal  Golden  Vat, 

After  remaining  here  ;i  couple  of  days  I  hound  myself 
in  a  rigid  adherence  bo  the  plan  1  had  laid  down  so  re- 
cently, and  resolved  to  sel  forward  on  our  western 
journey  without  any  more  delay.  Accordingly,  having 
reduced  the  luggage  within  the  smallest  possible  com- 
pass (by  sending  hack  to  New  Fork,  to  be  afterwards 
forwarded  to  us  in  Canada,  so  much  of  it  as  was  not 
absolutely  wanted);  and  having  procured  the  necessary 
credentials  to  banking-houses  on  the  way;  and  having 
moreover  looked  i'or  two  evenings  at  the  setting  sun, 
with  as  well-defined  an  idea  of  the  country  before  us  as 
if  we  had  been  going  to  travel  into  the  very  centre  of 
that  planet;  we  left  Baltimore  by  another  railway  at 
half-past  eight  in  the  morning,  and  reached  the  town  of 
Fork,  some  sixty  miles  off,  by  the  early  dinner-time  of 
the  Hotel  which  was  the  start ing-place  of  the  four-horse 
coach,  wherein  we  were  to  proceed  to  Ilarrisburgh. 

This  conveyance,  the  box  of  which  I  was  fortunate 
enough  to  secure,  had  come  down  to  meet  us  at  the  rail- 
road station,  and  was  as  muddy  and  cumbersome  as 
usual.  As  more  passengers  were  waiting  for  us  at  the 
inn-door,  the  coachman  observed  under  his  breath,  in  the 
usual  self-communicative  voice,  looking  the  while  at  his 
mouldy  harness  as  if  it  were  to  that  he  was  addressing 
himself: 

"I  expect  we  shall  want  the  hi;/  coach." 

T  could  not  help  wondering  within  myself  what  the 
size  of  this  big  coach  might  be,  and  how  many  persons 
it  might  be  designed  to  hold;  for  the  vehicle  which  was 
too  small  for  our  purpose  was  something  larger  than  two 
English  heavy  night-coaches.  My  speculations  were 
speedily  set  at  rest,  however,  for  as  soon  as  we  had  dined, 
there  came  rumbling  up  the  street,  shaking  its  sides  like 
a  corpulent  giant,  a  kind  of  barge  on  wheels.  After 
much  blundering  and  backing,  it  stopped  at  the  door; 
rolling  heavily  from  side  to  side  When  its  other  motion 
had  ceased,  as  if  it  had  taken  cold  in  its  damp  stable, 
and  between  that,  and  the  having  been  required  in  its 
dropsical  old  age  to  move  at  any  faster  pace  than  a  walk, 
were  distressed  by  shortness  of  wind. 
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"If  here  ain't  the  Harrisburgh  mail  at  last,  and  dread- 
ful bright  and  smart  to  look  at  too,"  cried  an  elderly 
gentleman  in  some  excitement,  "darn  my  mother!  " 

I  don't  know  what  the  sensation  of  being  darned  may 
be,  or  whether  a  man's  mother  has  a  keener  relish  or  dis- 
relish of  the  process  than  anybody  else;  but  if  the  endur- 
ance of  this  mysterious  ceremony  by  the  old  lady  m 
question  had  depended  on  the  accuracy  Of  her  son's  vision 
in  respect  to  the  abstract  brightness  and  smartness  of 
the  Harrisburgh  mail,  she  would  certainly  have  under- 
gone its  infliction.  However,  they  packed  twelve  people 
inside;  and  the  luggage  (including  such  trifles  as  a  large 
rocking-chair,  and  a  good-sized  dining-table)  being  at 
length  made  fast  upon  the  roof,  we  started  off  in  great 
state. 

At  the  door  of  another  hotel,  there  was  another  pas- 
senger to  be  taken  up. 

"Any  room,  sir?"  cries  the  new  passenger  to  the 
coachman. 

"  Well,  there's  room  enough,"  replies  the  coachman, 
without  getting  down  or  even  looking  at  him. 

"There  an't  no  room  at  all,  sir,"  bawls  a  gentleman 
inside.  Which  another  gentleman  (also  inside)  confirms, 
by  predicting  that  the  attempt  to  introduce  any  more 
passengers  "  won't  fit  nohow." 

The  new  passenger,  without  any  expression  of  anxiety, 
looks  into  the  coach,  and  then  looks  up  at  the  coachman  : 
"Now,  how  do  you  mean  to  fix  it?"  says  he,  after  a 
pause  :  "  for  I  must  go." 

The  coachman  employs  himself  in  twisting  the  lash  of 
his  whip  into  a  knot,  and  takes  no  more  notice  of  the 
question :  clearly  signifying  that  it  is  anybody's  business 
but  his,  and  that  the  passengers  would  do  well  to  fix  it, 
among  themselves.  In  this  state  of  things,  matters  seem 
to  be  approximating  to  a  fix  of  another  kind,  when 
another  inside  passenger  in  a  corner,  who  is  nearly  suf- 
focated, cries  faintly, 

"  I'll  get  out." 

This  is  no  matter  of  relief  or  self-congratulation  to  the 
driver,  for  his  immovable  philosophy  is  perfectly  un- 
disturbed by  anything  that  happens  in  the  coach.  Of 
all  things  in  the  world,  the  coach  would  seem  to  be  the 
very  last  upon  his   mind.     The  exchange  is  made,  how- 
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ever,  and  then  the  passenger  who  1ms  given  up  his  seat 
makes  a  third  upon  the  box,  seating  himself  in  what  he 

calls  the  middle :  i hat  is,  with  half  his  person  on  my  legs, 
and  the  other  half  on  the  driver's. 

"Co  ahead,  cap'en,"  cries  the  colonel,  who  directs. 

"  Go-lang!  "  cries  the  cap'en  to  his  company,  the  horses, 
and  away  we  go. 

We  took  up  at  a  rural  har-room,  after  we  had  gone  a  few 
miles,  an  intoxicated  gentleman,  who  climbed  upon  the 
roof  among  the  luggage,  and  subsequently  slipping  off 
without  hurting  himself,  was  seen  in  the  distant  per- 
spective reeling  hack  to  the  grog-shop  where  we  had  found 
him.  We  also  parted  with  more  of  our  freight  at  different 
times,  so  that  when  we  came  to  change  horses,  I  was 
again  alone  outside. 

The  coachmen  always  change  with  the  horses,  and  are 
usually  as  dirty  as  the  coach.  The  first  was  dressed  like 
a  very  shabby  English  haker;  the  second  like  a  Tiussian 
peasant :  for  he  wore  a  loose  purple  camlet  robe,  with  a 
fur  collar,  tied  round  his  waist  with  a  parti-colored 
worsted  sash;  gray  trousers;  light  blue  gloves;  and  a 
cap  of  bearskin.  It  had  by  this  time  come  on  to  rain  very 
heavily,  and  there  was  a  cold  damp  mist  besides,  which 
penetrated  to  the  skin.  I  was  very  glad  to  take  advan- 
tage of  a  stoppage  and  get  down  to  stretch  my  legs,  shake 
the  water  off  my  great-coat,  and  swallow  the  usual  anti- 
temperance  recipe  for  keeping  out  the  cold. 

When  I  mounted  to  my  seat  again,  I  observed  a  new 
parcel  lying  on  the  coach  roof,  which  I  took  to  be  a  rather 
large  fiddle  in  a  brown  bag.  In  the  course  of  a  few  miles, 
however,  T  discovered  that  it  had  a  glazed  cap  at  one  end 
and  a  pair  of  muddy  shoes  at  the  other ;  and  further 
observation  demonstrated  it  to  be  a  small  boy  in  a  snuff- 
colored  coat,  with  his  arms  quite  pinioned  to  his  sides  by 
deep  forcing  into  his  pockets.  lie  was,  I  presume,  a 
relative  or  friend  of  the  coachman's,  as  he  lay  atop  of  the 
luggage  with  his  face  towards  the  rain  ;  and  except  when 
a  change  of  position  brought  his  shoes  in  contact  with  my 
hat,  he  appeared  to  he  asleep.  At  last,  on  some  occasion 
of  our  stopping,  this  thing  slowly  upreared  itself  to  the 
height  of  three  feet  six,  and  fixing  its  eyes  on  me,  observed 
in  piping  accents,  with  a  complaisant  yawn  half-quenched 
in  an   ohliging  air  of  friendly   patronage,   "  Well  now, 
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stranger,  I  guess  you  find   this  a'most  like  an  English 
arternoon,  hey?" 

The  scenery,  which  had  been  tame  enough  at  first,  was, 
for  the  last  ten  or  twelve  miles,  beautiful.  Our  road 
wound  through  the  pleasant  valley  of  the  Susquehanna.; 
the  river,  dotted  with  innumerable  green  islands,  lay 
upon  our  right;  and  on  the  left  a  steep  ascent,  craggy 
with  broken  rock,  and  dark  wine  trees.  The  mist, 
wreathing  itself  into  a  hundred  fantastic  shapes,  moved 
solemnly  upon  the  water;  and  the  gloom  of  evening  gave 
to  all  an  air  of  mystery  and  silence  which  greatly 
enhanced  its  natural  interest. 

We  crossed  this  river  by  a  wooden  bridge,  roofed  and 
covered  in  on  all  sides,  and  nearly  a  mile  in  length.  It 
was  profoundly  dark;  perplexed,  with  great  beams, 
crossing  and  recrossing  it  at  every  possible  angle;  and 
through  the  broad  chinks  and  crevices  in  the  floor,  the 
rapid  river  gleamed,  far  down  below,  like  a  legion  of 
eyes.  We  had  no  lamps  ;  and  as  the  horses  stumbled 
and  floundered  through  this  place,  towards  the  distant 
speck  of  dying  light,  it  seemed  interminable.  I  really 
could  not  at  first  persuade  myself,  as  we  rumbled  heavily 
on,  filling  the  bridge  with  hollow  noises,  and  I  held  down 
my  head  to  save  it  from  the  rafters  above,  but  that  I  was 
in  a  painful  dream ;  for  1  have  often  dreamed  of  toiling 
th rough  such  places,  and  as  often  argued,  even  at  the 
time,  "  this  cannot  be  reality." 

At  length,  however,  we  emerged  upon  the  streets  of 
Ilarrisburgh,  whose  feeble  lights,  reflected  dismally  from 
the  wet  ground,  did  not  shine  out  upon  a  very  cheerful 
city.  We  were  soon  established  in  a  snug  hotel,  which, 
though  smaller  and  far  less  splendid  than  many  we  put  up 
at,  is  raised  above  them  all  in  my  remembrance,  by 
having  for  its  landlord  the  most  obliging,  considerate,  and 
gentlemanly  person  I  ever  had  to  deal  with. 

As  we  were  not  to  proceed  upon  our  journey  until  the 
afternoon,  I  walked  out,  after  breakfast  the  next  morning, 
to  look  about  me:  and  was  duly  shown  a  model  prison  on 
the  solitary  system,  just  erected,  and  as  yet  without  an 
inmate;  the  trunk  of  an  old  tree  to  which  Harris,  the  first 
settler  here  (afterwards  buried  under  it),  was  tied  by 
hostile  Indians,  with  his  funeral  pile  about  him,  when  he 
was  saved  by  the  timely  appearance  of  a  friendly  party  on 
10 
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the  opposite  shore  of  the  river;  the  local  legislature  (for 
there  was  another  of  those  bodies  here,  again,  in  full 
debate) ;  and  il ther  curiosii  ies  of  the  town. 

I  was  very  much  interested  in  looking  over  a  number 
of  treaties  made  from  time  to  timi  with  the  poor  Indians, 
signed  by  the  different  chie  a1  the  period  0f  their 
ratification,  and  preserved  in  tih  office  oi  the  Secretary 
to  the  Commonwealth.  These  signatures,  traced  of  course 
by  their  own  hands,  are  rough  dr  wings  o  the  creatures 
or  weapons  they  were  called  after.  '  Thus,  the  Great 
Turtle  makes  a  crooked  pen-and-ink  outline  of  a  great 
turtle;  the  Buffalo  sketches  a  buffalo;  the  War  Hatchet 
sets  a  rough  image  of  that  weapon  for  ids  mark.  So  with 
the  Arrow,  the  Fish,  the  Scalp,  the  Big  Canoe,  and  all  of 
them. 

I  could  not  but  think— as  I  looked  at  these  feeble  and 
tremulous  productions  of  hands  which  could  draw  the 
longest  arrow  to  the  head  in  a  stout  elk-horn  bow,  or 
split  a  bead  or  feather  with  a  rifle-ball— of  Crabbe's 
musing:,  over  the  Parish  Register,  and  the  irregular 
scratches  made  with  a  pen,  by  men  wdio  would  plough  a 
lengthy  furrow  straight  from  end  to  end.  Nor  could  I 
help  estowing  many  sorrowful  thoughts  upon  the  simple 
warrior;  whose  hands  and  hearts  were  set  there,  in  all 
truth  and  honesty;  and  who  only  learned  in  course 
of  time  from  white  men  how  to  break  their  faith,  and 
quibble  out  of  forms  and  bonds.  I  wondered,  too,  how 
many  times  the  credulous  Big  Turtle,  or  trusting  Little 
Hatchet,  had  put  his  mark  to  treaties  which  were  falsely 
read  to  him;  and  had  signed  away,  be  knew  not  what, 
until  it  went  and  cast  him  loose  upon  the  new  possessors 
of  the  land,  a  savage  indeed. 

Our  host  announced,  before  our  early  dinner,  that  some 
members  of  the  legislative  body  proposed  to  do  us  the 
honor  of  calling,  lie  had  kindly  yielded  up  to  us  his  wife's 
own  little  parlor,  and  when  I  begged  that  he  would  show 
them  in,  I  saw  him  look  with  painful  apprehension  at  its 
pretty  carpet ;  though,  being  otherwise  occupied  at  the 
time,  the  cause  of  his  uneasiness  did  not  occur  to  me. 

It  certainly  would  have  been  more  pleasant  to  all  parties 
concerned,  and  would  not,  I  think,  have  compromised 
their  independence  in  any  material  degree,  if  some  of  these 
gentlemen  had  not  only  yielded  to  the  prejudice  in  favor 
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of  spittoons,  but  had  abandoned  themselves,  for  the 
moment,  even  to  the  conventional  absurdity  of  pocket- 
handkerchiefs. 

It  still  continued  to  rain  heavily,  and  when  we  went 
down  to  the  Canal-Boat  (for  that  was  the  mode  of  convey- 
ance by  which  we  were  to  proceed)  after  dinner,  the 
weather  was  as  unpromising  and  obstinately  wet  as  one 
would  desire  to  see.  Nor  was  the  sight  of  this  canal-boat,  in 
which  we  were  to  spend  three  or  four  days,  by  any  means 
a  cheerful  one  ;  as  it  involved  some  uneasy  speculations 
concerning  the  disposal  of  the  passengers  at  night,  and 
opened  a  wide  field  of  inquiry  touching  the  other  domestic 
arrangements  of  the  establishment,  which  was  sufficiently 
disconcerting. 

However,  there  it  was — a  barge  with  a  little  house  in  it, 
viewed  from  the  outside ;  and  a  caravan  at  a  fair,  viewed 
from  within  :  the  gentlemen  being  accommodated,  as  the 
spectators  usually  are,  in  one  of  those  locomotive  museums 
of  penny  wonders  ;  and  the  ladies  being  partitioned  off  by 
a  red  curtain,  after  the  manner  of  the  dwarfs  and  giants 
in  the  same  establishments,  whose  private  lives  are  passed 
in  rather  close  exclusiveness. 

We  sat  here,  looking  silently  at  the  row  of  little  tables, 
which  extended  down  both  sides  of  the  cabin,  and  listen- 
ing to  the  rain  as  it  dripped  and  pattered  on  the  boat,  and 
plashed  with  a  dismal  merriment  in  the  water,  until  the 
arrival  of  the  railway  train,  for  whose  final  contribution 
to  our  stock  of  passengers,  our  departure  was  alone  de- 
ferred. It  brought  a  great  many  boxes,  which  were 
bumped  and  tossed  upon  the  roof,  almost  as  painfully  as 
if  they  had  been  deposited  on  one's  own  head,  without  the 
intervention  of  a  porter's  knot ;  and  several  damp  gentle- 
men, whose  clothes,  on  their  drawing  round  the  stove,  be- 
gan to  steam  again.  No  doubt  it  would  have  been  a  thought 
more  comfortable  if  the  driving  rain,  which  now  poured 
down  more  soakingly  than  ever,  had  admitted  of  a  window 
being  opened,  or  if  our  number  had  been  something  less 
than  thirty  ;  but  there  was  scarcely  time  to  think  as  much, 
when  a  train  of  three  horses  was  attached  to  the  tow-rope, 
the  boy  upon  the  leader  smacked  his  whip,  the  rudder 
creaked  and  groaned  complainingly,  and  we  had  begun 
our  jour j ley. 
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CHAPTER  THE  TENTH. 

SOME  FUETHEB  ACCOUNT  OE  THE  CANAL-BOAT,  ITS  DOMESTIC 
ECONOMY,  AM>  its  PASSENGEBS  JOl  RNEY  TO  PITT6BUEG 
A.<  ROSS  THE  A1.Uj.ii  \\  Y   MOUNTAINS  —  PITTSBUBG. 

As  it  continued  to  rain  most  perseveringly,  we  all  re- 
mained  below  :  the  damp  gentlemen  round  the  stove  grad- 
ually becoming  mildewed  by  the  action  of  the  fire  ;  and 
the  dry  gentlemen  lying  at  full  length  upon  the  seats,  or 
slumbering  uneasily  with  their  faces  on  the  tables,  or 
walking  up  and  down  the  cabin,  which  it  was  barely  pos- 
sible for  a  man  of  the  middle  height  to  do,  without  mak- 
ing bald  places  on  his  head  by  scraping  it  against  the 
roof.  At  about  six  o'clock,  all  the  small  tables  were  put 
together  to  form  one  long  table,  and  everybody  sat  down 
to  tea,  coffee,  bread,  butter,  salmon,  shad,  liver,  steak, 
potatoes,  pickles,  ham,  chops,  black  puddings,  and  sau- 
sages, 

k-  Will  you  try,"  said  my  opposite  neighbor,  handing 
me  a  dish  of  potatoes,  broken  up  in  milk  and  butter, 
"  will  you  try  some  of  these  fixings?" 

There  are  few  words  which  perform  such  various  duties 
as  this  word  "fix."  It  is  the  Caleb  Quotem  of  the  Amer- 
ican vocabulary.  You  call  upon  a  gentleman  in  a  country 
i  own,  and  his  help  informs  you  that  he  is  "  fixing  himself  " 
just  now,  but  will  be  down  directly:  by  which  you  are 
to  understand  that  he  is  dressing.  You  inquire,  on  board 
a  steamboat,  of  a  fellow-passenger,  whether  breakfast 
will  be  ready  soon,  and  he  tells  you  he  should  think  so, 
for  when  he  was  last  below,  they  were  "fixing  the 
tables  :  "  in  other  words,  laying  the  cloth.  You  beg  a 
porter  to  collect  your  luggage,  and  he  entreats  you  not  to 
be  uneasy,  for  he'll  "fix  it  presently"  :  and  if  you  com- 
plain of  indisposition,  you  are  advised  to  have  recourse 
to  Doctor  So-and-so,  who  will  "fix  you"  in  no  time. 

One  night,  I  ordered  a  bottle  of  mulled  wine  at  an  hotel 
where  I  was  staying,  and  waited  a  long  time  for  it;  at 
length  it  was  put  upon  the  table  with  an  apology  from 
the  landlord  that  he  feared  it  wasn't  "  fixed  properly." 
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And  t  recollect  once,  at  a  stage-coach  dinner,  overhear- 
ing a  very  stern  gentleman  demand  of  a  waiter  who  pre- 
sented him  with  a  plate  of  underdone  roast  beef,  "  whether 
he  called  that,  fixing-  God  A'mighty's  vittles?" 

There  is  no  doubt  that  the  meal,  at  which  the  invitation 
was  tendered  to  me  which  has  occasioned  this  digression, 
was  disposed  of  somewhat  ravenously ;  and  that  the 
gentlemen  thrust  the  broad-bladed  knives  and  the  two- 
pronged  forks  further  down  their  throats  than  I  ever  saw 
the  same  weapons  go  before,  except  in  the  hands  of  a 
skilful  juggler  :  but  no  man  sat  down  until  the  ladies 
were  seated  ;  or  omitted  any  little  act  of  politeness  which 
could  contribute  to  their  comfort.  Nor  did  I  ever  once, 
on  any  occasion,  anywhere,  during  my  rambles  in  America, 
see  a  woman  exposed  to  the  slightest  act  of  rudeness,  in- 
civility, or  even  inattention. 

By  the  time  the  meal  was  over,  the  rain,  which  seemed 
to  have  worn  itself  out  by  coining  down  so  fast,  was 
nearly  over  too;  and  it  became  feasible  to  go  on  deck: 
which  was  a  great  relief,  notwithstanding  its  being  a  very 
small  deck,  and  being  rendered  still  smaller  by  the  lug- 
gage, which  was  heaped  together  in  the  middle  under  a 
tarpaulin  covering;  leaving,  on  either  side,  a  path  so 
narrow,  that  it  became  a  science  to  walk  to  and  fro  with- 
out tumbling  overboard  into  the  canal.  It  was  some- 
what embarrassing  at  first,  too,  to  have  to  duck  nimbly 
every  five  minutes  whenever  the  man  at  the  helm  cried 
"  Bridge !  "  and  sometimes,  when  the  cry  was  "  Low 
Ibiiige,"  to  lie  down  nearly  flat.  But  custom  familiarizes 
one  to  anything,  and  there  were  so  many  bridges  that  it 
took  a  very  short  time  to  get  used  to  this. 

As  night  came  on,  and  we  drew  in  sight  of  the  first 
range  of  hills,  which  are  the  outposts  of  the  Alleghany 
Mountains,  the  scenery,  which  had  been  uninteresting 
hitherto,  became  more  bold  and  striking.  The  wet  ground 
reefced  and  smoked,  after  the  heavy  fall  of  rain;  and  the 
croaking  of  the  frogs  (whose  noise  in  these  parts  is  almost 
incredible)  sounded  as  though  a  million  of  fairy  teams 
with  bells,  were  travelling  through  the  air,  and  keeping 
pace  with  us.  The  night  was  cloudy  yet,  but  moon- 
light too  :  and  when  we  crossed  the  Susquehanna  river 
— over  which  there  is  an  extraordinary  wooden  bridge 
with  two  galleries,  one  above  the  other,  so  that  even  there, 
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two  boat  teams  meeting  may  pass  without  confusion — it 
was  \\  ild  and  grand. 

I  have  mentioned  my  having  been  in  sonic-  uncertainty 
and  doubt,  at  first,  relative  to  the  sleeping  arrangements 
on  board  this  boat.  I  remained  in  the  same  vague  state 
of  mind  until  ten  o'clock  or  thereabouts,  when  going 
below,  I  found  suspended  on  either  side  of  the  cabin, 
three  long  tiers  of  hanging  book-shelves,  designed  ap- 
parency for  volumes  of  the  small  octavo  size.  Looking 
with  greater  attention  at  these  contrivances  (wondering 
to  find  such  literary  preparations  in  such  a  place),  I  de- 
scried on  each  shelf  a  sort  of  microscopic  sheet  and 
blanket;  then  I  began  dimly  to  comprehend  that  the 
passengers  were  the  library,  and  that  they  were  to  be 
arranged,  edgewise,  on  these  shelves,  till  morning. 

I  was  assisted  to  tins  conclusion  by  seeing  some  of  them 
gathered  round  the  master  of  the  boat,  at  one  of  the 
tables,  drawing  lots  with  all  the  anxieties  and  passions  of 
gamesters  depicted  in  their  countenances  ;  while  others, 
with  small  pieces  of  cardboard  in  their  hands,  were  grop- 
ing among  the  shelves  in  search  of  numbers  corresponding 
with  those  they  had  drawn.  As  soon  as  any  gentleman 
found  his  number,  betook  possession  of  it  by  immediately 
undressing  himself  and  crawling  into  bed.  The  rapidity 
with  which  an  agitated  gambler  subsided  into  a  snoring 
slumberer,  was  one  of  the  most  singular  effects  I  have 
ever  witnessed.  As  to  the  ladies,  they  were  already  abed, 
behind  the  red  curtain,  which  was  carefully  drawn  and 
pinned  up  in  the  centre;  though  as  every  cough,  or 
sneeze,  or  whisper,  behind  this  curtain,  wTas  perfectly 
audible  before  it,  we  had  still  a  live  consciousness  of  their 
society. 

The  politeness  of  the  person  in  authority  had  secured  to 
me  a  shelf  in  a  nook  near  this  red  curtain,  in  some  degree 
removed  from  the  great  body  of  sleepers :  to  which  place 
I  retired,  with  many  acknowledgments  to  him  for  his  at- 
tention. I  found  it,  on  after-measurement,  just  the  width 
of  an  ordinary  sheet  of  Rath  post  letter-paper ;  and  I  was 
at  first  in  some  uncertainty  as  to  the  best  means  of  get- 
ting into  it.  But  the  shelf  being  a  bottom  one,  I  finally 
determined  on  lying  upon  the  floor,  rolling  gently  in, 
stopping  immediately  I  touched  the  mattress,  and  remain- 
ing for  the  night  with  that  side  uppermost,  whatever  it 
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might  be.  Luckily,  I  came  upon  my  back  at  exactly  the 
right  moment.  I  was  much  alarmed  on  looking  upward, 
to  see,  by  the  shape  of  his  half  yard  of  sacking  (which  his 
weight  had  bent  into  an  exceedingly  tight  hag),  that  there 
was  a  very  heavy  gentleman  above  me,  whom  the  slender 
cords  seemed  (pule  incapable  of  holding;  and  I  could  not 
help  reflecting  upon  the  grief  of  my  wife  and  family  in  the 
event  of  his  coining  down  in  the  night.  But  as  I  could 
not  have  got  up  again  without  a  severe  bodily  struggle, 
which  might  have  alarmed  the  ladies  ;  and  as  I  had  no- 
where to  go  to,  even  if  1  had ;  I  shut  my  eyes  upon  the 
danger,  and  remained  there. 

One  of  two  remarkable  circumstances  is  indisputably  a 
fact,  with  reference  to  that  class  of  society  who  travel  in 
these  boats.  Either  they  carry  their  restlessness  to  such 
a  pitch  that  they  never  sleep  at  all ;  or  they  expectorate 
in  dreams,  which  would  he  a  remarkable  mingling  of  the 
real  and  ideal.  All  night  long,  and  every  night,  on  this 
canal,  there  was  a  perfect  storm  and  tempest  of  spitting; 
and  once  my  coat,  being  in  the  very  centre  of  a  hurricane 
sustained  by  five  gentlemen  (which  moved  vertically, 
strictly  carrying  out  Reid's  Theory  of  the  Law  of  Storms), 
I  was  fain  the  next  morning  to  lay  it  on  the  deck,  and  rub 
it  down  with  fair  water  before  it  was  in  a  condition  to  be 
worn  again. 

Between  five  and  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  we  got  up, 
and  some  of  us  went  on  deck,  to  give  them  an  opportunity 
of  taking  the  shelves  down ;  while  others,  the  morning 
being  very  cold,  crowded  round  the  rusty  stove,  cherish- 
ing the  newly-kindled  fire,  and  filling  the  grate  with  those 
voluntary  contributions  of  which  they  had  been  so  liberal 
all  night".  The  washing  accommodations  were  primitive. 
There  was  a  tin  ladle  chained  to  the  deck,  with  which 
every  gentleman  who  thought  it  necessary  to  cleanse  him- 
self (many  were  superior  to  this  weakness),  fished  the 
dirty  water  out  of  the  canal,  and  poured  it  into  a  tin 
basin,  secured  in  like  manner.  There  was  also  a  jack- 
towel.  And,  hanging  up  before  a  little  looking-glass  in 
the  bar,  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  bread  and  cheese 
and  biscuits,  were  a  public  comb  and  hair-brush. 

At  eight  o'clock,  the  shelves  being  taken  down  and  put 
away  and  the  tables  joiner!  together,  everybody  sat  down 
to  the  tea,  coffee,  bread,  butter,  salmon,  shad,  liver,  steak, 


L52  AMBRh    I  '.    A"/  W8. 

potatoes,  pickles,  ham,  chops,  black  puddings,  and  :-;m- 
,  all  over  again.  Some  were  fowl  of  compounding 
this  variety,  and  having  il  all  on  their  plates  al  once.  As 
each  gentleman  got  through  his  own  personal  amount  of 
offee,  bread,  butter,  salmon,  shad,  liver,  steak, 
potatoes,  pickles,  ham,  chops,  black  puddings,  and  sau- 
sages, he  rose  up  and  walked  oil'.  When  everybody  had 
done  with  everything,  the  fragments  were  cleared  away: 
and  one  of  the  waiters  appealing  anew  in  the  character 
of  a  barher,  shaved  such  of  the  company  as  desired  to  he 
shaved;  while  the  remainder  looked  on,  or  yawned  over 
their  newspapers.  Dinner  was  breakfast  again,  without 
the  tea  and  coffee;  and  supper  and  breakfast  were 
identical. 

There  was  a  man  on  hoard  this  boat,  with  a  light  fresh- 
colored  face,  and  a  pepper-and-salt  suit  of  clothes,  who 
was  the  most  inquisitive  fellow  that  can  possibly  be  im- 
agined, lie  never  spoke  otherwise  than  interrogatively. 
lie  was  an  embodied  inquiry.  Sitting  down  or  standing 
up,  still  or  moving,  walking  the  deck  or  taking  his  meals, 
there  he  was,  with  a  great  note  of  interrogation  in  each 
eye,  two  in  his  cocked  ears,  two  more  in  his  tnrned-up 
nose  and  chin,  at  least  half  a  dozen  more  about  the  corners 
of  his  month,  and  the  largest  one  of  all  in  his  hair,  Which 
was  brushed  pertly  off  his  forehead  in  a  flaxen  clump. 
Every  button  in  his  clothes  said,  "Eh?  What's  that? 
Did  you  speak?  Say  that  again,  will  you?"  He  was 
always  wide  awake,  like  the  enchanted  bride  Who  drove 
her  husband  frantic;  always  restless;  always  thirsting 
for  answers;  perpetually  seeking  and  never  finding. 
There  never  was  such  a  curious  man. 

I  wore  a  fur  great-coat  at  that  time,  and  before  we  were 
well  clear  of  the  wharf,  he  questioned  me  concerning  it, 
and  its  price,  and  where  I  bought  it,  and  when,  and  what 
fur  it  was,  and  what  it  weighed,  and  what  it  cost.  Then 
he  took  notice  of  my  watch,  and  asked  me  what  that  cost, 
and  whether  it  was  a  French  watch,  and  where  I  got  it, 
and  how  T  got  it,  and  whether  I  bought  it  or  had  it  given 
me,  and  how  it  went,  and  where  the  keyhole  was,  and 
when  I  wound  it,  every  night  or  every  morning,  and 
whether  1  ever  forgot  to  wind  it  at  all,  and  if  I  did,  what 
then  ?  Where  had  I  been  to  last,  and  where  was  I  going 
next,  and  where  was  I  going  after  that,  and  had  I  seen 
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the  President,  and  what  did  lie  say,  and  what  did  I  say, 
and  what  did  he  say  when  I  had  said  that?  Eh?  Lor 
now  !  do  tell ! 

Finding  that  nothing  would  satisfy  him,  I  evaded  his 
questions  after  the  first  score  or  two,  and  in  particular 
pleaded  ignorance  respecting  the  name  of  the  fur  whereof 
the  coat  was  made.  I  am  unable  to  say  whether  this  was 
the  reason,  but  that  coat  fascinated  him  ever  afterwards; 
he  usually  kept  close  behind  me  as  I  walked,  and  moved 
as  I  moved,  that  he  might  look  at  it  the  better ;  and  he 
frequently  dived  into  narrow  places  after  me  at  the  risk  of 
his  life,  that  he  might  have  the  satisfaction  of  passing  his 
hand  up  the  back,  and  rubbing  it  the  wrong  way. 

We  had  another  odd  specimen  on  board,  of  a  different 
kind.  This  was  a  thin-faced,  spare-figured  man  of  middle 
age  and  stature,  dressed  in  a  dusty  drabbish-colored  suit, 
such  as  I  never  saw  before.  He  was  perfectly  quiet  during 
the  first  part  of  the  journey :  indeed  I  don't  remember 
having  so  much  as  seen  him  until  he  was  brought  out  by 
circumstances,  as  great  men  often  are.  The  conjunction 
of  events  which  made  him  famous,  happened,  briefly,  thus. 

The  canal  extends  to  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  and 
there,  of  course,  it  stops  ;  the  passengers  being  conveyed 
across  it  by  land  carriage,  and  taken  on  afterwards  by 
another  canal-boat,  the  counterpart  of  the  first,  which 
awaits  them  on  the  other  side.  There  are  two  canal  lines 
of  passage  boats;  one  is  called  The  Express,  and  one  (a 
cheaper  one)  the  Pioneer.  The  Pioneer  gets  first  to  the 
mountain,  and  waits  for  the  Express  people  to  come  up ; 
both  sets  of  passengers  being  conveyed  across  it  at  the 
same  time.  We  were  the  Express  company;  but  when 
we  had  crossed  the  mountain,  and  had  come  to  the  second 
boat,  the  proprietors  took  it  into  their  heads  to  draft  all 
the  Pioneers  into  it  likewise,  so  that  we  were  five-and- 
forty  at  least,  and  the  accession  of  passengers  was  not 
at  all  of  that  kind  which  improved  the  prospect  of  sleep- 
ing at  night.  Our  people  grumbled  at  this,  as  people 
do  in  such  cases ;  but  suffered  the  boat  to  be  towed  off 
with  the  whole  freight  aboard  nevertheless;  and  away 
we  went  down  the  canal.  At  home,  1  should  have  pro- 
tested lustily,  but  being  a  foreigner  here,  I  held  my 
peace.  Not  so  this  passenger.  He  cleft  a  path  among 
the  people  on  deck  (we  were  nearly  all  on  deck),  and 
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without   addressing  anybody  whomsoever,  soliloquized 

as  follow  s  : 

"This  may  suit  yow,  this  may,  but  it  don't  suit  me. 
This  may  be  all  very  well  with  Down  Rasters,  and  men  of 
Boston  raising,  bui  ii  won't  suit  my  figure  nohow  ;  and  no 
two  ways  about  that;  and  so  I  tell  you.  Now!  I'm  from 
the  brown  forests  of  the  Mississippi,  /am,  and  when  the 
sun  shines  on  me,  it  does  shine— a  little.  It  don't 
glimmer  where  /live,  the  sun  don't.  No.  Tm  a  brown 
forester,  1  am.  I  an't  a  Johnny  Cake.  There  are  no 
smooth  skins  where  I  live.  We're  rough  men  there. 
Rather.  If  Down  Masters  and  men  of  Boston  raising  like 
(his,  I'm  glad  of  it,  but  I'm  none  of  that  raising  nor  of 
that  breed.  No.  This  company  wants  a  little  lixing,  it 
does.  I'm  the  wrong  sort  of  man  for  'em,  1  am.  They 
won't  like  me,  they  won't.  This  is  piling  of  if  up,  a  little 
too  mountainous,  this  is."  At  the  end  of  every  one  of 
these  short  sentences  he  turned  upon  his  heel,  and  walked 
the  other  way;  checking  himself  abruptly  when  he  had 
finished  another  short  sentence,  and  turning  back  again. 

It  is  impossible  for  me  to  say  what  terrific  meaning 
was  hidden  in  the  words  of  this  brown  forester,  but  I 
know  that  the  other  passengers  looked  on  in  a  sort  of 
admiring  horror,  and  that  presently  the  boat  was  put  back 
to  the  wharf,  and  as  many  of  the  Pioneers  as  could  be 
coaxed  or  bullied  into  going  away,  were  got  rid  of. 

When  we  started  again,  some  of  the  boldest  spirits  on 
hoard,  made  bold  to  say  to  the  obvious  occasion  of  this 
improvement  in  our  prospects,  "Much  obliged  to  you, 
sir ;  "  whereunto  the  brown  forester  (waving  bis  band, 
and  still  walking  up  and  down  as  before)  replied,  "  No 
you  an't.  You're  none  of  my  raising.  You  may  act  for 
yourselves,  you  may.  I  have  pinted  out  the  way.  Down 
Easters  and  Johnny  Cakes  can  follow  if  they  please.  I  an't 
a  Johnny  Cake,  /an't.  I  am  from  the  brown  forests  of  the 
Mississippi,  /am" — and  so  on, as  before.  He  was  unan- 
imously voted  one  of  the  tables  for  his  bed  at  night — there 
is  a  great  contest  for  the  tables — in  consideration  of  his 
public  services  :  and  he  had  the  warmest  corner  by  the  stove 
throughout  the  rest  of  the  journey.  But  I  never  could  find 
out  that  he  did  anything  except  sit  there  ;  nor  did  I  hear 
him  speak  again  until,  in  the  midst  of  the  bustle  and  tur- 
moil of  getting  the  luggage  ashore  in  the  dark  at  Pittsburg, 
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I  stumbled  over  him  as  he  sat  smoking  a  cigar  on  the 
cabin  steps,  and  heard  him  muttering  to  himself,  with  a 
short  laugh  of  defiance,  "  I  an'1  a  Johnny  Cake,  J  aji't. 
I'm  from  the  brown  forests  of  the  Mississippi,  /  am, 
damme  !"  I  am  inclined  to  argue  from  this,  that  he  had 
never  left  off  saying  so ;  but  I  could  not  make  an  af- 
fidavit of  that  part  of  the  story,  if  required  to  do  so  by 
my  Queen  and  Country. 

As  we  have  not  reached  Pittsburg  yet,  however,  in  the 
order  of  our  narrative,  I  may  goon  to  remark  that  break- 
fast was  perhaps  the  least  desirable  meal  of  the  day,  as 
in  addition  to  the  many  savory  odors  arising  from  the 
eatables  already  mentioned,  there  were  whiffs  of  gin, 
whiskey,  brandy,  and  rum,  from  the  little  bar  hard  by, 
and  a  decided  seasoning  of  stale  tobacco.  Many  of  the 
gentlemen  passengers  were  far  from  particular  in  respect 
of  their  linen,  which  was  in  some  cases  as  yellow  as  the 
little  rivulets  that  had  trickled  from  the  corners  of  their 
mouths  in  chewing,  and  dried  there.  Nor  was  the  at- 
mosphere quite  free  from  zephyr  whisperings  of  the 
thirty  beds  which  had  just  been  cleared  away,  and  of 
which  we  were  further  and  more  pressingly  reminded 
by  the  occasional  appearance  on  the  table-cloth  of  a  kind 
of  Came,  not  mentioned  in  the  Bill  of  Fare. 

And  yet  despite  these  oddities — and  even  they  had, 
for  me  at  least,  a  humor  of  their  own — there  was  much 
in  this  mode  of  travelling  which  I  heartily  enjoyed  at 
the  time,  and  looked  back  upon  with  great  pleasure.  Even 
the  running  up,  bare-necked,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, from  the  tainted  cabin  to  the  dirty  deck;  scooping 
up  the  icy  water,  plunging  one's  head  into  it,  and  draw- 
ing it  out,  all  fresh  and  glowing  with  the  cold;  was  a 
good  thing.  The  fast,  brisk  walk  upon  the  towing-path, 
between  that  time  and  breakfast,  when  every  vein  and 
artery  seemed  to  tingle  with  health  ;  the  exquisite  beauty 
of  the  opening  day,  when  light  came  gleaming  off  from 
everything;  the  lazy  motion  of  the  boat,  when  one  lay 
idly  on  the  deck,  looking  through,  rather  than  at,  the 
deep  blue  sky;  the  gliding  on,  at  night,  so  noiselessly, 
past  frowning  hills,  sullen  with  dark  trees,  and  sometimes 
angry  in  one  red  burning  spot  high  up,  where  unseen 
men  lay  crouching  round  a  fire  ;  the  shining  out  of  the 
bright  stars,  undisturbed  by  noise  of  wheels  or  steam, 


LQ6  AMERICAN  NOTES. 

or  any  other  sound  than  the  Liquid  rippling  of  the  water 
as  the  boal  wenl  on  :  all  these  were  pure  delights. 

Then,  there  were  new  settlements  and  detached  log- 
eabins  and  frame-houses,  full  of  interest  Eor  strangers 
from  an  old  country:  cabins  with  simple  ovens,  outside, 
made  of  clay ;  and  lodgings  Eor  the  pigs,  nearly  as  good 
as  many  of  the  human  quarters  ;  broken  windows,  patched 
with  worn-out  hats,  old  clothes,  old  boards,  fragments  of 
blankets  and  paper;  and  home-made  dressers  standing 
in  the  open  air  without  the  door,  whereon  was  ranged 
the  household  store,  not  hard  to  count,  of  earthen  jars 
and  pots.  The  eye  was  pained  to  see  the  stumps  of 
great;  trees  thickly  strewn  in  every  field  of  wheat,  and 
seldom  to  lose  the  eternal  swamp  and  dull  morass,  with 
hundreds  of  rotten  trunks  and  twisted  branches  steeped 
in  its  unwholesome  water.  It  was  quite  sad  and  oppress- 
ive, to  come  upon  great  tracts  where  settlers  had  been 
burning  down  the  trees,  and  where  their  wounded  bodies 
lay  about,  like  those  of  murdered  creatures,  while  here 
and  there  some  charred  and  blackened  giant  reared  aloft 
two  withered  arms,  and  seemed  to  call  down  curses  on 
his  foes.  Sometimes,  at  night,  the  way  wound  through 
some  lonely  gorge,  like  a  mountain  pass  in  Scotland, 
shining  and  coldly  glittering  in  the  light  of  the  moon, 
and  so  closed  in  by  high  steep  hills  all  round,  that  there 
seemed  to  be  no  egress  save  through  the  narrow  path  by 
which  we  had  come,  until  one  rugged  hillside  seemed  to 
open,  and,  shutting  out  the  moonlight  as  we  passed  into 
its  gloomy  throat,  wrapped  our  new  course  in  shade  and 
darkness. 

We  had  left  Harrisburgh  on  Friday.  On  Sunday  morn- 
ing we  arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  which  is  crossed 
by  railroad.  There  are  ten  inclined  planes ;  five  ascending 
and  five  descending;  the  carriages  are  dragged  up  the  for- 
mer, and  let  slowly  down  the  latter,  by  means  of  stationary 
engines ;  the  comparatively  level  spaces  between,  being 
traversed,  sometimes  by  horse,  and  sometimes  by  engine 
power,  as  the  case  demands.  Occasionally  the  rails  are 
laid  upon  the  extreme  verge  of  a  giddy  precipice ;  and 
looking  from  the  carriage  window,  the  traveller  gazes 
sheer  down,  without  a  stone  or  scrap  of  fence  between, 
into  the  mountain  depths  below.  The  journey  is  very 
carefully  made,  however;  only  two  carriages  travelling 
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together;  and  while  proper  precautions  are  taken,  is  not 
to  be  dreaded  for  its  dangers. 

It  was  very  pretty  travelling  thus,  at  a  rapid  pace  along 
the  heights  of  the  mountain  in  a  keen  wind,  to  look  down 
into  a  valley  full  of  light  and  softness  ;  catching  glimpses, 
through  the  tree-tops,  of  scattered  cabins;  children  run- 
ning to  the  doors  ;  dogs  bursting  out  to  bark,  whom  we 
could  see  without  hearing  ;  terrified  pigs  scampering 
homewards;  families  sitting  out  in  their  rude  gardens; 
cows  gazing  upward  with  a  stupid  indifference;  men  in 
their  shirt-sleeves  looking  on  at  their  unfinished  houses, 
planning  out  to-morrow's  work;  and  we  riding  onward, 
high  above  them,  like  a  whirlwind.  It  was  amusing,  too, 
when  we  had  dined,  and  rattled  down  a  steep  pass,  hav- 
ing no  other  moving  power  than  the  weight  of  the  car- 
riages themselves,  to  see  the  engine  released,  long  after 
us,  come  buzzing  down  alone,  like  a  great  insect,  its  back, 
of  green  and  gold  so  shining  in  the  sun,  that  if  it  had 
spread  a  pair  of  wings  and  soared  away,  no  one  would  have 
had  occasion,  as  I  fancied,  for  the  least  surprise.  But  it 
stopped  short  of  us  in  a  very  business-like  manner  when 
we  reached  the  canal ;  and,  before  we  left  the  wharf, 
went  panting  up  this  hill  again,  with  the  passengers  who 
had  waited  our  arrival  for  the  means  of  traversing  the 
road  by  which  we  had  come. 

On  the  Monday  evening,  furnace  fires  and  clanking 
hammers  on  the  banks  of  the  canal,  warned  us  that  we 
approached  the  termination  of  this  part  of  our  journey. 
After  going  through  another  dreamy  place — a  long  aque- 
duct across  the  Alleghany  River,  which  was  stranger 
than  the  bridge  at  Ilarrisburgh,  being  a  vast  low  wooden 
chamber  full  of  water — we  emerged  upon  that  ugly  con- 
fusion of  back*  of  buildings  and  crazy  galleries  and  stairs, 
which  always  abuts  on  water,  whether  it  be  river,  sea. 
canal,  or  ditch  :  and  were  at  Pittsburg. 

Pittsburg  is  like  Birmingham  in  England ;  at  least 
its  towns-people  say  so.  Setting  aside  the  streets,  the 
shops,  the  houses,  wagons,  factories,  public  buildings, 
and  population,  perhaps  it  may  be.  It  certainly  has  a 
great  quantity  of  smoke  hanging  about  it,  and  it:  famous 
for  its  ironworks.  Besides  the  prison  to  which  I  have 
already  referred,  this  town  contains  a  pretty  arsenal  and 
other  institutions.     It  is  very  beautifully  situated  on  the 
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Alleghany  River,  over  which  there  are  two  bridges;  and 
the  villas  of  the  wealthier  citizens  sprinkled  about  the 
high  grounds  in  the  neighborhood,  are  pretty  enough. 
We  lodged  at  a  most  excellent  hotel,  and  w«  re  admirably 
served.  As  usual,  it  was  full  of  boarders,  was  very  large, 
and  had  a  broad  colonnade  to  every  story  of  the  house. 

We  tttrried  here,  three  days.  Our  next  point  was 
Cincinnati:  and  as  this  was  a  steamboat  journey,  and 
Western  steamboats  usually  blow  up  one  or  two  a  week 
in  the  season,  it  was  advisable  to  collect  opinions  in  refer- 
ence to  the  comparative  safety  of  the  vessels  bound  that 
way,  then  lying  in  the  river.  One  called  The  Messenger 
was  the  best  recommended.  She  had  been  advertised  to 
start  positively,  every  day  for  a  fortnight  or  so,  and  had 
not  gone  yet,  nor  did  her  captain  seem  to  have  any  very 
fixed  intention  on  the  subject.  But  this  is  a  custom:  for 
if  the  law  were  to  bind  down  a  free  and  independent 
citizen  to  keep  Ids  word  with  the  public,  what  would 
become  of  the  liberty  of  the  subject?  Besides,  it  is  in  the 
way  of  trade.  And  if  passengers  be  decoyed  in  the  way 
of  trade,  and  people  be  inconvenienced  in  the  way  of 
trade,  what  man,  who  is  a  sharp  tradesman  himself,  shall 
say  "  We  must  put  a  stop  to  this  "  ? 

Impressed  by  the  deep  solemnity  of  the  public  announce- 
ment, I  (being  then  ignorant  of  these  usages)  was  for 
hurrying  on  board  in  a  breathless  state,  immediately  ; 
but  receiving  private  and  confidential  information  that 
the  boat  would  certainly  not  start  until  Friday,  April  the 
First,  we  made  ourselves  very  comfortable  in  the  mean- 
while, and  went  on  board  at  noon  that  day. 


CHAPTER  THE  ELEVENTH. 

FROM     PITTSBURG     TO     CINCINNATI     IX    A     WESTERN     STEAM- 
BOAT  CINCINNATI. 

The  Messenger  was  one  among  a  crowd  of  high-pressure 
steamboats,  clustered  together  by  the  wharf-side,  which, 
looked  down  upon  from  the  rising  ground  that  forms  the 
landing-place,  and  backed  by  the  lofty  bank  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  river,  appeared  no  larger  than  so 
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many  floating  models.  She  had  some  forty  passengers 
on  board,  exclusive  of  the  poorer  persons  on  the  lower 
deck;  and  in  half  an  hour,  or  less,  proceeded  on  her  way. 

We  had,  for  ourselves,  a  tiny  state-room  with  two 
berths  in  it,  opening  out  of  the  ladies'  cabin.  There  was 
undoubtedly  something  satisfactory  in  this  "  location," 
inasmuch  as  it  was  in  the  stern,  and  we  had  been  a  great 
many  times  very  gravely  recommended  to  keep  as  far  aft 
as  possible,  "because  the  steamboats  generally  blew  up 
forward/'  Nor  was  this  an  unnecessary  caution,  as  the 
occurrence  and  circumstances  of  more  than  one  such 
fatality  during  our  stay  sufficiently  testified.  Apart  from 
this  source  of  self-congratulation,  it  was  an  unspeakable 
relief  to  have  any  place,  no  matter  how  confined,  where 
one  could  be  alone  ;  and  as  the  row  of  little  chambers  of 
which  this  was  one,  had  each  a  second  glass  door  besides 
that  in  the  ladies'  cabin,  which  opened  on  a  narrow 
gallery  outside  the  vessel,  where  the  other  passengers 
seldom  came,  and  where  one  could  sit  in  peace  and  gaze 
upon  the  shifting  prospect,  we  took  possession  of  our  new 
quarters  with  much  pleasure. 

If  the  native  packets  I  have  already  described  be  unlike 
anything  we  are  in  the  habit  of  seeing  on  water,  these 
Western  vessels  are  still  more  foreign  to  all  the  ideas  we 
are  accustomed  to  entertain  of  boats.  I  hardly  know 
what  to  liken  them  to,  or  how  to  describe  them. 

In  the  first  place,  they  have  no  mast,  cordage,  tackle, 
rigging,  or  other  such  boat-like  gear;  nor  have  they  any- 
thing in  their  shape  at  all  calculated  to  remind  one  of  a 
boat's  head,  stern,  sides,  or  keel.  Except  that  they  are 
in  the  water,  and  display  a  couple  of  paddle-boxes,  they 
might  be  intended,  for  anything  that  appears  to  the 
contrary,  to  perform  some  unknown  service,  high  and 
dry,  upon  a  mountain  top.  There  is  no  visible  deck, 
even:  nothing  but  a  long,  black,  ugly  roof,  covered  with 
burnt-out  feathery  sparks  ;  above  which  tower  two  iron 
chimneys,  and  a  hoarse  escape-valve,  and  a  glass  steerage- 
house.  Then,  in  order  as  the  eye  descends  towards  the 
water,  are  the  sides,  and  doors,  and  windows  of  the  state- 
rooms, jumbled  as  oddly  together  as  though  they  formed 
a  small  street,  built  by  the  varying  tastes  of  a  dozen  men: 
the  whole  is  supported  on  beams  and  pillars  resting  on  a 
dirty  barge,  but  a  few  inches  above  the  water's  edge : 
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and  in  the  narrow  space  between  this  upper  structure 
and  this  barge's  deck,  are  the  furnace  fires  and  machinery, 

open  al  the  sides  to  every  wind  that  blows,  and  every 
storm  of  rain  il  drives  along  its  path. 

Passing  one  of  these  boats  at  night,  and  seem--  the  great 
body  of  lire,  exposed  as  I  have  just  described,  that  rages 
and  roars  beneath  the  frail  pile  of  painted  wood:  the 
machinery,  not  warded  off  or  guarded  in  any  way,  but 
doing  its  wmU  in  the  midst  of  the;  crowd  of  idlers  and 
emigrants  and  children,  who  throng  the  lower  deck;  under 
the  management,  too,  of  reckless  men  whose  acquaint- 
ance with  its  mysteries  may  have  been  of  six  months' 
standing:  one  feels  directly  that  the  wonder  is,  not  that 
there  should  be  so  many  fatal  accidents,  but  that  any 
journey  should  be  safely  made. 

Within,  there  is  one  long  narrow  cabin,  the  whole  length 
of  the  boat;  from  which  the  state-rooms  open,  on  both 
sides.  A  small  portion  of  it  at  the  stern  is  partitioned 
off  for  the  ladies  ;  and  the  bar  is  at  the  opposite  extreme. 
There  is  a  long  table  down  the  centre,  and  at  either  end 
a  stove.  The  washing  apparatus  is  forward,  on  the  deck. 
It  is  a  little  better  than  on  board  the  canal-boat,  but  not 
much.  In  all  modes  of  travelling,  the  American  customs, 
with  reference  to  the  means  of  personal  cleanliness  and 
wholesome  ablution,  are  extremely  negligent  and  filthy ; 
and  I  strongly  incline  to  the  belief  that  a  considerable 
amount  of  illness  is  referable  to  this  cause. 

We  are  to  be  on  board  the  Messenger  three  days : 
arriving  at  Cincinnati  (barring  accidents)  on  Monday 
morning.  There  are  three  meals  a  day.  Breakfast  at 
seven,  dinner  at  half-past  twelve,  supper  about  six.  At 
each,  there  are  a  great  many  small  dishes  and  plates 
upon  the  table,  With  very  little  in  them  ;  so  that  although 
there  is  every  appearance  of  a  mighty  "  spread,"  there  is 
seldom  really  more  than  a  joint:  except  for  those  who 
fancy  slices  of  beetroot,  shreds  of  dried  beef,  complicated 
entanglements  of  yellow  pickle;  maize,  Indian  com, 
apple-sauce,  and  pumpkin. 

Some  people  fancy  all  these  little  dainties  together 
(and  sweet  preserves  beside),  by  way  of  relish  to  their 
roast  pig.  They  are  generally  those  dyspeptic  ladies  and 
gentlemen  who  eat  unheard-of  quantities  of  hot  corn- 
bread  (almost  as  good  for  the  digestion  as  a  kneaded  pin- 
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cushion),  for  breakfast,  and  for  supper.  Those  who  do 
not  observe  this  custom,  and  who  help  themselves  several 
times  instead,  usually  suck  their  knives  and  forks  medi- 
tatively, until  they  have  decided  what  to  take  next:  then 
pull  them  out  of  their  mouths;  put  them  in  the  dish; 
help  themselves;  and  fall  to  work  again.  At  dinner, 
there  is  nothing  to  drink  upon  the  table,  but  great  jugs 
full  of  cold  water.  Nobody  says  anything,  at  any  meal, 
to  anybody.  All  the  passengers  are  very  dismal,  and 
seem  to  have  tremendous  secrets  weighing  on  their 
minds.  There  is  no  conversation,  no  laughter,  no  cheer- 
fulness, no  sociality,  except  in  spitting ;  and  that  is  done 
in  silent  fellowship  round  the  stove,  when  the  meal  is 
over.  Every  man  sits  down,  dull  and  languid  ;  swallow's 
his  fare  as  if  breakfasts,  dinners,  and  suppers,  were 
necessities  of  nature  never  to  be  coupled  with  recreation 
or  enjoyment;  and  having  bolted  his  food  in  a  gloomy 
silence,  bolts  himself,  in  the  same  state.  But  for  these 
animal  observances,  you  might  suppose  the  whole  male 
portion  of  the  company  to  be  the  melancholy  ghosts  of 
departed  book-keepers,  who  had  fallen  dead  at  the  desk : 
such  is  their  weary  air  of  business  and  calculation. 
Undertakers  on  duty 'would  be  sprightly  beside  them; 
and  a  collation  of  funeral  baked-meats,  in  comparison 
with  these  meals,  would  be  a  sparkling  festivity. 

The  people  are  all  alike,  too.  There  is  no  diversity  of 
character.  They  travel  about  on  the  same  errands,  say 
and  do  the  same  things  in  exactly  the  same  manner,  and 
follow  in  the  same  dull  cheerless  round.  All  down  the 
long  table,  there  is  scarcely  a  man  who  is  in  anything 
different  from  his  neighbor.  Tt  is  quite  a  relief  to  have, 
sitting  opposite,  that  little  girl  of  fifteen  with  the  loqua- 
cious chin  :  who,  to  do  her  justice,  acts  up  to  it,  and  fully 
identifies  Nature's  handwriting,  for  of  all  the  small 
chatterboxes  that  ever  invaded  the  repose  of  a  drowsy 
ladies'  cabin,  she  is  the  first  and  foremost.  The  beauti- 
ful girl,  who  sits  a  little  beyond  her— further  down  the 
table  there— married  the  young  man  with  the  dark 
whiskers,  who  sits  beyond  her,  only  last  month.  They 
are  going  to  settle  in  the  very  Far  West,  where  he  has 
lived  four  years,  but  where  she  has  never  been.  They 
were  both  overturned  in  a  stage-coach  the  other  day  (a 
bad  omen  anywhere  else,  where  overturns  are  not  so  com- 
ii 
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mon),  and  his  head,  which  bears  the  marks  of  a  recent 
wound,  is  bound  up  still.  She  was  hurt  too,  at  the  same 
time,  and  lay  insensible  for  some  days  ;  bright  as  her  eyes 
are,  now. 

Further  down  still,  sits  a  man  who  is  going  some  miles 
beyond  their  place  of  destination,  to  "improve"  a  newly- 
discovered  copper  mine.  He  carries  the  village — that  is 
to  be  with  him:  a  few  frame  cottages,  and  an  apparatus 
for  smelting  the  copper.  lie  carries  its  people  too. 
They  are  partly  American  and  partly  Irish,  and  herd 
together  on  the  lower  deck;  where  they  amused  them- 
selves last  evening  till  the  night  was  pretty  far  advanced, 
by  alternately  firing  off  pistols  and  singing  hymns. 

.They,  and  the  very  few  who  have  been  left  at  table 
twenty  minutes,  rise,  and  go  away.  We  do  so  too;  and 
passing  through  our  little  state-room,  resume  our  seats 
in  the  quiet  gallery  without. 

A  fine  broad  river  always,  hut  in  some  parts  much 
wider  than  in  others:  and  then  there  is  usually  a  green 
island,  covered  with  trees,  dividing  it  into  two  streams. 
Occasionally,  we  stop  for  a  few  minutes,  maybe  to  take 
in  wood,  maybe  for  passengers,  at  some  small  town  or 
village  (I  ought  to  say  city,  every,  place  is  a  city  here); 
but  the  banks  are  for  the  most  part  deep  solitudes,  over- 
grown with  trees,  which,  hereabouts,  are  already  in  leaf 
and  very  green.  For  miles,  and  miles,  and  miles,  these 
solitudes  are  unbroken  by  any  sign  of  human  life  or  trace 
of  human  footstep;  nor  is  anything  seen  to  move  about 
them  but  the  blue  jay,  whose  color  is  so  bright,  and  yet 
so  delicate,  that  it  looks  like  a  flying  flower.  At  length- 
ened intervals  a  log  cabin,  with  its  little  space  of  cleared 
land  about  it,  nestles  under  a  rising  ground,  and  sends  its 
thread  of  blue  smoke  curling  up  into  the  sky.  It  stands 
in  the  corner  of  the  poor  field  of  wheat,  winch  is  full  of 
great  unsightly  stumps,  like  earthy  butchers'-blocks. 
Sometimes  the  ground  is  Only  just  now  cleared:  the 
felled  trees  lying  yet  upon  the  soil  :  and  the  log-house 
only  this  morning  begun.  As  we  pass  this  clearing,  the 
settler  leans  upon  his  axe  or  hammer,  and  looks  wistfully 
at  the  people  from  the  world.  The  children  creep  out  of 
the  temporary  hut,  which  is  like  a  gypsy  tent  upon  the 
ground,  and  clap  their  hands  and  shout.  The  dog  only 
glances  round  at  us  ;  and  then  looks  up  into  his  master's 
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face  again,  as  if  he  were  rendered  uneasy  by  any  suspen- 
sion of  the  common  business,  and  had  nothing  more  to 
do  with  pleasures.  And  still  there  is  the  same,  eternal 
foreground.  The  river  has  washed  away  its  banks,  and 
stately  trees  have  fallen  down  into  the  stream.  Some 
have  been  there  so  long*,  that  they  are  mere  dry  grizzly 
skeletons.  Some  have  just  toppled  over,  and  having 
earth  yet  about  their  roots,  are  bathing  their  green  heads 
in  the  river,  and  putting  forth  new  shoots  and  blanches. 
Some  are  almost  sliding  down,  as  you  look  at  them.  And 
some  were  drowned  so  long  ago,  that  their  bleached  arms 
start  out  from  the  middle  of  the  current,  and  seem  to  try 
to  grasp  the  boat,  and  drag  it  under  water. 

Through  such  a  scene  as  this,  the  unwieldy  machine 
takes  its  hoarse  sullen  way:  venting,  at  every  revolution 
of  the  paddles,  a  loud  high-pressure  blast;  enough,  one 
would  think,  to  waken  up  the  host  of  Indians  who  lie 
buried  in  a  great  mound  yonder:  so  old,  that  mighty 
oaks  and  other  forest  trees  have  struck  their  roots  into 
its  earth ;  and  so  high,  that  it  is  a  hill,  even  among  the 
hills  that  Nature  planted  round  it.  The  very  river,  as 
though  it  shared  one's  feelings  of  compassion  for  the  ex- 
tinct tribes  who  lived  so  pleasantly  here,  in  their  blessed 
ignorance  of  white  existence,  hundreds  of  years  ago, 
steals  out  of  its  way  to  ripple  near  this  mound :  and 
there  are  few  places  where  the  Ohio  sparkles  more 
brightly  than  in  Big  Grave  Creek. 

All  this  I  see,  as  I  sit  in  the  little  stern-gallery  men- 
tioned just  now.  Evening  slowly  steals  upon  the  land- 
scape, and  changes  it  before  me,  when  we  stop  to  set 
some  emigrants  ashore. 

Five  men,  as  many  women,  and  a  little  girl.  All  their 
worldly  goods  are  a  bag,  a  large  chest,  and  an  old  chair : 
one,  old,  highbacked,  rush-bottomed  chair  :  a  solitary 
settler  in  itself.  They  are  rowed  ashore  in  the  boat, 
while  the  vessel  stands  a  little  off  awaiting  its  return, 
the  water  being  shallow.  They  are  landed  at  the  foot  of 
a  high  bank,  on  the  summit  of  which  are  a  few  log 
cabins,  attainable  only  by  a  long  winding  path.  _  It  is 
growing  dusk ;  but  the  sun  is  very  red,  and  shines  in  the 
water  and  on  some  of  the  tree-tops,  like  fire. 

The  men  get  out  of  the  boat  first ;  help  out  the  women  ; 
take  out  the  bag,  the  chest,  the  chair ;   bid  the  rowers 
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"good-bye;"  and  Bhave  the  boat  off  for  them.     At   the 

first  plash  of  the  oars  in  the  water,  the  oldest  woman  of 
the  party  sits  down  in  the  old  chair,  close  to  the  water's 
edge,  without  speaking  a  word.  Nunc  of  the  ethers  sit 
down,  though  the  chest  is  large  enough  for  many  seats. 
They  all  stand  where  they  landed,  as  if  stricken  iido 
stone;  and  look  after  tin;  boat.  So  they  remain,  quite 
still  and  silent:  the  old  woman  and  her  old  Chair,  in  the 
centre;  the  bag  and  chest  upon  the  shore,  wit  hout  any- 
body heeding  them:  all  eyes  fixed  upon  the  boat.  It 
comes  alongside,  is  made  fast,  the  men  jump  on  board, 
the  engine  is  put  in  motion,  and  we  go  hoarsely  on  again. 
There  they  stand  yet,  without  the  motion  of  a  hand.  I 
can  see  them  through  my  glass,  when,  in  the  distance 
and  increasing  darkness,  they  are  mere  specks  to  the 
eye :  lingering  there  still :  the  old  woman  in  the  old  chair, 
and  all  the  rest  about  her :  not  stirring  in  the  least  degree. 
And  thus  I  slowly  lose  them. 

The  night  is  dark,  and  we  proceed  within  the  shadow 
of  the  wooded  hank,  which  makes  it  darker.  After  glid- 
ing past  the  sombre  maze  of  boughs  for  a  long  time,  we 
come  upon  an  open  space  where  the  tall  trees  are  burn- 
ing. The  shape  of  every  branch  and  twig  is  expressed 
in  a  deep  red  glow,  and  as  the  light  wind  stirs  and  ruffles 
it,  they  seem  to  vegetate  in  fire.  It  is  such  a  sight  as 
we  read  of  in  legends  of  enchanted  forests  :  saving  that 
it  is  sad  to  see  these  noble  wrorks  wasting  away  so  aw- 
fully, alone ;  and  to  think  how  many  years  must  come 
and  go  before  the  magic  that  created  them  will  rear  theii 
like  upon  this  ground  again.  But  the  time  will  come  : 
and  when,  in  their  changed  ashes,  the  growth  of  cent- 
uries unborn  has  struck  its  roots,  the  restless  men  of 
distant  ages  will  repair  to  these  again  unpeopled  soli- 
tudes; and  their  fellows,  in  cities  far  away,  that  slumber 
now,  perhaps,  beneath  the  rolling  sea,  will  read,  in 
language  strange  to  any  ears 'in  being  now,  but  very  old 
to  them,  of  primeval  forests  Where  the  axe  was  never 
heard,  and  where  the  jungled  ground  was  never  trodden 
by  a  human  foot. 

Midnight  and  sleep  blot  out  these  scenes  and  thoughts; 
and  when  the  morning  shines  again,  it  gilds  the  house- 
tops of  a  lively  city,  before  whose  broad  paved  Wharf 
the   boat   is   moored;    with  other   boats,  and  flags,  and 
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moving  wheels,  and  hum  of  men  around  it;  as  though 
there  were  not  a  solitary  or  silent  rood  of  ground  within 
the  compass  of  a  thousand  miles. 

Cincinnati  is  a  beautiful  city  ;  cheerful,  thriving,  and 
animated.  I  have  not  often  seen  a  place  that  commends 
itself  so  favorably  and  pleasantly  to  a  stranger  at  the 
first  glance  as  this  does  :  with  its  clean  houses  of  red  and 
white,  its  well-paved  roads,  and  footways  of  bright  tile. 
Nor  does  it  become  less  prepossessing  on  a  closer  ac- 
quaintance. The  streets  are  broad  and  airy,  the  shops 
extremely  good,  the  private  residences  remarkable  for 
their  elegance  and  neatness.  There  is  something  of  in- 
vention and  fancy  in  the  varying  styles  of  these  latter 
erections,  which,  after  the  dull  company  of  the  steam- 
boat, is  perfectly  delightful,  as  conveying  an  assurance 
that  there  are  such  qualities  still  in  existence.  The  dis- 
position tc  ornament  these  pretty  villas  and  render  them 
attractive,  leads  to  the  culture  of  trees  and  flowers,  and 
the  laying  out  of  well-kept  gardens,  the  sight  of  which, 
to  those  who  walk  along  the  streets,  is  inexpressibly 
refreshing  and  agreeable.  I  was  quite  charmed  with  the 
appearance  of  the  town,  and  its  adjoining  suburb  of 
Mount  Auburn  ;  from  which  the  city,  lying  in  an  amphi- 
theatre of  hills,  forms  a  picture  of  remarkable  beauty, 
and  is  seen  to  great  advantage. 

There  happened  to  be  a  great  Temperance  Convention 
held  here  on  the  day  after  our  arrival ;  and  as  the  order  of 
march  brought  the  procession  under  the  window  of  the 
hotel  in  which  we  lodged,  when  they  started  in  the  morn- 
ing, I  had  a  good  opportunity  of  seeing  it.  It  comprised 
several  thousand  men;  the  members  of  various  "Wash- 
ington Auxiliary  Temperance  Societies ;  "  and  was  mar- 
shalled by  officers  on  horseback,  who  cantered  briskly  up 
and  down  the  line,  with  scarves  and  ribbons  of  bright 
colors  fluttering  out  behind  them  gayly.  There  were 
bands  of  music  too,  and  banners  out  of  number ;  and  it 
was  fresh,  holiday-looking  concourse  altogether. 

I  was  particularly  pleased  to  see  the  Irishmen,,  who 
formed  a  distinct  society  among  themselves,  and  mustered 
very  strong  with  their  green  scarves ;  carrying  their 
national  Harp  and  their  Portrait  of  Father  Mathew, 
high  above  the  people's  heads.  They  looked  as  jolly  and 
good-humored  as  ever ;  and,  working  the  hardest  for  their 
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living  and  doingany  kind  of  si  urdy  labor  that  came  in  their 

way,  were  the  most  independenl  fellows  there,  I  thought. 

The  banners  were  very  well  painted,  and  flaunted  down 

tin' street  famously.  There  was  the  smiting  of  the  rock, 
and  the  gushing  forth  of  the  waters;  ami  there  was  a 
temperate  man  with  "  considerable  of  H    hatchet  "(as   the 

standard  bearer  would  probably  have  said),  aiming  a 
deadly  blow  at  a  serpent  which  was  apparently  about  to 
spring  upon  him  from  the  top  of  a  barrel  of  spirits.     But 

the  chief  feature  of  this  part  of  the  show  was  a  huge 
allegorical  device,  born  among  the  ship-carpenters, on  one 
side  whereof  the  steamboat  Alcohol  was  represented 
bursting  her  boiler  and  exploding  with  a  great  crash, 
while  upon  the  other,  the  good  ship  Temperance  sailed 
away  with  a  fair  wind,  to  the  heart's  content  of  the  cap- 
tain, crew  and  passengers. 

After  going  round  the  town,  the  procession  repaired  to 
a  certain  appointed  place,  where,  as  the  printed  programme 
set  forth,  it  would  he  received  by  the  children  of  the  dif- 
ferent schools,  "  singing  Temperance  Songs."  I  was  pre- 
vented from  getting  there, -in  time  to  hear  these  Little 
Warblers,  or  to  report  upon  this  novel  kind  of  vocal  en- 
tertainment :  novel,  at  least,  to  me:  but  I  found,  in  a 
large  open  space,  each  society  gathered  round  its  own 
banners,  and  listening  in  silent  attention  to  its  own  orator. 
The  speeches,  judging  from  the  little  1  could  hear  of  them, 
were  certainly  adapted  to  the  occasion,  as  having  that 
degree  of  relationship  to  cold  water  which  wet  blankets 
may  claim  :  but  the  main  thing  was  the  conduct  and  ap- 
pearance of  the  audience  throughout  the  day  ;  and  that 
was  admirable  and  full  of  promise. 

Cincinnati  is  honorably  famous  for  its  free-schools,  of 
which  it  has  so  many  that  no  person's  child  among  its 
population  can,  by  possibility,  want  the  means  of  education, 
which  are  extended,  upon  an  average,  to  four  thousand  pu- 
pils, annually.  I  was  only  present  in  one  of  these  establish- 
ments during  the  hours  of  instruction.  In  the  boys'  depart- 
ment, which  was  full  of  little  urchins  (varying  in  their 
ages,  I  should  say,  from  six  years  old  to  ten  or  twelve), 
the  master  offered  to  institute  an  extemporary  exami- 
nation of  the  pupils  in  algebra ;  a  proposal,  which,  as  I 
was  by  no  means  confident  of  my  ability  to  detect  mis- 
takes in  that  science,  I  declined  with  some  alarm.     In 
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the  girls'  school,  reading  was  proposed;  and  as  I  felt  tol- 
erably equal  to  that  art,  I  expressed  my  willingness  to 
hear  a  class.  Books  were  distributed  accordingly,  and 
some  half-dozen  girls  relieve* I  each  other  in  reading  par- 
agraphs from  English  History.  But  it  was  a  dry  com- 
pilation, infinitely  above  their  powers;  and  when  they 
had  blundered  through  three  or  four  dreary  passages  con- 
cerning the  Treaty  of  Amiens,  and  other  thrilling  topics 
of  the  same  nature  (obviously  without  comprehending  ten 
words),  I  expressed  myself  quite  satisfied.  It  is  very 
possible  that  they  only  mounted  to  this  exalted  stave  in 
the  Ladder  of  Learning  for  the  astonishment  of  a  visitor; 
and  that  at  other  times  they  keep  upon  its  lower  rounds; 
but  I  should  have  been  much  better  pleased  and  satisfied 
if  I  had  heard  them  exercised  in  simpler  lessons,  which 
they  understood. 

As  in  every  other  place  T  visited,  the  Judges  here  were 
gentlemen  of  high  character  and  attainments.  I  was  in 
one  of  the  courts  for  a  few  minutes,  and  found  it  like 
those  to  which  I  have  already  referred.  A  nuisance  cause 
was  trying;  there  were  not  many  spectators;  and  the 
witnesses,  counsel,  and  jury,  formed  a  sort  of  family 
circle,  sufficiently  jocose  and  snug. 

The  society  with  which  I  mingled  was  intelligent, 
courteous,  and  agreeable.  The  inhabitants  of  Cincinnati 
are  proud  of  their  city,  as  one  of  the  most  interesting  in 
America:  and  with  good  reason  :  for  beautiful  and  thriv- 
ing as  it  is  now,  and  containing,  as  it  does,  a  population 
of  fifty  thousand  souls,  but  two-and-fifty  years  have 
passed  away  since  the  ground  on  which  it  stands 
(bought  at  that  time  for  a  few  dollars)  was  a  wild  wood, 
and  its  citizens  were  but  a  handful  of  dwellers  in  scattered 
log  huts  upon  the  river's  shore. 


CHAPTER  THE  TWELFTH. 

FROM  CINCINNATI  TO  LOUISVILLE  IN  ANOTHER  WESTERN 
STEAMBOAT  ;  AND  FROM  LOUISVILLE  TO  ST.  LOUIS  IN 
ANOTHER — ST.    LOUIS.  ' 

Leaving  Cincinnati  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  forenoon, 
we  embarked  for  Louisville  in  the  Pike  steamboat,  which, 
carrying  the  mails,  was  a  packet  of  a  much  better  class 
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than  that- in  which  we  had  comefrom  Pittsburg.  As  this 
passage  does  not  occupy  more  than  twelve  or  thirteen 
hours,  we  arranged  to  go  ashore  that  night:  not  coveting 
the  distinction  of  sleeping  in  a  state-room,  when  it  was 
possible  to  sleep  anywhere  else. 

There  chanced  to  he  on  board  this  boat,  in  addition  to 
the  usual  dreary  crowd  of  passengers,  one  Pitchlynn,  a 
chief  of  the  Choctaw  tribe  of  Indians,  who  sent  in  his  card 
to  me,  and  with  whom  1  had  the  pleasure  of  a  long 
conversation. 

He  spoke  English  perfectly  well,  though  he  had  not 
begun  to  learn  the  language,  he  told  me,  until  he  was  a 
young  man  grown.  lie  had  read  many  hooks;  and 
Scott's  poetry  appeared  to  have  left  a  strong  impression 
on  his  mind  :  especially  the  opening  of  The  Lady  of  the 
Lake,  and  the  great  battle  scene  in  Marmion,  in  which,  no 
doubt  from  the  congeniality  of  their  subjects  to  his  own 
.pursuits  and  tastes,  he  had  great  interest  and  delight. 
lie  appeared  to  understand  correctly  all  lie  had  read  ;  and 
whatever  fiction  had  enlisted  his  sympathy  in  its  belief, 
had  done  so  keenly  and  earnestly,  I  might  almost  say 
fiercely.  He  was  dressed  in  our  ordinary  every-day 
costume,  which  bung  about  his  fine  figure  loosely,  and 
with  indifferent  grace.  On  my  telling  him  that  I  regretted 
not  to  see  him  in  his  own  attire,  he  threw  up  his  right 
arm,  for  a  moment,  as  though  he  were  brandishing  some 
heavy  weapon,  and  answered,  as  he  let  it  fall  again,  that 
his  race  were  losing  many  things  beside  their  dress,  and 
would  soon  be  seen  upon  the  earth  no  more:  but  be  wore 
it  at  home,  he  added  proudly. 

He  told  me  that  he  had  been  away  from  his  home,  west 
of  the  Mississippi,  seventeen  months  :  and  was  now  return- 
ing. He  had  been  chiefly  at  Washington  on  some  negotia- 
tions pending  between  his  Trihe  and  the  Government: 
which  were  not  settled  yet,  (he  said  in  a  melancholy  wray), 
and  he  feared  never  would  he  :  for  what  could  a  few  poor 
Indians  do,  against  such  well-skilled  men  of  business  as 
the  whites  ?  He  had  no  love  for  Washington  ;  tired  of 
towns  and  cities  very  soon :  and  longed  for  the  Forest 
and  the  Prairie. 

I  asked  him  wdiat  he  thought  of  Congress?  He 
answered,  with  a  smile,  that  it  wanted  dignity,  in  an 
Indian's  eyes. 
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He  would  very  much  like,  he  said,  to  see  England 
before  he  died  ;  and  spoke  with  much  interest  about  the 
great  things  to  be  seen  there.  When  I  told  him  of  that 
chamber  in  the  British  Museum  wherein  are  preserved 
household  memorials  of  a  race  that  ceased  to  be,  thou- 
sand of  years  ago,  he  was  very  attentive,  and  it  was  not 
hard  to  see  that  he  had  a  reference  in  his  mind  to  the 
gradual  fading  away  of  his  own  people. 

This  led  us  to  speak  of  Mr.  Catlin's  gallery,  which  he 
praised  highly  :  observing  that  his  own  portrait  was 
among  the  collection,  and  that  all  the  likenesses  were 
"  elegant."  Mr.  Cooper,  he  said,  had  painted  the  lied 
Man  well ;  and  so  would  1,  he  knew,  if  1  would  go  home 
with  him  and  hunt  buffaloes,  which  he  was  quite  anxious 
I  should  do.  When  I  told  him  that  supposing  I  went,  I 
should  not  be  very  likely  to  damage  the  buffaloes  much, 
he  took  it  as  a  great,  joke  and  laughed  heartily. 

He  was  a  remarkably  handsome  man  :  some  years  past 
forty  I  should  judge;  with  long  black  hair,  an  aquiline 
nose,  broad  cheekbones,  a  sunburnt  complexion,  and  a 
very  bright,  keen,  dark,  and  piercing  eye.  There  were 
but  twenty  thousand  of  the  Choctaws  left,  he  said,  and 
their  number  was  decreasing  every  day.  A  few  of  his 
brother  chiefs  had  been  obliged  to  become  civilized,  and 
to  make  themselves  acquainted  with  what  the  v/hites 
knew,  for  it  was  their  only  chance  of  existence.  But  they 
were  not  many  ;  and  the  rest  were  as  they  always  had 
been.  He  dwelt  on  this:  and  said  several  times  that 
unless  they  tried  to  assimilate  themselves  to  their 
conquerors,  they  must  be  swept  away  before  the  strides 
of  civilized  society. 

When  we  shook  hands  at  parting,  I  told  him  he  must 
come  to  England,  as  he  longed  to  see  the  land  so  much  : 
that  I  should  hope  to  see  him  there,  one  day  :  and  that  I 
could  promise  him  he  would  be  well  received  and  kindly 
treated.  He  was  evidently  pleased  by  this  assurance, 
though  he  rejoined  with  a  good-humored  smile  and  an 
arch  shake  of  his  head,  that  the  English  used  to  be  very 
fond  of  the  Bed  Men  when  they  wanted  their  help,  but 
had  not  cared  much  for  them,  since. 

He  took  his  leave;  as  stately  and  complete  a  gentleman 
of  Nature's  making,  as  ever  I  beheld;  and  moved  among 
the  people  in  the  boat,  another  kind  of  being.     He  sent  me 
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a  lithographed  portrait  of  himself  soon  afterwards;  very 
like,  though  scarcely  handsome  enough;  which  I  have 
carefully  preserved  in  memory  of  our  brief  acquaintance. 

There  was  nothing  very  interesting  in  the  scenery  of 
this  day's  journey,  which  brought  us  at  midnight,  to 
Louisville.  We  slept  at  the  Gait  House  ;  ;i  splendid  hotel ; 
and  were  as  handsomely  lodged  as  though  we  had  been. 
in  Paris,  rather  than  hundreds  of  miles  beyond  the  Alle- 
ghanies. 

The  city  presenting  no  objects  of  sufficient  interest  to 
detain  us  on  our  way,  we  resolved  to  proceed  next  day  by 
another  steamboat,  the  Fulton,  and  to  join  it,  about  noon, 
at  a  suburb  called  Portland,  where  it  would  be  delayed 
some  time  in  passing  through  a  canal. 

The  interval,  after  breakfast,  we  devoted  to  riding 
through  the  town,  which  is  regular  and  cheerful :  the 
streets  being  laid  out  at  right  angles,  and  planted  with 
young  trees.  The  buildings  are  smoky  and  blackened, 
from  the  use  of  bituminous  coal,  but  an  Englishman  is 
well  used  to  that  appearance,  and  indisposed  to  quarrel 
with  it.  There  did  not  appear  to  be  much  business  stir- 
ring; and  some  unfinished  buildings  and  improvements 
seemed  to  intimate  that  the  city  had  been  overbuilt  in  the 
ardor  of  "going  ahead,"  and  was  suffering  under  the  re- 
action consequent  upon  such  feverish  forcing  of  its  powers. 

On  our  way  to  Portland,  we  passed  a  "Magistrate's 
office,"  which  amused  me,  as  looking  far  more  like  a  dame 
school  than  any  police  establishment:  for  this  awful  In- 
stitution was  nothing  but  a  little  lazy,  good-for-nothing 
front  parlor,  open  to  the  street ;  wherein  two  or  three 
figures  (I  presume  the  magistrate  and  his  myrmidons) 
were  basking  in  the  sunshine,  the  very  effigies  of  languor 
and  repose.  It  was  a  perfect  picture  of  Justice  retired 
from  business  for  wTant  of  customers ;  her  sword  and 
scales  sold  off;  napping  comfortably  with  her  legs  upon 
the  table. 

Here,  as  elsewhere  in  these  parts,  the  road  was  perfectly 
alive  with  pigs  of  all  ages ;  lying  about  in  every  direction, 
fast  asleep;  or  grunting  along  in  quest  of  hidden  dainties. 
I  had  always  a  sneaking  kindness  for  these  odd  animals, 
and  found  a  constant  source  of  amusement,  when  all  others 
failed,  in  watching  their  proceedings.  As  we  were  riding 
along  this  morning,  I  observed  a  little  incident  between 
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two  youthful  pigs,  .which  was  so  very  human  as  to  be  in- 
expressibly comical  and  grotesque  at  the  time,  though  I 
dare  say,  in  telling  it  is  tame  enough. 

One  young  gentleman  (a  very  delicate  porker  with 
several  straws  sticking  about  his  nose,  betokening  recent 
investigations  in  a  dunghill)  was  walking  deliberately  on, 
profoundly  thinking,  when  suddenly  his  brother,  who  was 
lying  in  a  miry  hole  unseen  by  him,  rose  up  immediately 
before  his  startled  eyes,  ghostly  with  damp  mud.  Never 
was  pig's  whole  mass  of  blood  so  turned.  lie  started 
back  at  least  three  feet,  gazed  for  a  moment,  and  then 
shot  off  as  hard  as  lie  could  go :  his  excessively  little  tail 
vibrating  with  speed  and  terror  like  a  distracted  pend- 
ulum. But  before  he  had  gone  very  far,  he  began  to 
reason  with  himself  as  to  the  nature  of  this  frightful 
appearance;  and  as  he  reasoned,  he  relaxed  his  speed 
by  gradual  degrees ;  until  at  last  he  stopped,  and  faced 
about.  There  was  his  brother,  with  the  mud  upon  him 
glazing  in  the  sun,  yet  staring  out  of  the  very  same  hole, 
perfectly  amazed  at  his  proceedings!  He  was  no  sooner 
assured  of  this;  and  he  assured  himself  so  carefully  that 
one  may  almost  say  he  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand  to 
see  the  better  ;  than  he  came  back  at  a  round  trot,  pounced 
upon  him,  and  summarily  took  off  a  piece  of  his  tail ;  as  a 
caution  to  him  to  be  careful  what  he  was  about  for  the 
future,  and  never  to  play  tricks  with  his  family  any 
more. 

We  found  the  steamboat  in  the  canal,  waiting  for  the 
slow  process  of  getting  through  the  lock,  and  went  on 
board,  where  we  shortly  afterwards  had  a  new  kind  of 
visitor  in  the  person  of  a  certain  Kentucky  Giant  whose 
name  is  Porter,  and  who  is  of  the  moderate  height  of 
seven  feet  eight  inches,  in  his  stockings. 

There  never  was  a  race  of  people  who  so  completely 
gave  the  lie  to  history  as  these  giants,  or  whom  all  the 
chroniclers  have  so  cruelly  libelled.  Instead  of  roaring 
and  ravaging  about  the  world,  constantly  catering  for 
their  cannibal  larders,  and  perpetually  going  to  market 
in  an  unlawful  manner,  they  are  the  meekest  people  in 
any  man's  acquaintance:  rather  inclining  to  milk  and 
vegetable  diet,  and  bearing  anything  for  a  quiet  life.  So 
decidedly  are  amiability  and  mildness  their  characteristics, 
that  I  confess  I  look  upon  that  youth  who  distinguished 
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himself  by  the  slaughterof  these  inoffensive  persons,  as  a 
False-hearted  brigand,  who,  pretending  to  philanthropic 
motives,  was  secret  ly  influenced  only  by  the  wealth  stored 
up  within  their  castles,  and  the  hope  of  plunder.  And  1 
Y;ui  the  more  to  this  opinion  from  finding  that  even  the 
nistorian  of  those  exploits,  with  all  his  partiality  for  his 
hero,  is  fain  to  admit  that  the  slaughtered  monsters  in 
question  were  of  a  very  innocent  and  simple  turn;  ex- 
tremely guileless  and  ready  of  belief;  lending  a  credulous 
ear  to  the  most  improbable  tales;  suffering  themselves  to 
be  easily  entrapped  into  pits ;  and  even  (as  in  the  case  of 
the  Welsh  Giant),  with  an  excess  of  the  hospitable  polite- 
ness of  a  landlord,  ripping  themselves  open,  rather  than 
hint  at  the  possibility  of  their  guests  being  versed  in  the 
vagabond  arts  of  sleight-of-hand  and  hocus-pocus. 

The  Kentucky  Giant  was  but  another  illustration  of  the 
truth  of  this  position.  lie  had  a  weakness  in  the  region 
of  the  knees,  and  a  trustfulness  in  his  long  face,  which 
appealed  even  to  .  ;ve-feet-nino  for  encouragement  and 
support.  He  was  only  twenty-five  years  old,  he  said,  and 
had  grown  recently,  for  it  had  been  found  necessary  to 
make  an  addition  to  the  legs  of  his  inexpressibles.  At 
fifteen  he  was  a  short  boy,  and  in  those  days  his  English 
father  and  his  Irish  mother  had  rather  snubbed  him,  as 
being  too  small  of  stature  to  sustain  the  credit  of  the 
family.  He  added  that  his  health  had  not  been  good, 
though  it  was  better  now  ;  but  short  people  are  not  want- 
ing who  whisper  that  he  drinks  too  hard. 

I  understand  he  drives  a  hackney-coach,  though  how 
he  does  it,  unless  he  stands  on  the  footboard  behind,  and 
lies  along  the  roof  upon  his  chest,  with  his  chin  in  the 
box,  it  would  be  difficult  to  comprehend.  lie  brought  his 
gun  with  him,  as  a  curiosity.  Christened  "  The  Little 
Rifle,"  and  displayed  outside  a  shop-window,  it  would 
make  the  fortune  of  any  retail  business  in  Holborn. 
When  he  had  shown  himself  and  talked  a  little  whilo,  he 
withdrew  with  his  pocket-instrument,  and  went  bobbing 
down  the  cabin,  among  men  of  six  feet  high  and  upwards, 
like  a  lighthouse  walking  among  lamp-posts. 

Within  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  we  were  out  of  the 
canal,  and  in  the  Ohio  river  again. 

The  arrangements  of  the  boat  were  like  those  of  the 
Messenger,  and  the  passengers  were  of  the  same  order  of 
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people.  We  fed  at  the  same  times,  on  the  same  kind  of 
viands,  in  the  same  dull  manner,  and  with  the  same  ob- 
servances. The  company  appeared  to  be  oppressed  by  the 
same  tremendous  concealments,  and  had  as  little  capacity 
of  enjoyment  or  light-heartedness.  I  never  in  my  life  did 
see  such  listless,  heavy  dulnesa  as  brooded  over  these 
meals :  the  very  recollection  of  it  weighs  me  down,  and 
makes  me,  for'  the  moment,  wretched.  Heading  and 
writing  on  my  knee,  in  our  little  cabin,  I  really  dreaded 
the  coming  of  the  hour  that  summoned  us  to  table;  and 
was  as  glad  to  escape  from  it  again,  as  if  it  had  been  a 
penance  or  a  punishment.  Healthy  cheerfulness  and  good 
spirits  forming  a  part  of  the  banquet,  I  could  soak  my 
crusts  in  the  fountain  with  Le  Sage's  strolling  player, 
and  revel  in  their  glad  enjoyment :  but  sitting  down  with 
so  many  fellow-animals  to  ward  oft'  thirst  and  hunger  as 
a  business ;  to  empty,  each  creature,  his  Yahoo's  trough 
as  quickly  as  he  can,  and  then  slink  sullenly  away  ;  to 
have  these  social  sacraments  stripped  of  everything  but 
the  mere  greedy  satisfaction  of  the  natural  cravings ;  goes 
so  against  the  grain  with  me,  that  I  seriously  believe  the 
recollection  of  these  funeral  feasts  will  be  a  waking  night- 
mare to  me  all  my  lifo. 

There  was  some  relief  in  this  boat,  too,  which  there  had 
not  been  in  the  other,  for  the  captain  (a  blunt  good- 
natured  fellow)  had  his  handsome  wife  with  him,  who 
was  disposed  to  be  lively  and  agreeable,  as  were  a  few 
other  lady-passengers  who  had  their  seats  about  us  at  the 
same  end  of  the  table.  But  nothing  could  have  made 
head  against  the  depressing  influence  of  the  general  body. 
There  was  a  magnetism  of  dulness  in  them  which  would 
have  beaten  down  the  most  facetious  companion  that  the 
earth  ever  knew.  A  jest  would  have  been  a  crime,  and  a 
smile  would  have  faded  into  a  grinning  horror.  Such 
deadly  leaden  people;  such  systematic  plodding  weary  in- 
supportable heaviness  ;  such  a  mass  of  animated  indiges- 
tion in  respect  of  all  that  was  genial,  jovial,  frank,  social, 
or  hearty ;  never,  sure,  was  brought  together  elsewhere 
since  the  world  began. 

Nor  was  the  scenery,  as  we  approached  the  junction  of 
the  Ohio  and  Mississippi  rivers,  at  all  inspiriting  in  its 
influence.  The  trees  Aveie  stunted  in  their  growth ;  the 
banks  were  low  and  flat;  the   settlements  and  log  cabins 
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fewer  in  number:  their  inhabitants  more  wan  and 
wretched  than  any  we  had  encountered  yet.  No  songs 
of  birds  were  in  the  air,  no  pleasant  scents,  no  moving 
lights  and  shadows  from  swift  passing  elonds.  Hour 
after  hour,  the  changeless  glare  of  tin;  hot,  unwinking 
sky  shone  upon  the  same  monotonous  objects.  Hour 
after  hour,  the  river  rolled  along,  as  wearily  and  slowly 
as  the  time  itself. 

At  length,  upon  the  morning  of  the  third  day,  we  ar- 
rived at  a  spot  so  much  more  desolate  than  any  we  had 
yet  beheld,  that  the  forlornest  places  we  had  passed 
were,  in  comparison  with  it,  full  of  interest.  At  the 
junction  of  the  two  rivers,  on  ground  so  flat  and  low  and 
marshy,  that  at  certain  seasons  of  the  year  it  is  inun- 
dated to  the  house-tops,  lies  a  breeding-place  of  fever, 
ague,  and  death;  vaunted  in  England  as  a  mine  of  Golden 
Hope,  and  speculated  in,  on  the  faith  of  monstrous  rep- 
resentations, to  many  people's  ruin.  A  dismal  swamp, 
on  which  the  half-built  houses  rot  away:  cleared  here 
and  there  for  the  space  of  a  few  yards;  and  teeming, 
then,  with  rank  unwholesome  vegetation,  in  whose  bale- 
ful shade  the  wretched  wanderers  who  are  tempted  hither, 
droop,  and  die,  and  lay  their  bones  ;  the  hateful  Mississippi 
circling  and  eddying  before  it,  and  turning  off  upon  its 
southern  course  a  slimy  monster  hideous  to  behold ;  a 
hotbed  of  disease,  an  ugly  sepulchre,  a  grave  uncheered 
by  any  gleam  of  promise:  a  place  without  one  single 
quality,  in  earth  or  air  or  water,  to  commend  it :  such  is 
this  dismal  Cairo. 

But  what  words  shall  describe  the  Mississippi,  great 
father  of  rivers,  who  (praise  be  to  Heaven)  has  no  young 
children  like  him !  An  enormous  ditch,  sometimes  two 
or  three  miles  wide,  running  liquid  mud,  six  miles  an 
hour :  its  strong  and  frothy  current  choked  and  ob- 
structed everywhere  by  huge  logs  and  whole  forest  trees  : 
now  twining  themselves  together  in  great  rafts,  from  the 
interstices  of  which  a  sedgy  lazy  foam  works  up,  to  float 
upon  the  water's  top;  now  rolling  past  like  monstrous 
bodies,  their  tangled  roots  showing  like  matted  hair ; 
now  glancing  singly  by  like  giant  leeches ;  and  now  writh- 
ing round  and  round  in  the  vortex  of  some  small  whirl- 
pool, like  wounded  snakes.  The  banks  low,  the  trees 
dwarfish,  the  marshes  swarming  with  frogs,  the  wretched 
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cabins  few  and  far  apart,  their  inmates  hollow-cheeked 
and  pale,  the  weather  very  hot,  mosquitoes  penetrating 
into  every  crack  and  crevice  of  the  boat,  mud  and  slime  on 
everything:  nothing  pleasant  in  its  aspect,  lint  the  harm- 
less lightning  which  flickers  every  night  upon  the  dark 
horizon. 

For  two  days  we  toiled  up  this  fonl  stream,  striking 
constantly  against  the  floating  timber,  or  stopping  to 
avoid  those  more  dangerous  obstacles,  the  snags,  or  saw- 
yers, which  are  the  hidden  trunks  of  trees  that  have  their 
roots  below  the  tide.  When  the  nights  are  very  dark, 
the  look-out  stationed  in  the  head  of  the  boat,  knows  by 
the  ripple  of  the  water  if  any  great  impediment  be  near 
at  hand,  and  rings  a  bell  beside  him,  which  is  the  signal 
for  the  engine  to  be  stopped:  but  always  in  the  night  this 
bell  has  work  to  do,  and  after  every  ring,  there  comes  a 
blow  which  renders  it  no  easy  matter  to  remain  in  bed. 

The  decline  of  day  here  was  very  gorgeous  ;  tinging 
the  firmament  deeply  with  red  and  gold,  up  to  the  very 
keystone  of  the  arch  above  us.  As  the  sun  went  down 
behind  the  bank,  the  slightest  blades  of  grass  upon  it 
seemed  to  become  as  distinctly  visible  as  the  arteries  in 
the  skeleton  of  a  leaf;  and  when,  as  it  slowly  sank,  the 
red  and  golden  bars  upon  the  water  grew  dimmer,  and 
dimmer  yet,  as  if  they  were  sinking  too ;  and  all  the  glow- 
ing colors  of  departing  day  paled,  inch  by  inch,  before  the 
sombre  night;  the  scene  became  a  thousand  times  more 
lonesome  and  more  dreary  than  before,  and  all  its  in- 
fluences darkened  with  the  sky. 

We  drank  the  muddy  water  of  this  river  while  we 
were  upon  it.  It  is  considered  wholesome  by  the  natives, 
and  is  something  more  opaque  than  gruel.  I  have  seen 
water  like  it  at  the  Filter-shops,  but  nowhere  else. 

On  the  fourth  night  after  leaving  Louisville,  we  reached 
St.  Louis,  and  here  I  witnessed  the  conclusion  of  an  in- 
cident, trifling  enough  in  itself,  but  very  pleasant  to  see, 
which  had  interested  me  during  the  whole  journey. 

There  was  a  little  woman  on  board,  with  a  little  baby; 
and  both  little  woman  and  lil  tie  child  were  cheerful,  good- 
looking,  bright-eyed,  and  fair  to  see.  The  little  woman 
had  been  passing  a  long  time  with  her  sick  mother  in 
New  York,  and  had  left  her  home  in  St.  Louis,  in  that 
condition  in  which  ladies  who  truly  love  their  lords  de- 
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s'itv  to  be.  The  baby  was born  in  her  mother's  house;  and 
she  had  not  seen  her  husband  (to  whom  Bhe  was  now  re- 
jturning),  for  i  welve  months :  having  left  him  a  month  or 
two  after  their  marriage. 

Weil,  tn  be  sure,  t  hcif  never  was  a  little  woman  so  full 
of  hope,   and    tenderness,    and   love,   and   anxiety,  as  this 

little  woman  was;  and  all  day  long;  she  wondered  whether 

"lie  "  would  he  at  the  wharf ;  and  whether  "  He"  had  got 
her  letter;  and  whether,  if  she  sent  the  baby  ashore  by 
somebody  else,  "lie"  would  know  it,  meeting  it  in  the 
street  :  which,  seeing  that  be  had  never  set  eyes  upon  it 
in  his  life,  was  not  very  likely  in  the  abstract,  but  was 
probable  enough,  to  the  young  mother.  She  was  such  an 
artless  little  creature;  and  was  in  such  a  sunny,  beaming, 
hopeful  state;  and  let  out  all  .this  matter  clinging  close 
about  her  heart  so  freely ;  that  all  the  other  lady  passengers 
entered  into  the  spirit  of  it  as  much  as  she;  and  the  cap- 
tain (who  heard  all  about  it  from  his  wife)  was  wondrous 
sly,  I  promise  you  :  inquiring,  every  time  we  met  at  table, 
as  in  forgetfulness,  whether  she  expected  anybody  to  meet 
her  at  St.  Louis,  and  whether  she  would  want  to  go 
ashore  the  night  we  reached  it  (but  he  supposed  she 
wouldn't),  and  cutting  many  other  dry  jokes  of  that  nat- 
ure. There  wras  one  little  weazen,  dried-apple-faced  old 
woman,  who  took  occasion  to  doubt  the  constancy  of  hus- 
bands in  such  circumstances  of  bereavement ;  and  there 
was  another  lady  (with  a  lap  dog)  old  enough  to  moralize 
on  the  lightness  of  human  affections,  and  yet  not  so  old 
that  she  could  help  nursing  the  baby,  now  and  then,  or 
laughing  with  the  rest,  when  the  little  woman  called  it 
by  its  father's  name,  and  asked  it  all  manner  of  fantastic 
questions  concerning  him  in  the  joy  of  her  heart. 

It  was  something  of  a  blow  to  the  little  woman,  that 
when  we  were  within  twenty  miles  of  our  destination,  it 
became  clearly  necessary  to  put  this  baby  to  bed.  But 
she  got  over  it  with  the  same  good  humor;  tied  a  hand- 
kerchief round  her  head;  and  came  out  into  the  little 
gallery  with  the  rest.  Then,  such  an  oracle  as  she  became 
in  reference  to  the  localities !  and  such  facetiousness  as 
was  displayed  by  the  married  ladies!  and  such  sympathy 
as  was  shown  by  the  single  ones!  and  such  peals  of  laugh- 
ter as  the  little  woman  herself  (who  would  just  as  soon 
have  cried)  greeted  every  jest  with  ! 
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At  last,  there  were  the  lights  of  St.  Louis,  and  here 
was  the  wharf,  and  those  were  the  steps:  and  the  little 
woman  covering  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  laughing 
(or  seeming  to  laugh)  more  than  ever,  ran  into  her  own 
Cabin,  and  shut  herself  up.  1  have  no  doubt  that  ill  the 
charming  inconsistency  of  such  excitement,  she  stopped 
her  ears,  lest  she  should  hear  "  Him  "  asking  for  her :  but 
I  did  not  see  her  do  it. 

Then  a  great  crowd  of  people  rushed  on  hoard,  though 
the  boat  was  not  yet  made  fast,  hut  was  wandering  about, 
among  the  other  boats,  to  find  a  landing-place  :  and  every- 
body looked  for  the  husband  :  and  nobody  saw  him  :  when 
in  the  midst  of  us  all — Heaven  knows  how  she  every  got 
there — there  was  the  little  woman  clinging  with  both 
arms  tight  round  the  neck  of  a  fine,  good-looking,  sturdy 
young  fellow  !  and  in  a  moment  afterwards,  there  she 
was  again,  actually  clapping  her  little  hands  for  joy,  as 
she  dragged  him  through  the  small  door  of  her  small 
cabin,  to  look  at  the  baby  as  he  lay  asleep ! 

We  went  to  a  large  hotel,  called  the  Planter's  House  : 
built  like  an  English  hospital,  with  long  passages  and 
bare  walls,  and  skylights  above  the  room-doors  for  the 
free  circulation  of  air.  There  were  a  great  many  boarders 
in  it ;  and  as  many  lights  sparkled  and  glistened  from  the 
windows  down  into  the  street  below,  when  we  drove  up, 
as  if  it  had  been  illuminated  on  some  occasion  of  rejoicing. 
It  is  an  excellent  house,  and  the  proprietors  have  most 
bountiful  notions  of  providing  the  creature  comforts. 
Dining  alone  with  my  wife  in  our  own  room,  one  day,  I 
counted  fourteen  dishes  on  the  table  at  once. 

In  the  old  French  portion  of  the  town,  the  thoroughfares 
are  narrow  and  crooked,  and  some  of  the  houses  are  very 
(plaint  and  picturesque  :  being  built  of  wood,  with  tumble- 
down galleries  before  the  windows,  approachable  by  stairs 
or  rather  ladders  from  the  street.  There  are  queer  little 
barbers' shops  and  drinking-houses  too,  in  this  quarter: 
and  abundance  of  crazy  old  tenements  with  blinking 
casements,  such  as  may  be  seen  in  Flanders.  Some  of 
these  ancient  habitations,  with  high  garret  gable- windows 
perking  into  the  roofs,  have  a  kind  of  French  shrug 
about  them  ;  and  being  lop-sided  with  age,  appear  to  hold 
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their  heads  askew,  besides,  as  if  they  were  grimacing  in 

astonishment  at  the  American  Improvements. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  s;iy,  that  these  consist  of  wharfs 
and  warehouses,  and  new  buildings  in  all  directions  ;  and 
of  a  great  many  vast  plans  which  are  still  "  progressing.'' 

Already,  however,  some  very  good  bouses,  broad  streets, 
and  marhle-fronted  shops,  have  gone  so  far  ahead  as  to 
be  in  a  state  of  completion  ;  and  the  town  bids  fair  in  a 
few  years  to  improve  considerably  :  though  itis  not  likely 
ever  to  vie,  in  point  of  elegance  or  beauty,  with  Cincinnati. 

The  Roman  Catholic  religion,  introduced  here  by  the 
early  French  settlers,  prevails  extensively.  Among  the 
public  institutions  are  a  Jesuit  college;  a  convent  for 
"the  Ladies  of  the  Sacred  Heart;"  and  a  large  chapel 
attached  to  the  college  which  was  in  course  of  erection  at 
the  time  of  my  visit,  and  was  intended  to  be  consecrated 
on  the  second  of  December  in  the  present  year.  The 
architect  of  this  building  is  one  of  the  reverend  fathers 
of  the  school,  and  the  works  proceed  under  his  sole  direc- 
tion.    The  organ  will  be  sent  from  Belgium. 

In  addition  to  these  establishments,  there  is  a  Roman 
Catholic  cathedral,  dedicated  to  Saint  Francis  Xavier; 
and  a  hospital,  founded  by  the  munificence  of  a  de- 
ceased resident,  who  was  a  member  of  that  church. 
It  also  sends  missionaries  from  hence  among  the  Indian 
tribes. 

The  Unitarian  Church  is  represented,  in  this  remote 
place,  as  in  most  other  parts  of  America,  by  a  gentleman 
of  great  worth  and  excellence.  The  poor  have  good 
reason  to  remember  and  bless  it ;  for  it  befriends  them, 
and  aids  the  cause  of  rational  education,  without  any 
sectarian  or  selfish  views.  It  is  liberal  in  all  its  actions  ; 
of  kind  construction ;  and  of  wide  benevolence. 

There  are  three  free-schools  already  erected,  and  in  full 
operation,  in  this  city.  A  fourth  is  building,  and  will 
soon  be  opened. 

No  man  ever  admits  the  unhealthiness  of  the  place  he 
dwells  in  (unless  he  is  going  away  from  it),  and  I  shall 
therefore,  I  have  no  doubt,  be  at  issue  with  the  inhabitants 
of  St.  Louis,  in  questioning  the  perfect  salubrity  of  its 
climate,  and  in  hinting  that  I  think  it  must  rather  dispose 
to  fever,  in  the  summer  and  autumnal  seasons.  Just 
adding,  that  it  is  very  hot,  lies  among  great  rivers,  and 
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has  vast  tracts  of  undrained  swampy  land  around  it,  I 
leave  the  reader  to  form  his  own  opinion. 

As  I  had  a  great  desire  to  see  a  Prairie  before  turning 
back  from  the  furthest  point  of  my  wanderings  ;  and  as 
some  gentlemen  of  the  town  had,  in  their  hospitable  con- 
sideration, an  equal  desire  to  gratify  me  ;  a  day  was  fixed, 
before  my  departure,  for  an  expedition  to  the  Looking- 
Glass  Prairie,  which  is  within  thirty  miles  of  the  town. 
Deeming  it  possible  that  my  readers  may  not  object  to 
know  what  kind  of  thing  such  a  gypsy  party  may  be  at 
that  distance  from  home,  and  among  what  sort  of  objects 
it  moves,  I  will  describe  the  jaunt  in  another  chapter. 


CHAPTER  THE   THIRTEENTH. 

A  JAUNT  TO  THE  LOOKING-GLASS  PRAIRIE  AND  BACK. 

I  may  premise  that  the  word  Prairie  is  variously  pro- 
nounced paraaer,  2Ktreareri  'An<^  paroarer.  1^je  hatter 
mode  of  pronunciation  is  perhaps  the  most  in  favor. 

We  were  fourteen  in  all,  and  all  young  men :  indeed  it 
is  a  singular  though  very  natural  feature  in  the  society  of 
these  distant  settlements,  that  it  is  mainly  composed  of 
adventurous  persons  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  has  very 
few  gray  heads  among  it.  There  were  no  ladies :  the  trip 
being  a  fatiguing  one :  and  we  were  to  start  at  five  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  punctually. 

I  was  called  at  four,  that  I  might  be  certain  of  keeping 
nobody  waiting ;  and  having  got  some  bread  and  milk  for 
bivakfast,  threw  up  the  window  and  looked  down  into  the 
street,  expecting  to  see  the  whole  party  busily  astir,  and 
great  preparations  going  on  below.  But  as  everything 
was  very  quiet,  and  the  street  presented  that  hopeless 
aspect  with  which  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  is  familiar 
elsewhere,  I  deemed  it  as  well  to  go  to  bed  again,  and 
went  accordingly. 

I  awoke  again  at  seven  o'clock,  and  by  that  time  the 
party  had  assembled,  and  were  gathered  round,  one  light 
carriage,  with  a  very  stout  axletree ;  one  something  on 
wheels  like  an  amateur  carrier's  cart;  one  double  phaeton 
of  great  antiquity  and  unearthly  construction ;  one  gig 
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w  it!i  .1  great  hole  in  its  back  and  a  broken  head;  and  one 
rider  on  horseback  who  was  to  goon  before.  I  got  into 
ilic  ftrat  coaoh  with  three  companions;  the  resl  bestowed 
themselves  in  the  other  vehicles;  two  large  baskets  were 
made  fast,  to  the  lightest;  two  large  stone  jars  in  wicker 
cases,  technically  known  as  deini  Johns,  Were  consigned 
to  the  -'least  rowdy"  of  the  party  for  safe-keeping;  and 
tiic  procession  moved  oft'to  the  ferry-boat,  in  which  it  was 
to  cross  the  river  bodily,  men,  horses,  carriages,  and  all, 
as  the  manner  in  these  parts  is. 

We  got  over  the  river  in  due  course;  and  mustered  again 
before  a  little  wooden  box  on  wheels,  hove  down  all  aslant 
in  a  morass,  with  "merchant  tailok"  painted  in  very 
large  letters  over  the  door.  Having  settled  the  order  of 
proceeding,  and  the  road  to  be  taken,  we  started  off  once 
more  and  began  to  make  our  way  through  an  ill-favored 
Black  Hollow,  called,  less  expressively,  the  American 
Bottom* 

The  previous  day  had  been — not  to  say  hot,  for  the  term 
is  weak  and  lukewarm  in  its  power  of  conveying  an  idea 
of  the  temperature.  The  town  had  been  on  fire ;  in  a  blaze. 
But  at  night  it  had  come  on  to  rain  in  torrents,  and  all 
nie-ht  long  it  had  rained  without  cessation.  We  had  a 
pair  of  very  strong  horses,  but  travelled  at  the  rate  of 
little  more  than  a  couple  of  miles  an  hour,  through  one 
unbroken  slough  of  black  mud  and  water.  It  had  no 
variety  but  in  depth.  Now  it  was  only  half  over  the 
wheels,  now  it  hid  the  axletree,  and  now  the  coach  sank 
down  in  it  almost  to  the  windows.  The  air  resounded  in 
all  directions  with  the  loud  chirping  of  the  frogs,  who,  with 
the  pigs  (a  coarse,  ugly  breed,  as  unwholesome-looking  as 
though  they  were  the  spontaneous  growth  of  the  country), 
had  the  whole  scene  to  themselves.  Here  and  there  we 
passed  a  log  hut;  but  the  wretched  cabins  were  wide  apart 
and  thinly  scattered,  for  though  the  soil  is  very  rich  in 
this  place,  few  people  can  exist  in  such  a  deadl}*-  atmos- 
phere. On  either  side  of  the  track,  if  it  deserve  the  name, 
was  the  thick  "bush";  and  everywhere  was  stagnant, 
slimy,  rotten,  filthy  water. 

As  it  is  the  custom  in  these  parts  to  give  a  horse  a  gallon 
or  so  of  cold  water  whenever  he  is  in  a  foam  with  beat, 
we  halted  for  that  purpose,  at  a  log  inn  in  the  wood,  far 
removed  from  any  other  residence.     It  consisted  of  one 
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room,  bare-roofed  and  bare-walled  of  course,  with  a  loft 
above.  1  lie  Uniiitetering  priest  was  a  swarthy  young  sav- 
age, in  a  shirt  of  cotton  print  like  bed-furniture,  and  a  pair 
of  ragged  trousers.  There  were  a  couple  of  young  boys, 
too,  nearly  naked,  lying  idly  by  the  well ;  and  they,  and 
he,  and  the  traveller  at  the  inn,  turned  out  to  look  at 
us. 

The  traveller  was  an  old  man  with  a  gray  gristly  beard 
two  inches  long,  a  shaggy  moustache,  of  the  same  hue,  and 
enormous  eyebrows  ;  which  almost  obscured  his  lazy, 
semi-drunken  glance,  as  he  stood  regarding  us  with  folded 
arms  :  poising  himself  alternately  upon  his  toes  and  heels'. 
On  being  addressed  by  one  of  the  party,  he  drew  nearer, 
and  said,  rubbing  his  chin  (which  scraped  under  his  horny 
hand  like  fresh  gravel  beneath  a  nailed  shoe),  that  he  was 
from  Delaware,  and  had  lately  bought  a  farm  "down 
there,"  pointing  into  one  of  the  marshes  where  the  stunted 
trees  were  thickest.  He  was  "going"  he  added,  to  St. 
Louis,  to  fetch  his  family,  whom  lie  had  left  behind;  but 
he  seemed  in  no  great  hurry  to  bring  on  these  encumbrances, 
for  when  we  moved  away,  he  loitered  back  into  the  cabin, 
and  was  plainly  bent  on  stopping  there  so  long  as  his 
money  lasted.  He  was  a  great  politician  of  course,  and 
explained  his  opinions  at  some  length  to  one  of  our  com- 
pany; but  I  only  remember  that  he  concluded  with  two 
sentiments,  one  of  which  was  Somebody  forever!  and  the 
other  Blast  everybody  else !  which  is  by  no  means  a  bad 
abstract  of  the  general  creed  in  these  matters. 

When  the  horses  were  swollen  out  to  about  twice  their 
natural  dimensions  (there  seems  to  be  an  idea  here,  that 
this  kind  of  inflation  improves  their  going),  we  went  for- 
ward again,  through  mud  and  mire,  and  damp,  and 
festering  heat,  and  brake  and  bush,  attended  always  by 
the  music  of  the  frogs  and  pigs,  until  nearly  noon,  when 
we  halted  at  a  place  called  Belleville. 

Belleville  was  a  small  collection  of  wooden  houses, 
huddled  together  in  the  very  heart  of  the  bush  and 
swamp.  Many  of  them  had  singularly  bright  doors  of 
red  and  yellow  ;  for  the  place  had  been  lately  visited  by 
a  travelling  painter,  "  who  got  along,"  as  I  was  told,  "  by 
eating  his  way."  The  criminal  court  was  sitting,  and 
was  at  that  moment  trying  some  criminals  for  horse- 
stealing :  with  whom  it  would  most  likely  go  hard  :  for 
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live  stock  of  all  kinds  being  necessarily  very  much  ex- 
posed  in  the  wpods,  is  lield  by  the  community  in  rather 
higher  value  than  human  life;  and  for  this  reason,  juries 
generally  make  a  poinl  of  Boding  all  men  indicted  for 
cattle-stealing,  guilty,  whether  or  no. 

The  horses  belonging  to  the  bar,  the  judge,  and  wit- 
i  3,  were  tied  to  temporary  racks  set  up  roughly  in, 
the  road  ;  by  which  is  to  be  understood,  a  forest  path, 
nearly  knee-deep  in  mud  and  slime. 

There  was  an  hotel  in  this  place,  which,  like  all  hotels 
in  America,  had  its  large  dining-room  for  the  public 
table.  It  was  an  odd,  shambling,  low-roofed  outhouse, 
half-cowshed  and  half  kitchen,  with  a  coarse  brown  can- 
vas table-cloth,  and  tin  sconces  stuek  against  the  walls, 
to  bold  candles  at  supper-time.  The  horseman  had  gone 
forward  to  have  coffee  and  some  eatables  prepared,  and 
they  were  by  this  time  nearly  ready,  lie  had  ordered 
"  wheat-bread  and  chicken  fixings,"  in  preference  to 
"  corn-bread  and  common  doings."  The  latter  kind  of 
refection  includes  only  pork  and  bacon.  The  former 
comprehends  broiled  ham,  sausages,  veal  cutlets,  steaks, 
and  such  other  viands  of  that  nature  as  may  be  supposed 
by  a  tolerably  wide  poetical  construction,  to  "  fix  "  a 
chicken  comfortably  in  the  digestive  organs  of  any  lady 
or  gentleman. 

On  one  of  the  door-posts  at  this  inn,  was  a  tin  plate, 
whereon  was  inscribed  in  characters  of  gold  "  Doctor 
Crocus  " ;  and  on  a  sheet  of  paper,  pasted  up  by  the  side 
of  this  plate,  was  a  written  announcement  that  Dr. 
Crocus  would  that  evening  deliver  a  lecture  on  Phrenol- 
ogy for  the  benefit  of  the  Belleville  public  ;  at  a  charge, 
for  admission,  of  so  much  ahead. 

Straying  upstairs,  during  the  preparation  of  the  chicken 
fixings,  I  happened  to  pass  the  Doctor's  chamber  ;  and  as 
the  door  stood  wide  open,  and  the  room  was  empty,  I 
made  bold  to  peep  in. 

It  was  a  bare,  unfurnished  comfortless  room,  with 
an  unframed  portrait  hanging  up  at  the  head  of  the  bed  ; 
a  likeness,  I  take  it,  of  the  Doctor,  for  the  forehead  was 
fully  displayed,  and  great  stress  was  laid  by  the  artist 
upon  its  phrenological  developments.  The  bed  itself  was 
covered  with  an  old  patchwork  counterpane.  The  room 
was  destitute  of  carpet  or  of  curtain.     There  was  a  damp 
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fireplace  without  any  stove,  full  of  wood  ashes  ;  a  chair, 
and  a  very  small  table  ;  and  on  the  last-named  piece 
of  furniture  was  displayed,  in  grand  array,  the  Doctor's 
library,  consisting  of  some   half-dozen  greasy  old  books. 

Now,  it  certainly  Looked  about  the  last  apartment  on 
the  whole  earth  out  of  which  any  man  would  be  likely  to 
get  anything  to  do  him  good.  But  the  door,  as  I  have 
said,  stood  coaxingly  open,  and  plainly  said  in  conjunction 
with  the  chair,  the  portrait,  the  table,  and  the  books, 
"  Walk  in,  gentlemen,  walk  in  !  Don't  be  ill,  gentlemen, 
when  you  may  be  well  in  no  time.  Doctor  Crocus  is 
here,  gentlemen,  the  celebrated  Doctor  Crocus!  Doctor 
Crocus  has  come  all  this  way  to  cure  you,  gentlemen, 
if  you  haven't  heard  of  Doctor  Crocus,  it's  your  fault, 
gentlemen,  who  live  a  little  way  out  of  the  world  here  : 
not  Doctor  Crocus's.     Walk  in,  gentlemen,  walk  in  !  " 

In  the  passage  below,  when  I  went  downstairs  again, 
was  Doctor  Crocus  himself.  A  crowd  had  flocked  in 
from  the  Court  House,  and  a  voice  from  among  them 
called  out  to  the  landlord,  "  Colonel !  introduce  Doctor 
Crocus." 

"  Mr.  Dickens,"  says  the  colonel,  "  Doctor  Crocus." 

Upon  which  Doctor  Crocus,  who  is  a  tall,  fine-looking 
Scotchman,  but  rather  fierce  and  warlike  in  appearance 
for  a  professor  of  the  peaceful  art  of  healing,  bursts  out 
of  the  concourse  with  his  right  arm  extended,  and  his 
chest  thrown  out  as  far  as  it  will  possibly  come,  and  says  : 

"Your  countryman,  sir  !  " 

Whereupon  Doctor  Crocus  and  I  shake  hands  ;  and 
Doctor  Crocus  looks  as  if  I  didn't  by  any  means  realize 
his  expectations,  which,  in  a  linen  blouse,  and  a  great 
straw  hat  with  a  green  ribbon,  and  no  gloves,  and  my 
face  and  nose  profusely  ornamented  with  the  stings  of 
mosquitoes  and  the  bites  of  bugs,  it  is  very  likely  I  did 
not, 

"Long  in  these  parts,  sir?"  says  I. 

"Three  or  four  months,  sir,"  says  the  Doctor. 

"Do  you  think  of  soon  returning  to  the  old  country 
sir?"  says  I. 

Doctor  Crocus  makes  no  verbal  answer,  but  gives  me 
an  imploring  look,  which  says  so  plainly  "  Will  you  ask 
me  that  again,  a  little  louder,  if  you  please?"  that  I  repeat 
the  question. 
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"Think  of  soon  returning' to  the  old  country,  sir!"  re- 
peats the  I  )octor. 

« To  tin'  old  country,  sir/1  I  rejoin. 

Doctor  Crocus  looks  round  upon  the  crowd  to  observe 
the  effect  lie  produces,  rubs  bis  hands,  and  says,  in  a  very 
loud  voice : 

"  Not  yet  awhile,  sir,  not  yet.  You  won't  catch  me  at 
thai  just  yet,  sir.  1  am  a  little  too  fond  of  freedom  for 
that,  sir.  Ha,  ha!  It's  not  soeasy  for  a  man  to  tear  him- 
self from  a  free  country  such  as  this  is,  sir.  Ha,  ha!  Xo, 
no!  Ha,  ha!  None  of  that,  till  one's  obliged  to  doit, 
sir.     No,  no  !  " 

As  Doctor  Crocus  says  these  latter  words,  he  shakes 
his  head,  knowingly,  and  laughs  again.  Many  of  the  by- 
standers shake  their  heads  in  concert  with  the  Doctor, 
and  laugh  too,  and  look  at  each  Other  as  much  as  to  say, 
"A  pretty  bright  and  first-rate  sort  of  chap  is  Crocus!  " 
and  unless  I  am  very  much  mistaken,  a  good  many  people 
went  to  the  lecture  that  night,  who  never  thought  about 
phrenology,  or  about  Doctor  Crocus  either,  in  all  their 
lives  before. 

From  Belleville,  we  went  on,  through  the  same  desolate 
kind  of  waste,  and  constantly  attended,  without  the  in- 
terval of  a  moment,  by  the  same  music;  until,  at  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  we  halted  once  more  at  a  village 
called  Lebanon  to  inflate  the  horses  again,  and  give  them 
some  corn  besides :  of  which  they  stood  much  in  need. 
Pending  this  ceremony,  I  walked  into  the  village,  where  I 
met  a  full-sized  dwelling-house  coming  down-hill  at  a 
round  trot,  drawn  by  a  score  or  more  of  oxen. 

The  public-house  was  so  very  clean  and  good  a  one, 
that  the  managers  of  the  jaunt  resolved  to  return  to  it 
and  put  up  there  for  the  night,  if  possible.  This  course 
decided  on,  and  the  horses  being  well  refreshed,  we  again 
pushed  forward,  and  came  upon  the  Prairie  at  sunset. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  say  why,  or  how — though  it  was 
possible  from  having  heard  and  read  so  much  about  it — 
but  the  effect  on  me  was  disappointment.  Looking  to- 
wards the  setting  sun,  there  lay,  stretched  out  before  my 
view,  a  vast  expanse  of  level  ground ;  unbroken,  save  by 
one  thin  line  of  trees,  which  scarcely  amounted  to  a 
scratch  upon  the  great  blank ;  until  it  met  the  glowing 
sky,  wherein  it  seemed  to  dip:  mingling  with  its  rich 
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colors  and  mellowing  in  its  distant  blue.  There  it  lay,  a 
tranquil  sea  or  lake  without  water,  if  such  a  simile  be 
admissible,  with  the  day  going  down  upon  it:  a  few  birds 
wheeling  here  and  there :  and  solitude  and  silence  reigning 
paramount  around.  But  the  grass  was  not  yet  high  ;  there 
wt-re  bare  black  patehes  on  the  ground  ;  and  the  few  wild 
flowers  that  the  eye  could  see,  were  poor  and  scanty. 
Great  as  the  picture  was,  its  very  flatness  and  extent, 
which  left  nothing  to  the  imagination,  tamed  it  down  and 
cramped  its  interest.  I  felt  little  of  that  sense  of  freedom 
and  exhilaration  which  a  Scottish  heath  inspires,  or  even 
our  English  downs  awaken.  It  was  lonely  and  wild,  but 
oppressive  in  its  barren  monotony.  I  felt  that  in  travers- 
ing the  Prairies,  I  could  never  abandon  myself  to  the 
scene,  forgetful  of  all  else;  as  I  should  do  instinctively, 
were  the  heather  underneath  my  feet,  or  an  iron-bound 
coast  beyond ;  but  should  often  glance  towards  the  dis- 
tant and  frequently-receding  line  of  the  horizon,  and  wish 
it  gained  and  passed.  It  is  not  a  scene  to  be  forgotten, 
but  it  is  scarcely  one,  I  think  (at  all  events,  as  I  saw  it), 
to  remember  with  much  pleasure,  or  to  covet  the  look- 
ing-on  again,  in  after  life. 

We  encamped  near  a  solitary  log-house,  for  the  sake  of 
its  water,  and  dined  upon  the  plain.  The  baskets  con- 
tained roast  fowls,  buffalo's  tongue  (an  exquisite  dainty,  by 
the  way),  ham,  bread,  cheese,  and  butter ;  biscuits,  cham- 
pagne, sherry  ;  lemons  and  sugar  for  punch  ;  and  abun- 
dance of  rough  ice.  The  meal  was  delicious,  and  the  en- 
tertainers were  the  soul  of  kindness  and  good  humor. 
I  have  often  recalled  that  cheerful  party  to  my  pleasant 
recollection  since,  and  shall  not  easily  forget,  in  junket- 
ings nearer  home  with  friends  of  older  date,  my  boon 
companions  on  the  Prairie. 

Returning  to  Lebanon  that  night,  we  lay  at  the  little 
inn  at  which  we  had  halted  in  the  afternoon.  In  point  of 
cleanliness  and  comfort  it  would  have  suffered  by  no 
comparison  with  any  village  alehouse,  of  a  homely  kind, 
in  England. 

Rising  at  five  o'clock  next  morning,  I  took  a  walk 
about  the  village  :  none  of  the  houses  were  strolling  about 
to-day,  but  it  was  early  for  them  yet,  perhaps  :  and  then 
amused  myself  by  lounging  in  a  kind  of  farm-yard  behind 
the  tavern',  of  which  the  leading  features  were,  a  strange 
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iuinble  of  rough  Bheds  for  stables;  ;i  rude  colonnade, 
built  as  a  cool  place  of  summer  resort .  ;i  deep  well ,  a  great 
earthen  mound  tor  keeping  vegetables  in,  in  winter  time; 
and  a  pigeon-house,  whose  Little  apertures  looked,,  as  they 
do  in  all  pigeon-houses,  very  much  too  small  for  the  ad- 
mission of  ilic  plump  and  swelling-breasted  birds  who 
were  strutting  about  it,  though  they  tried  to  get  in  never 
so  hard.  That  interest  exhausted,  I  took  a  survey  of 
the  inn's  two  parlors,  which  were  decorated  with  colored 
prints  of  Washington,  and  President  .Madison,  and  of  a 
white-faced  young  lady  (much  speckled  by  the  flies),  who 
held  up  her  gold  neck-chain  for  the  admiration  of  the 
spectator,  and  informed  all  admiring  comers  that  she  was 
"Just  Seventeen  :"  although  I  should  have  thought  her 
older.  In  the  best  room  were  two  oil  portraits  of  the 
kitcat  size,  representing  the  landlord  and  his  infant  son; 
both  looking  as  bold  as  lions,  and  staring  out  of  the  canvas 
with  an  intensity  that  would  have  been  cheap  at  any  price. 
They  were  painted,  I  think,  by  the  artist  who  had  touched 
up  the  Belleville  doors  with  red  and  gold ;  for  I  seemed  to 
recognize  his  style  immediately. 

After  breakfast,  we  started  to  return  by  a  different 
way  from  that  which  we  had  taken  yesterday,  and  com- 
ing up  at  ten  o'clock  with  an  encampment  of  German 
emigrants  carrying  their  goods  in  carts,  who  had  made  a 
lousing  fire  which  they  were  just  quitting,  stopped  there 
to  refresh.  And  very  pleasant  the  fire  was ;  for,  hot 
though  it  had  been  yesterday,  it  was  quite  cold  to-day, 
and  the  wind  blew  keenly.  Looming  in  the  distance,  as 
we  rode  along,  was  another  of  the  ancient  Indian  burial- 
places,  called  The  Monks'  Mound ;  in  memory  of  a  body 
of  fanatics  of  the  order  of  La  Trappe,  who  founded  a 
desolate  convent  there,  many  years  ago,  when  there  were 
no  settlers  within  a  thousand  miles,  and  were  all  swept 
off  by  the  pernicious  climate :  in  which  lamentable  fatality, 
few  rational  people  will  suppose,  perhaps,  that  society 
experienced  any  very  severe  deprivation. 

The  track  of  to-day  had  the  same  features  as  the  track 
of  yesterday.  There  was  the  swamp,  the  bush,  the  per- 
petual chorus  of  frogs,  the  rank  unseemly  growth,  the 
unwholesome  steaming  earth.  Here  and  there,  and  fre- 
quently too,  we  encountered  a  solitary  broken-down 
wagon,  full  of  some  new  settler's  goods.     It  was  a  pitiful 
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sight  to  see  one  of  these  vehicles  deep  in  the  mire;  the 
axle-tree  broken  ;  a  wheel  lying  idly  by  its  side;  the  man 
gone  miles  away,  to  look  for  assistance;  the  woman  seated 
among  their  wandering  household  gods  with  a  baby  at 
her  breast,  a  picture  of  forlorn,  dejected  patience;  the 
team  of  oxen  crouching  down  mournfully  in  the  mud, 
and  breathing  forth  such  clouds  of  vapor  from  their 
mouths  and  nostrils,  that  all  the  damp  mist  and  fog 
around  seemed  to  have  come  direct  from  them. 

In  due  time  we  mustered  once  again  before  the  mer- 
chant tailor's,  and  having  done  so,  crossed  over  to  the 
city  in  the  ferry-boat :  passing,  on  the  way,  a  spot  called 
Bloody  Island,  the  duelling-ground  of  St.  Louis,  and  so 
designated  in  honor  of  the  last  fatal  combat  fought  there, 
which  was  with  pistols,  breast  to  breast.  Both  combat- 
ants fell  dead  upon  the  ground  ;  and  possibly  some 
rational  people  may  think  of  them,  as  of  the  gloomy 
madman  on  the  Monks'  Mound,  that  they  were  no  great 
loss  to  the  community. 


CHAPTER  THE  FOURTEENTH. 

RETURN  TO    CINCINNATI A    STAGE-COACH    RIDE    FROM    THAT 

CITY  TO  COLUMBUS,  AND  THENCE  TO    SANDUSKY SO,  BY 

LAKE  ERIE,  TO  THE  FALLS  OF  NIAGARA. 

As  I  had  a  desire  to  travel  through  the  interior  of  the 
State  of  Ohio,  and  to  "strike  the  lakes,"  as  the  phrase  is, 
at  a  small  town  called  Sandusky,  to  which  that  route 
would  conduct  us  on  our  way  to  Niagara,  we  had  to  return 
from  St.  Louis  by  the  way  we  had  come,  and  to  retrace 
our  former  track  as  far  as  Cincinnati. 

The  day  on  which  we  were  to  take  leave  of  St.  Louis 
being  very  fine ;  and  the  steamboat  which  was  to  have 
started  I  don't  know  how  early  in  the  morning,  postpon- 
ing, for  the  third  or  fourth  time,  her  departure  until  the 
afternoon ;  we  rode  forward  to  an  old  French  village  on 
the  river,  called  properly  Carondelet,  and  nicknamed  Vide 
Poche,  and  arranged  that  the  packet  should  call  for  us  there. 
The  place  consisted  of  a  few  poor  cottages,  and  two  or 
three  public-houses;  the  state  of  whose  larders  certainly 
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Beqraed  to  just  ify  the  secofad  designation  of  the  village,  for 
there  \v;is  nothing  to  eal  in  any  of  them.  At  LeDgth, how- 
ever, by  going  back  some  half  a  mile  or  so,  we  found  a 
sol itary  house  where   ham   and    coffee  were   procurable; 

and  (here  we  tarried  to  await  the  advent,  of  the  boat, 
which  would  come  in  sight  from  the  green  before  the  door, 
a  long  way  off. 

It  was  a  neat,  unpretending  village  tavern,  and  we  took 
our  repast  in  a  quaint  little  room  with  a  bed  in  it,  deco- 
rated with  some  old  oil  paintings,  which  in  their  time  had 
probably  done  duty  in  a  Catholic  chapel  or  monastery. 
The  fare  was  very  good,  and  served  with  great  cleanliness. 
The  house  was  kept  by  a  characteristic  old  couple,  with 
whom  we  had  a  long  talk,  and  who  were  perhaps  a  very 
good  sample  of  that  kind  of  people  in  the  West. 

The  landlord  was  a  dry,  tough,  hard-faced  old  fellow 
(not  so  very  old  either,  for  he  was  but  just  turned  sixty,  I 
should  think),  who  had  been  out  with  the  militia  in  the 
last  war  with  England,  and  had  seen  all  kinds  of  service, 
— except  a  battle;  and  he  had  been  very  near  seeing  that, 
lie  added  ;  very  near.  He  had  all  his  life  been  restless 
and  locomotive,  with  an  irresistible  desire  for  change; 
and  was  still  the  son  of  his  old  self:  for  if  he  had  nothing 
to  keep  him  at  home,  he  said  (slightly  jerking  his  hat  and 
his  thumb  towards  the  window  of  the  room  in  which  the 
old  lady  sat,  as  we  stood  talking  in  front  of  the  house), 
lie  would  clean  up  his  musket,  and  be  off  to  Texas  to- 
morrow morning.  He  was  one  of  the  very  many  descend- 
ants of  Cain  proper  to  this  continent,  who  seem  destined 
from  their  birth  to  serve  as  pioneers  in  the  great  human 
army  :  who  gladly  go  on  from  year  to  year  extending  its 
outposts,  and  leaving  home  after  home  behind  them  ; 
and  die  at  last,  utterly  regardless  of  their  graves  being 
left  thousands  of  miles  behind,  by  the  wandering  genera- 
tion who  succeed. 

His  wife  was  a  domesticated  kind-hearted  old  soul,  who 
had  come  with  him  "  from  the  queen  city  of  the  world," 
which,  it  seemed,  was  Philadelphia ;  but  had  no  love  for 
this  Western  country,  and  indeed  had  little  reason  to 
bear  it  any ;  having  seen  her  children,  one  by  one,  die 
here  of  fever,  in  the  full  prime  and  beauty  of  their  youth. 
Her  heart  was  sore,  she  said,  to  think  of  them ;  and  to 
talk  on  this  theme,  even  to  strangers,  in  that  blighted 
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place,  so  far  from  her  old  home,  eased  it  somewhat,  and 
became  a  melancholy  pleasure. 

The  boat  appearing  towards  evening,  we  hade  adieu  to 
the  poor  old  lady  and  her  vagrant  spouse,  and  making 
for  the  nearest  landing-place,  were  soon  on  board  The 
Messenger  again,  in  our  old  cabin,  and  steaming  down  the 
Mississippi. 

If  the  coming  up  this  river,  slowly  making  head  against 
the  stream,  be  an  irksome  journey,  the  shooting  down  it 
with  the  turbid  current  is  almost  worse  ;  for  then  the 
boat,  proceeding  at  the  rate  of  twelve  or  fifteen  miles  an 
hour,  has  to  force  its  passage  through  a  labyrinth  of 
floating  logs,  which,  in  the  dark,  it  is  often  impossible  to 
see  beforehand  or  avoid.  All  that  night,  the  bell  was  never 
silent  for  five  minutes  at  a  time  ;  and  after  every  ring 
the  vessel  reeled  again,  sometimes  beneath  a  single  blow, 
sometimes  beneath  a  dozen  dealt  in  quick  succession,  the 
lightest  of  which  seemed  more  than  enough  to  beat 
in  her  frail  keel,  as  though  it  had  been  pie-crust.  Look- 
ing down  upon  the  filthy  river  after  dark,  it  seemed  to  be 
alive  with  monsters,  as  these  black  masses  rolled  upon 
the  surface,  or  came  starting  up  again,  head  first,  when 
the  boat,  in  ploughing  her  way  among  a  shoal  of  such 
obstructions,  drove  a  few  among  them  for  the  moment 
under  water.  Sometimes  the  engine  stopped  during  a 
long  interval,  and  then  before  her  and  behind,  and  gather- 
ing close  about  her  on  all  sides,  were  so  many  of  these  ill- 
favored  obstacles  that  she  was  fairly  hemmed  in;  the 
centre  of  a  floating  island  ;  and  was  constrained  to  pause 
until  they  parted  somewhere,  as  dark  clouds  will  do 
before  the  wind,  and  opened  by  degrees  a  channel  out. 

In  good  time  next  morning,  however,  we  came  again  in 
sight  of  the  detestable  morass  called  Cairo  ;  and  stopping 
there,  to  take  in  wood,  lay  alongside  a  barge,  whose 
starting  timbers  scarcely  held  together.  It  was  moored 
to  the  bank,  and  on  its  side  was  painted  "  Coffee  House ; " 
that  heing,  I  suppose,  the  floating  paradise  to  which  the 
people  fly  for  shelter  when  they  lose  their  houses  for  a 
month  or  two  beneath  the  hideous  waters  of  the  Mississippi. 
But  looking  southward  from  this  point,  we  had  the  satis- 
faction of  seeing  that  intolerable  river  dragging  its  slimy 
length  and  ugly  freight  abruptly  off  towards  New  Orleans  ; 
and  passing  a   yellow  line  which   stretched   across    the 
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current,  were  again  upon  the  clear  Ohio,  never,  T  trust, 
to  see  tli"  Mississippi  more,  saving  in  troubled  dreams  and 
nightmares.  Leaving  it  for  the  company  of  its  sparkling 
neighbor,  was  Like   the   transition  from    pain  in  case,  or 

the  awakening  from  a  horrible  vision  to  cheerful  reali- 
ties. 

We  arrived  at  Louisville  on  the  fourth  night,  and  gladly 
availed  ourselves  of  its  excellent  hotel.  Next  day  we 
went  on  in  the  Ben  Franklin,  a  beautiful  mail  steamboat, 

and  reached  Cincinnati  shortly  after  midnight.    Being  by 

this  time  nearly  tired  of  sleeping  upon  shelves,  we  had 
remained  awake  to  go  ashore  straightway  ;  and  groping  a 
passage  across  the  dark  decks  of  other  boats,  and  among 
labyrinths  of  engine-machinery  and  leaking  casks  of 
mi -lasses,  we  reached  the  streets,  knocked  up  the  porter 
at  the  hotel  where  we  had  stayed  before,  and  were,  to 
our  great  joy,  safely  housed  soon  afterwards. 

We  rested  hut  one  day  at  Cincinnati,  and  then  resumed 
our  journey  to  Sandusky.  As  it  comprised  two  varieties 
of  stage-coach  travelling,  which,  with  those  1  have  already 
glanced  at,  comprehend  the  main  characteristics  of  this 
mode  of  transit  in  America,  I  will  take  the  reader  as  our 
fellow-passenger,  and  pledge  myself  to  perform  the  dis- 
tance with  all  possible  despatch. 

Our  place  of  destination  in  the  first  instance  is  Colum- 
bus. It  is  distant  about  a  hundred  and  twenty  miles 
from  Cincinnati,  but  there  is  a  macadamized  road  (rare 
blessing!)  the  whole  way,  and  the  rate  of  travelling  upon 
it  is  six  miles  an  hour. 

We  start  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  in  a  great 
mail-coach,  whose  huge  cheeks  are  so  very  ruddy  and 
plethoric,  that  it  appears  to  be  troubled  with  a  tendency 
of  blood  to  the  head.  Dropsical  it  certainly  is,  for  it  will 
hold  a  dozen  passengers  inside.  But,  wonderful  to  add, 
it  is  very  clean  and  bright,  being  nearly  new  ;  and  rattles 
through  the  streets  of  Cincinnati  gayly. 

Our  way  lies  through  a  beautiful  country,  richly  cul- 
tivated, and  luxuriant  in  its  promise  of  an  abundant  har- 
vest. Sometimes  we  pass  a  field  where  the  strong  bris- 
tling stalks  of  Indian  corn  look  like  a  crop  of  walking- 
sticks,  and  sometimes  an  enclosure  where  the  green  wheat 
is  springing  up  among  a  labyrinth  of  stumps;  the  primi- 
tive worm-fence  is  universal,  and  an  ugly  thing  it  is  ;  but 
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the  farms  are  neatly  kept.  and.  save  for  these  differences, 
one  might  be  travelling  just  now  in  Kent. 

We  often  stop  to  water  at  a  roadside  inn,  which  is 
always  dull  and  silent.    The  coachman  dismounts  and  fills 

his  bucket,  and  holds  it  to  the  horses'  heads.  There  is 
scarcely  ever  any  one  to  help  him;  there  are  seldom  any 
loungers  standing  round  ;  and  never  any  stable-company 
with  jokes  to  crack.  Sometimes,  when  we  have  changed 
our  team,  there  is  a  difficulty  in  stalling  again,  arising 
out  of  the  prevalent  mode  of  breaking  a  young  horse: 
which  is  to  catch  him,  harness  him  against  his  will,  and 
put  him  in  a  stape-coach  without  further  notice :  but  we 
get  on  somehow  or  other,  after  a  great  many  kicks  and 
a  violent  struggle  ;  and  jog  on  as  before  again. 

Occasionally,  when  we  stop  to  change,  some  two  or 
three  half-drr.mken  loafers  will  come  loitering  out  with 
Micir  hands  in  their  pockets,  or  will  he  seen  kicking  their 
heels  in  rocking-chairs,  or  lounging  on  the  window-sill, 
>r  sitting  on  a  rail  within  the  colonnade:  they  have  not 
often  anything  to  say  though,  either  to  us  or  to  each 
other,  but  sit  there,  idly  staring  at  the  coach  and  horses. 
The  landlord  of  the  inn  is  usually  among  them,  and 
seems,  of  all  the  party,  to  he  the  least  connected  with 
the  business  of  the  house.  Indeed  he  is  with  refer- 
ence bo  t  tie  tavern,  what  the  driver  is  in  relation  to  the 
coach  and  passengers:  whatever  happens  in  his  sphere 
of  action,  he  is  quite  indifferent,  and  perfectly  easy  in 
his  mind. 

The  frequent  change  of  coachmen  works  no  change  or 
variety  in  the  coachman's  character.  He  is  always  dirty, 
sullen,  and  taciturn.  If  he  be  capable  of  smartness  of 
any  kind,  moral  or  physical,  he  has  a  faculty  of  conceal- 
ing it  which  is  truly  marvellous.  He  never  speaks  to 
you  as  you  sit  beside  him  on  the  box,  and  if  you  speak  to 
him,  he  answers  (if  at  all)  in  monosyllables.  He  points 
out  nothing  on  the  road,  and  seldom  looks  at  anything  : 
being,  to  all  appearance,  thoroughly  weary  of  it,  and  of 
existence  generally.  As  to  doing  the  honors  of  his 
coach,  his  business,  as  I  have  said,  is  with  the  horses. 
The  coach  follows  because  it  is  attached  to  them  and 
goes  on  wheels:  not  because  you  are  in  it.  Sometimes, 
towards  the  end  of  a  long  stage,  he  suddenly  breaks  out 
into  a  discordant  fragment  of  an  election  song,  but  his 
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face  never  sings  along  with  him  :  it  is  only  his  voice,  and 
no!  often  that. 

He  always  chews  and  always  spits,  and  never  encum- 
hiiuself  with  a  pocket-handkerchief.  The  conse- 
quences to  the  box  passenger,  especially  when  the  wind 
blows  towards  him,  are  nol  agreeable. 

Whenever  the  coach  stops,  and  you  can  hear  the  voices 
of  the  inside  passengers  ;  or  whenever  any  bystander 
addresses  them,  or  any  one  among  them;  or  they  address 
each  oilier;  you  will  hear  one  phrase  repeated  over  and 
over  and  over  again  to  the  most  exl  raordinaxy  extent.  It  is 
an  ordinary  and  unpromising  phrase  enough,  heing  neither 
more  nor  less  than  ••  Y<  s.  sir;"  but  it  is  adapted  to  every 
variety  of  circumstance,  and  fills  up  every  pause  in  the 
conversation.     Thus  : — 

The  time  is  one  o'clock  at  noon.  The  scene,  a  place 
where  we  are  to  stay  to  dine,  on  this  journey.  The  coach 
drives  up  to  the  door  of  an  inn.  The  day  is  warm,  and 
there  are  several  idlers  lingering  about  the  tavern,  and 
waiting  for  the  public  dinner.  Among  them,  is  a  stout 
gentleman  in  a  brown  hat,  swinging  himself  to  and  fro 
in  a  rocking-chair  on  the  pavement. 

As  the  coach  stops,  a  gentleman  in  a  straw  hat  looks 
out  of  the  window  : 

Straw  Hat.  (To  the  stout  gentleman  in  the  rocking- 
chair.)     I  reckon  that's  Judge  Jefferson,  an't  it? 

Brown  Hat.  (Still  swinging;  speaking  very  slowly; 
and  without  any  emotion  whatever.)     Yes,  sir. 

Straw  Hat.     Warm  weather,  Judge. 

Brown  Hat.     Yes,  sir. 

Straw  Hat.     There  was  a  snap  cold,  last  week. 

Brown  1 1  at.     Yes,  sir. 

Straw  Hat.     Yes,  sir. 

A  pause.     They  look  at  each  other  very  seriously. 

Straw  Hat.  I  calculate  you'll  have  got  through  that 
case  of  the  corporation,  Judge,  by  this  time,  now? 

Brown  Hat.     Yes,  sir. 

Straw  Hat.     How  did  the  verdict  go,  sir? 

BroWn  Hat.     For  the  defendant,  sir. 

Straw  Hat.     (Interrogatively.)     Yes,  sir? 

Brown  Hat.     (Affirmatively.)     Yes,  sir. 

Both.  (Musingly,  as  each  gazes  down  the  street.) 
Yes,  sir. 
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Another  pause.  They  look  at  each  other  again,  still 
more  seriously  than  before. 

Bkown  Hat.  This  coach  is  rather  behind  its  time  to- 
day, I  guess. 

Straw  Hat.     (Doubtingly.)     Yes,  sir. 

Brown  Hat.  (Looking  at  his  watch.)  Yes,  sir  ;  nigh 
upon  two  hours. 

Straw  Hat.  (Raising  his  eyebrows  in  very  great  sur- 
prise.)    Yes,  sir! 

Brown  Hat.  (Decisively,  as  he  puts  up  his  watch.) 
Yes,  sir. 

All  the  other  inside  Passengers  (among  themselves). 
Yes,  sir. 

Coachman  (in  a  very  surly  tone).     No  it  an't. 

Straw  Hat.  (To  the  coachman.)  Well,  I  don't  know, 
sir.  AVe  were  a  pretty  tall  time  coming  that  last  fifteen 
mile.     That's  a  fact. 

The  coachman  making  no  reply,  and  plainly  declining 
to  enter  into  any  controversy  on  a  subject  so  far  removed 
from  his  sympathies  and  feelings,  another  passenger  s;iys, 
"Yes,  sir;"  and  the  gentleman  in  the  straw  hat  in 
acknowledgment  of  his  courtesy,  says  "Yes,  sir,"  to  him, 
in  return.  The  straw  hat  then  inquires  of  the  brown 
hat,  whether  that  coach  in  which  he  (the  straw  hat)  then 
sits,  is  not  a  new  one  ?  To  which  the  brown  hat  again 
makes  answer,  "  Yes,  sir." 

Straw  Hat.  I  thought  so.  Pretty  loud  smell  of 
varnish,  sir  ? 

Brown  Hat.     Yes,  sir. 

All  the  other  inside  Passengers.     Yes,  sir. 

Brown  Hat  (to  the  company  in  general).     Yes,  sir. 

The  conversational  powers  of  the  company  having  been 
by  this  time  pretty  heavily  taxed,  the  straw  hat  opens 
the  door  and  gets  out ;  and  all  the  rest  alight  also.  We 
dine  soon  afterwards  witli  the  boarders  in  the  house,  and 
have  nothing  to  drink  but  tea  and  coffee.  As  they  are 
both  very  bad  and  the  water  is  worse,  I  ask  for  brandy  ; 
but  it  is  a  Temperance  Hotel,  and  spirits  are  not  to  be  had 
for  love  or  money.  This  preposterous  forcing  of  un- 
pleasant drinks  down  the  reluctant  throats  of  travellers 
is  not  at  all  uncommon  in  America,  but  I  never  discovered 
that  the  scruples  of  such  wincing  landlords  induced  them 
to  preserve  any  unusually  nice  balance  between  the  quality 
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of  their  fare,  and  their  scale  of  charges  :  on  the  contrary, 
1  rather  suspected  them  of  diminishing  the  one  and  exalt- 
ing the  other;  by  way  of  recompense  for  the  loss  of  their 
profli  on  the  sale  of  spirituous  liquors.  After  all,  perhaps, 
the  plainest  course  for  persons  of  such  lender  consciences, 
would  lie.  a  total  abstinence  from  tavern-keeping. 

Dinner  over,  we  get  into  another  vehicle  which  is  ready 
at  the  door  (for  the  coach  has  been  changed  in  the  in- 
terval), and  resume  our  journey  ;  which  continues  through 
the  same  kind  of  country  until  evenings  when  we  come  to 
the  town  where  we  ate  to  stop  for  tea  and  supper;  and 
having  delivered  the  mail  bags  at  the  Post-office,  ride 
through  the  usual  wide  street,  lined  with  the  usual  stores 
and  houses  (the  drapers  always  having  hung  up  at  their 
door,  by  way  of  sign,  a  piece  of  brighl  red  cloth),  to  the 
hotel  where  this  meal  is  prepared.  There  being  many 
boarders  here,  we  sit  down,  a  large  party,  and  a  very 
melancholy  one  as  usual.  But  there  is  a  buxom  hostess 
at  the  head  of  the  table,  and  opposite,  a  simple  Welsh 
schoolmaster  with  his  wife  and  child;  who  came  here,  on 
a  speculation  of  greater  promise  than  performance,  to 
teach  the  classics:  and  they  are  sufficient  subjects  of  in- 
terest until  the  meal  is  over,  and  another  coach  is  ready. 
In  it  we  go  on  once  more,  lighted  by  a  bright  moon,  until 
midnight ;  when  we  stop  to  change  the  coach  again,  and 
remain  for  half  an  hour  or  so  in  a  miserable  room,  with  a 
blurred  lithograph  of  Washington  over  the  smoky  fire- 
place, and  a  mighty  jug  of  cold  water  on  the  table  ;  to 
which  refreshment  the  moody  passengers  do  so  supply 
themselves  that  they  would  seem  to  be,  one  and  all,  keen 
patients  of  Doctor  Sangrado.  Among  them  is  a  very 
little  boy,  who  chews  tobacco  like  a  very  big  one;  and  a 
droning  gentleman,  who  talks  arithmetically  and  statisti- 
cally on  all  subjects,  from  poetry  downwards;  and  who 
always  speaks  in  the  same  key,  with  exactly  the  same 
emphasis,  and  with  very  grave  deliberation.  He  came 
outside  just  now,  and  told  me  how  that  the  uncle  of  a 
certain  young  lady  who  had  been  spirited  away  and 
married  by  a  certain  captain,  lived  in  these  parts  ;  and  how 
this  uncle  was  so  valiant  and  ferocious  that  he  shouldn't 
wonder  if  he  Avere  to  follow  the  said  captain  to  England, 
"and  shoot  him  down  in  the  street,  wherever  he  found 
him ;  "  in  the  feasibility  of  which  strong  measure  I,  being 
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for  the  moment  rather  prone  to  contradiction,  from  feel- 
ing half  asleep  and  very  tired,  declined  to  acquiesce  :  assur- 
ing him  that  if  the  uncle  did  resort  to  it,  or  gratified  any 
other  little  whim  of  the  like  nature,  he  would  find  himself 
one  morning  prematurely  throttled  at  the  Old  Bailey:  ;ind 
that  he  would  do  well  to  make  his  will  before  he  went, 
as  he  would  certainly  want  it  hefore  he  had  been  in 
Britain  very  long. 

On  we  go  all  night,  and  by  and  by  the  day  begins  to 
break,  and  presently  the  first  cheerful  rays  of  the  warm 
sun  come  slanting  on  us  brightly.  It  sheds  its  light  upon 
a  miserable  waste  of  sodden  grass,  and  dull  trees,  and 
squalid  huts,  whose  aspect  is  forlorn  and  grievous  in  the 
last  degree.  A  very  desert  in  the  wood,  whose  growth 
of  green  is  dank  and  noxious  like  that  upon  the  top  of 
standing  water;  where  poisonous  fungus  grows  in  the 
rare  footprint  on  the  oozy  ground,  and  sprouts  like  witches' 
coral  from  the  crevices  in  the  cabin  wall  and  floor ;  it  is 
a  hideous  thing  to  lie  upon  the  very  threshold  of  a  city. 
But  it  was  purchased  years  ago,  and  as  the  owner  cannot 
be  discovered,  the  State  has  been  unable  to  reclaim  it. 
So  there  it  remains,  in  the  midst  of  cultivation  and  im- 
provement, like  ground  accursed,  and  made  obscene  and 
rank  by  some  great  crime. 

We  reached  Columbus  shortly  before  seven  o'clock, 
and  stayed  there,  to  refresh,  that  day  and  night:  having 
excellent  apartments  in  a  very  large  unfinished  hotel 
called  the  Neill  House,  which  were  richly  fitted  with  the 
polished  wood  of  the  black  walnut,  and  opened  on  a 
handsome  portico  and  stone  veranda,  like  rooms  in 
some  Italian  mansion.  The  town  is  clean  and  pretty, 
and  of  course  is  "  going  to  be "  much  larger.  It  is  the 
seat  of  the  State  legislature  of  Ohio,  and  lays  claim,  in 
consequence,  to  some  consideration  and  importance. 

There  being  no  stage-coach  next  day,  upon  the  road 
we  wished  to  take,  I  hired  "  an  extra,"  at  a  reasonable 
charge,  to  carry  us  to  Tiffin;  a  small  town  from  whence 
there  is  a  railroad  to  Sandusky.  This  extra  was  an 
ordinary  four-horse  stage-coach,  such  as  I  have  described, 
changing  horses  and  drivers,  as  the  stage-coach  would, 
but  was  exclusively  our  own  for  the  journey.  Toensure 
our  having  horses  at  the  proper  stations,  and  being  in- 
commoded by  no  strangers,  the  proprietors  sent  an  agent 


[96  AMEBICAN  NOTES. 

on  the  box,  who  was  to  accompany  us  the  whole  way 
through  ;  and  thus  attended,  and  bearing  with  us,  besides, 

a  hamper  full  of  savory  cold  meats,  and  fruit,  and  wine; 
we  started  off  again,  in  high  spirits,  at  half-past  six 
o'clock    next   morning,  very   much   delighted    to   be    by 

ourselves,  and  disposed  to  enjoy  even  the  roughest 
journey. 

It  was  well  for  us,  that  we  were  in  this  humor,  for  the 
road  we  went  over  that  day,  was  certainly  enough  to 
have  shaken  tempers  that  were  not  resolutely  at  Set 
Fair,  down  to  some  inches  below  Stormy.  At  one  time 
we  were  all  flung  together  in  a  heap  at  the  bottom  of 
the  coach,  and  at  another  we  were  crushing  our  heads 
against  the  roof.  Now,  one  side  was  down  deep  in  the 
mire,  and  we  were  holding  on  to  the  other.  Now,  the 
coach  was  lying  on  the  tails  of  the  two  wheelers ;  and 
now  it  was  rearing  up  in  the  air,  in  a  frantic  state,  with 
all  four  horses  standing  on  the  top  of  an  insurmountable 
eminence,  looking  coolly  back  at  it,  as  though  they  would 
say  "  Unharness  us.  It  can't  be  done."  The  drivers  on 
these  roads,  who  certainly  get  over  the  ground  in  a 
manner  which  is  quite  miraculous,  so  twist  and  turn  the 
team  about  in  forcing  a  passage,  corkscrew  fashion, 
through  the  bogs  and  swamps,  that  it  was  quite  a  com- 
mon circumstance  on  looking  out  of  the  window,  to  see 
the  coachman  with  the  ends  of  a  pair  of  reins  in  his 
hands,  apparently  driving  nothing,  or  playing  at  horses, 
and  the  leaders  staring  at  one  unexpectedly  from  the 
back  of  the  coach,  as  if  they  had  some  idea  of  getting 
up  behind.  A  great  portion  of  the  way  was  over  what 
is  called  a  corduroy  road,  which  is  made  by  throwing 
trunks  of  trees  into  a  marsh,  and  leaving  them  to  settle 
there.  The  very  slightest  of  the  jolts  with  which  the 
ponderous  carriage  fell  from  log  to  log,  was  enough,  it 
seemed,  to  have  dislocated  all  the  bones  in  the  human 
body.  It  would  be  impossible  to  experience  a  similar 
set  of  sensations,  in  any  other  circumstances,  unless 
perhaps  in  attempting  to  go  up  to  the  top  of  St.  Paul's 
in  an  omnibus.  Never,  never  once,  that  day,  was  the 
coach  in  any  position,  attitude,  or  kind  of  motion  to  which 
we  are  accustomed  in  coaches.  Never  did  it  make  the 
smallest  approach  to  one's  experience  of  the  proceedings 
of  any  sort  of  vehicle  that  goes  on  wheels. 
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Still,  it  was  a  fine  day,  and  the  temperature  was  de- 
licious, and  though  we  had  left  Summer  behind  us  in  the 
West,  and  were  fast  leaving  Spring,  we  were  moving 
towards  Niagara,  and  home.  We  alighted  in  a  pleasant 
wood  towards  the  middle  of  the  day,  dined  on  a  fallen 
tree,  and  leaving  our  best  fragments  with  a  cottager, 
and  our  worst  with  the  pigs  (who  swarm  in  this  part  of 
the  country  like  grains  of  sand  on  the  sea-shore  to  the 
great  comfort  of  our  commissariat  in  Canada),  we  went 
forward  again,  gayly. 

As  night  came  on,  the  track  grew  narrower  and  nar- 
rower, until  at  last  it  so  lost  itself  among  the  trees,  that 
the  driver  seemed  to  find  his  way  by  instinct.  We  had 
the  comfort  of  knowing,  at  least,  that  there  was  no 
danger  of  his  falling  asleep,  for  every  now  and  then  a 
wheel  would  strike  against  an  unseen  stump  with  such 
a  jerk,  that  he  was  fain  to  hold  on  pretty  tight  and  pretty 
quick,  to  keep  himself  upon  the  box.  Nor  was  there  any 
reason  to  dread  the  least  danger  from  furious  driving, 
inasmuch  as  over  that  broken  ground  the  horses  had 
enough  to  do  to  walk  ;  as  to  shying,  there  was  no  room 
for  that ;  and  a  herd  of  wild  elephants  could  not  have 
run  away  in  such  a  wood,  with  such  a  coach  at  their  heels. 
So  we  stumbled   along,  quite  satisfied. 

These  stumps  of  trees  are  a  curious  feature  in  Ameri- 
can travelling.  The  varying  illusions  they  present  to 
the  unaccustomed  eye  as  it  grows  dark,  are  quite  as- 
tonishing in  their  number  and  reality.  Now,  there  is  a 
Grecian  urn  erected  in  the  centre  of  a  lonely  field ;  now 
there  is  a  woman  weeping  at  a  tomb ;  now  a  very  com- 
monplace old  gentleman  in  a  white  waistcoat,  with  a 
thumb  thrust  into  each  arm-hole  of  his  coat;  now  a 
student  poring  on  a  book ;  now  a  crouching  negro  ;  now, 
ahorse,  a  dog,  a  cannon,  an  armed  man;  a  hunchback 
throwing  off  his  cloak  and  stepping  forth  into  the  light. 
They  were  often  as  entertaining  to  me  as  so  many 
glasses  in  a  magic  lantern,  and  never  took  their  shapes 
at  my  bidding,  but  seemed  to  force  themselves  upon  me, 
whether  I  would  or  no ;  and  strange  to  say,  I  sometimes 
recognized  in  them  counterparts  of  figures  once  familiar 
to  me  in  pictures  attached  to  childish  books,  forgotten 
long  ago. 

It  soon  become  too  dark,  however,  even  for  this  amuse- 
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ment,  and  the  trees  were  so  close  together  that  their  dry 
branches  rattled  against  the  coach  on  either  side,  and 
obliged  us  all  to  keep  our  heads  within.  It  lightened, 
loo.  for  three  whole  hours;  each  Hash  being  very  bright^ 
and  1)1  ue,  and  long ;  and  as  the  vivid  si  leaks  came  darting 
in  among  the  crowded  branches,  and  the  thunder  rolled 
gloomily    above   the    tree-tops,    one    could    scarcely    help 

thinking  that  there  were  better  neighborhoods  at  such  a 
time  than  thick  woods  afforded. 

\t  length,  between  ten  and  eleven  o'clock  at  nighty  a 
few  feeble  lights  appeared  in  the  distance,  and  Upper 
Sandusky,  an  Indian  village,  where  we  were  to  stay  till 
morning,  lay  before  us. 

They  were  gone  to  bed  at  the  log  Inn,  which  was  the 
only  bouse  of  entertainment  in  the  place,  but  soon  an- 
swered to  our  knocking,  and  got  some  tea  for  us  in  a  sort 
of  kitchen  or  common  room,  tapestried  with  old  news- 
papers, pasted  against  the  wall.  The  bedchamber  to 
which  my  wife  and  I  were  shown,  was  a  large,  low,  ghostly 
room;  with  a  quantity  of  withered  branches  on  the 
hearth,  and  two  doors  without  any  fastening,  opposite  to 
each  other,  both  opening  on  the  black  night  and  wild 
country,  and  so  contrived,  that  one  of  them  always  blew 
the  other  open  :  a  novelty  in  domestic  architecture,  which 
I  do  hot  remember  to  have  seen  before,  and  which  I  was 
somewhat  disconcerted  to  have  forced  on  my  attention 
after  getting  into  bed,  as  Iliad  a  considerable  sum  in  gold 
for  oar  travelling  expenses  in  my  dressing-case.  Some 
of  the  luggage,  however,  piled  against  the  panels,  soon 
settled  this  difficulty,  and  my  sleep  would  not  have  been 
very  much  affected  that  night,  I  believe,  though  it  had 
failed  to  do  so. 

My  Boston  friend  climbed  up  to  bed,  somewhere  in  the 
roof,  where  another  guest  was  already  snoring  hugely. 
But  being  bitten  beyond  his  power  of  endurance,  he  turned 
out  again,  and  fled  for  shelter  to  the  coach  which  was 
airing  itself  in  front  of  the  house.  This  was  not  a  very 
politic  step,  as  it  turned  out;  for  the  pigs  scenting  him, 
and  looking  upon  the  coach  as  a  kind  of  pie  with  some 
manner  of  meat  inside,  grunted  round  it  so  hideously, 
that  he  was  afraid  to  come  out  again,  and  lay  there  shiver- 
ing, till  morning.  Nor  was  it  possible  to  warm  him,  wdien 
he  did  come  out,  by  means  of  a  glass  of  brandy ;  for  in 
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Indian  villages  the  Legislature,  with  a  very  good  and  wise 
intention,  forbids  the  sale  of  spirits  by  tavern-keepers. 
The  precaution,  however,  is  quite  inefficacious,  for  the 
Indians  never  fail  to  procure  liquor  of  a  worse  kind,  at  a 
dearer  price,  from  travelling  pedlers. 

It  is  a  settlement  of  the  Wyandot  Indians  who  inhabit 
this  place.  Among  the  company  at  breakfast  was  a  mild 
old  gentleman,  who  had  been  for  many  years  employed 
by  the  United  States  Government  in  conducting  negotia- 
tions with  the  Indians,  and  who  had  jnst  concluded  a 
treaty  with  these  people  by  which  they  bound  themselves, 
in  consideration  of  a  certain  annual  sum,  to  remove  next 
year  to  some  land  provided  for  them,  west  of  the  Missis- 
sippi, and  a  little  way  beyond  St.  Louis.  He  gave  me  a 
moving  account  of  their  strong  attachment  to  the  familiar 
scenes  of  their  infancy,  and  in  particular  to  the  burial- 
places  of  their  kindred;  and  of  their  great  reluctance  to 
leave  them.  He  had  witnessed  many  such  removals,  and 
always  with  pain,  though  he  knew  that  they  departed  for 
their  own  good.  The  question  whether  this  tribe  should 
go  or  stay,  had  been  discussed  among  them  a  day  or  two 
before,  in  a  hut  erected  for  the  purpose,  the  logs  of  which 
still  lay  upon  the  ground  before  the  inn.  When  the  speak- 
ing was  done,  the  ayes  and  noes  were  ranged  on  opposite 
sides,  and  every  male  adult  voted  in  his  turn.  The  moment 
the  result  was  known,  the  minority  (a  large  one)  cheerfully 
yielded  to  the  rest,  and  withdrew  all  kind  of  opposition. 

We  met  some  of  these  poor  Indians  afterwards,  rid- 
ing on  shaggy  ponies.  They  were  so  like  gipsies,  that 
if  I  could  have  seen  any  of  them  in  England,  I  should 
have  concluded,  as  a  matter  of  course,  that  they  belonged 
to  that  wandering  and  restless  people. 

Leaving  this  town  directly  after  breakfast,  we  pushed 
forward  again,  over  a  rather  worse  road  than  yesterday, 
if  possible,  and  arrived  about  noon  at  Tiffin,  where  we 
parted  with  the  extra.  At  two  o'clock,  we  took  the  rail- 
road ;  the  travelling  on  which  was  very  slow,  its  construc- 
tion being  indifferent,  and  the  ground  wet  and  marshy  ; 
and  arrived  at  Sandusky  in  time  to  dine  that  evening. 
We  put  up  at  a  comfortable  little  hotel  on  the  brink  of 
Lake  Eriexlay  there  that  night,  and  had  no  choice  but  to 
wait  there  next  day,  until  a  steamboat  bound  for  Buffalo 
appeared.     The  town,  which  was  sluggish  and  uninterest- 
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\ng  enough,  something  like  the  back  of  an  English  water- 
ing place,  "in  of  the  season. 

Our  liost,  who  was  very  attentive  and  anxious  to  make 
us  comfortable,  was  a  handsome  middle-aged  man,  who 
had  come  to  this  town  from  New  England,  in  which  part 
of  the  country  he  was  "raised."  when  1  say  that  he 
constantly  walked  in  and  out  of  the  room  with  his  hat 
on;  and  stopped  to  converse  in  the  same  free-and-easy 
state;  and  lav  down  on  our  sofa,  and  pulled  his  news- 
paper out  of  his  pocket,  and  read  it  at  his  ease;  I  merely 
mention  these  traits  as  characteristic  of  the  country  :  not 
at  all  as  being  matter  of  complaint,  or  as  having  been 
disagreeable  to  me.  I  should  undoubtedly  be  offended 
by  such  proceedings  at  home,  because  there  they  are  not 
the  custom,  and  where  they  are  not,  they  would  be  im- 
pertinences; but  in  America,  the  only  desire  of  a  good- 
natured  fellow  of  this  kind,  is  to  treat  his  guests  hos- 
pitably and  weli ;  and  I  had  no  more  right,  and  I  can  truly 
say  no  more  disposition,  to  measure  his  conduct  by  our 
English  rule  and  standard,  than  I  had  to  quarrel  with 
him  for  not  being  of  the  exact  stature  which  would 
qualify  him  for  admission  into  the  Queen's  Grenadier 
Guards.  As  little  inclination  had  I  to  find  fault  with  a 
funny  old  lady  who  was  an  upper  domestic  in  this  es- 
tablishment, and  who,  when  she  came  to  wait  upon  us 
at  any  meal,  sat  herself  down  comfortably  in  the  most 
convenient  chair,  and  producing  a  large  pin  to  pick  her 
teeth  with,  remained  performing  that  ceremony,  and  stead- 
fastly regarding  us  meanwhile  with  much  gravity  and 
composure  (now  and  then  pressing  us  to  eat  a  little  more), 
until  it  was  time  to  clear  away.  It  was  enough  for  us, 
that  whatever  we  wished  done  was  done  with  great 
civility  and  readiness,  and  a  desire  to  oblige,  not  only 
here,  but  everywhere  else  ;  and  that  all  our  wants  were, 
in  general,  zealously  anticipated. 

We  were  taking  an  early  dinner  at  this  house,  on  the 
day  after  out  arrival,  which  was  Sunday,  when  a  steam- 
boat came  in  sight,  and  presently  touched  at  the  wharf. 
As  she  proved  to  be  on  her  way  to  Buffalo,  we  hurried 
on  board  with  all  speed,  and  soon  left  Sandusky  far  be- 
hind us. 

She  was  a  large  vessel  of  five  hundred  tons,  and  hand- 
somely fitted  up,   though  with  high-pressure    engines  : 
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which  always  conveyed  that  kind  of  feeling  to  me,  which 
I  should  he  likely  to  experience,  I  think,  if  I  had  Lodgings 
on  the  first-floor  of  a  powder-mill.  She  was  laden  with 
flour,  some  casks  of  which  commodity  were  stored  upon 
the  deck.  The  captain  coming  np  to  have  a  little  con- 
versation, and  to  introduce  a  friend,  seated  himself  astride 
of  one  of  these  barrels,  like  a  Bacchus  of  private  life  ;  and 
pulling  a  great  clasp-knife  out  of  his  pocket,  began  to 
"whittle"  it  as  he  talked,  by  paring  thin  slices  off  the 
edges.  And  he  whittled  with  such  industry  and  hearty 
good  will,  that  hut  for  his  being  called  away  very  soon, 
it  must  have  disappeared  bodily,  and  left  nothing  in  its 
place  but  grist  and  shavings. 

After  calling  at  one  or  two  flat  places,  with  low  dams 
stretching  out  into  the  lake,  whereon  were  stumpy  light- 
houses, like  windmills  without  sails,  the  whole  looking 
like  a  Dutch  vignette,  we  came  at  midnight  to  Cleveland, 
where  we  lay  ail  night,  and  until  nine  o'clock  next  morn- 
ing. 

I  entertained  quite  a  curiosity  in  reference  to  this 
place,  from  having  seen  at  Sandusky  a  specimen  of  its 
literature  in  the  shape  of  a  newspaper,  which  was  very 
strong  indeed  upon  the  subject  of  Lord  Ashburton's  re- 
cent arrival  at  Washington,  to  adjust  the  points  in  dis- 
pute between  the  United  States  Government  and  Great 
Britain  .  informing  its  readers  that  as  America  had 
"whipped"  England  in  her  infancy,  and  whipped  her 
again  in  her  youth,  so  it  was  clearly  necessary  that  she 
must  whip  her  once  again  in  her  maturity  ;  and  pledging 
its  credit  to  all  True  Americans,  that  if  Mr.  Webster  did 
his  duty  in  the  approaching  negotiations,  and  sent  the 
English  Lord  home  again  in  double  quick  time,  they 
should,  within  two  years,  "  sing  Yankee  Doodle  in  Hyde 
Park,  and  Hail  Columbia  in  the  scarlet  courts  of  West- 
minster !  "  I  found  it  a  pretty  town,  and  had  the  satis- 
faction of  beholding  the  outside  of  the  office  of  the  jour- 
nal from  which  I  have  just  quoted.  I  did  not  enjoy  the 
delight  of  seeing  the  wit  who  indited  the  paragraphs  in 
question,  but  I  have  no  doubt  he  is  a  prodigious  man  in 
his  way,  and  held  in  high  repute  by  a  select  circle. 

There  was  a  gentleman  on  board,  whom,  as  I  uninten- 
tionally learned  through  the  thin  partition  which  divided 
our  state-room  from  the  cabin  in  which  he  and  his  wife 
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oonversed  together,  I  was  unwittingly  the  occasion  of  very 
great  uneasiness.  I  donM  know  why  or  wherefore,  but  I 
appeared  to  run  in  his  mind  perpetually,  and  to  dissat- 
isfy him  very  much.  First  of  all  !  heard  him  say:  and 
the  iiuisi  ludicrous  part  of  the  business  was,  that  he  said 
il  in  my  very  car,  and  could  not  have  communicated  more 
directly  with  me,  if  he  had  leaned  upon  my  shoulderjand 
whispered  me:  "Boz  is  on  hoard  still,  my  dear.''  After 
a  considerable  pause,  he  added  complainingly,  "  Boz  keeps 
himself  very  close;"  which  was  true  enough,  for  1  was 
not  very  well,  and  waslyingdown,  with  a  book.  I  thought 
he  had  done  with  me  after  this,  but  I  was  deceived  ;  for 
a  long  interval  having  elapsed,  during  winch  I  imagine 
him  to  have  been  turning  restlessly  from  side  to  side  and 
trying  to  go  to  sleep:  he  broke  otit  again,  with,  " I  sup- 
pose that  Boz  will  be  writing  a  hook  by  and  by,  and  put- 
ting all  our  mimes  in  it !  "  at  which  imaginary  consequence 
of  being  on  board  a  boat  with  Boz,  he  groaned,  and  be- 
came silent. 

We  called  at  the  town  of  Erie,  at  eight  o'clock  that 
night,  and  lay  there  an  hour.  Between  five  and  six  next 
morning,  we  arrived  at  Buffalo,  where  wre  breakfasted; 
and  being  too  near  the  Great  Falls  to  wait  patiently  any- 
where else,  we  set  off  by  the  train,  the  same  morning  at 
nine  o'clock,  to  Niagara. 

It  was  a  miserable  day  ;  chilly  and  raw;  a  damp  mist 
falling;  and  the  trees  in  that  northern  region  quite  bare 
and  wintry.  Whenever  the  train  halted,  I  listened  for 
the  roar;  and  w^as  constantly  straining  my  eyes  in  the 
direction  where  I  knew  the  Falls  must  he,  from  seeing  the 
river  rolling  on  towards  them  ;  every  moment  expecting 
to  behold  the  spray.  Within  a  few  minutes  of  our 
stopping,  not  before,  I  saw  two  great  wdiite  clouds  rising 
up  slowly  and  majestically  from  the  depths  of  the  earth. 
That  was  all.  At  length  we  alighted  :  and  then  for  the 
first  time,  I  heard  the  mighty  rush  of  water,  and  felt  the 
ground  tremble  underneath  my  feet. 

The  bank  is  very  steep,  and  was  slippery  with  rain,  and 
half-melted  ice.  I  hardly  know  how  I  got  down,  but  I 
was  soon  at  the  bottom,  and  climbing,  with  two  English 
officers  who  w^ere  crossing  and  had  joined  me,  over  some 
broken  rocks,  deafened  by  the  noise,  half-blinded  by  the 
spray,  and  wet  to  the  skin.     We  were  at  the  foot  of  the 
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American  Fall.  I  could  sec  an  immense  torrent  of  water 
tearing  headlong  down  from  some  great  height,  but  had 

no  idea  of  shape,  or  situation,  or  anything  hut  vague 
immensity. 

When  we  were  seated  in  the  little  ferry-boat,  and  were 
crossing  the  swoln  river  immediately  before  both  cataracts, 
I  began  to  feel  what  it  was:  hut  I  was  in  a  manner 
stunned,  and  unable  to  comprehend  the  vastness  of  the 
scene,  it  was  not  until  I  came  on  Table  1  Jock,  and  looked 
— Great  Heaven,  on  what  a  fall  of  bright-green  water! — 
that  it  came  upon  me  in  its  full  might  and  majesty. 

Then,  when  I  fell  how  near  to  my  Creator  1  was  stand- 
ing, the  first  effect,  and  the  enduring  one — instant  and 
lasting — of  the  tremendous  spectacle,  was  Peace.  Peace 
of  Mind:  Tranquillity  :  Calm  Recollections  of  the  Dead  : 
Great  Thoughts  of  Eternal  Rest  and  Happiness:  nothing 
of  Gloom  or  Terror.  Niagara  was  at  once  stamped  upon 
my  heart,  an  Image  of  Beauty:  to  remain  there,  change- 
less and  indelible,  until  its  pulses  cease  to  beat,  forever. 

Oh,  how  the  strife  and  trouble  of  our  daily  life  receded 
from  my  view,  and  lessened  iu  the  distance,  during  the 
ten  memorable  days  we  passed  on  that  Enchanted 
Ground!  What  voices  spoke  from  out  the  thundering 
water ;  what  faces,  faded  from  the  earth,  looked  out  upon 
me  from  its  gleaming  depths ;  what  Heavenly  promise 
glistened  in  those  angels'  tears,  the  drops  of  many  hues, 
that  showered  around,  and  twined  themselves  about  the 
gorgeous  arches  which  the  changing  rainbows  made ! 

I  never  stirred  in  all  that  time  from  the  Canadian  side, 
whither  I  had  gone  at  first.  I  never  crossed  the  river 
again  ;  for  I  knew  there  were  people  on  the  other  shore, 
and  in  such  a  place  it  is  natural  to  shun  strange  company. 
To  wander  to  and  fro  all  day,  and  see  the  cataracts  from 
all  points  of  view;  to  stand  upon  the  edge  of  the  Great 
Horse  Shoe  Fall,  marking  the  hurried  water  gathering 
strength  as  it  approached  the  verge,  yet  seeming,  too,  to 
pause  before  it  shot  into  the  gulf  below;  to  gaze  from 
the  river's  level  up  at  the  torrent  as  it  came  streaming 
down;  to  climb  the  neighboring  heights  and  watch  it 
through  the  trees,  and  see  the  wreathing  water  in  the 
rapids  hurrying  on  to  take  its  fearful  plunge;  to  linger  in 
the  shadow  of  the  solemn  rocks  three  miles  below; 
watching  the  river  as  stirred  by  no  visible  cause,  it  heaved 
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and  eddied  and  awoke  the  echoes,  being  troubled  yet,  f;ir 
down  beneath  the  surface,  by  its  giant  leap;  to  have 
Niagara  before  me,  lighted  by  the  sun  and  by  the  moon, 
red  in  the  day's  decline,  and  gray  as  evening  slowly  fell 
upon  it;  to  look  upon  it  every  day,  and  wake  up  in  the 
;  and  hear  its  ceaseless  voice-  this  was  enough. 
I  think  in  every  quiet  season  now,  still  do  those  waters 
roll  and  leap,  and  roar  and  tumble,  all  day  long;  still 
are  the  rainbows  spanning  them,  a  hundred  feet  below. 
Still,  when  the  sun  is  on  them,  do  they  shine  and  glow 
like  molten  gold.  Still,  when  the  day  is  gloomy,  do  they 
fall  like  snow,  or  seem  to  crumble  away  like  the  front  of 
a  great  chalk  cliff,  or  roll  down  the  rock  like  dense  white 
smoke.  But  always  does  the  mighty  stream  appear  to 
die  as  it  comes  down,  and  always  from  its  unfathomable 
grave  arises  that  tremendous  ghost  of  spray  and  mist 
which  is  never  laid  :  which  has  haunted  this  place  with 
the  same  dread  solemnity  since  Darkness  brooded  on  the 
deep,  and  that  first  flood  before  the  Deluge — Light — 
came  rushing  on  Creation  at  the  word  of  God. 
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ix  canada ;  toronto ;  kingston ;  montreal \  quebec ; 
st.  john's — in  the  united  states  again  ;  Lebanon  ; 
the  shaker  village  ;  and  west  point. 

I  wish  to  abstain  from  instituting  any  comparison,  or 
drawing  any  parallel  whatever,  between  the  social  features 
of  the  United  States  and  those  of  the  British  Possessions 
in  Canada.  For  this  reason,  I  shall  confine  myself  to 
a  very  brief  account  of  our  journeyings  in  the  latter 
territory. 

But  before  I  leave  Niagara,  I  must  advert  to  one  dis- 
gusting circumstance  which  can  hardly  have  escaped  the 
observation  of  any  decent  traveller  who  has  visited  the 
Falls. 

On  Table  Rock,  there  is  a  cottage  belonging  to  a  Guide, 
where  little  relics  of  the  place  are  sold,  and  where  visitors 
register  their  names  in  a  book  kept  for  the  purpose.  On 
the  wall  of  the  room  in  which  a  great  many  of  these  vol- 
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limes  are  preserved,  the  following  request  is  posted  ; 
'«  Visitors  will  please  not  copy  nor  extract  the  remarks 
and  poetical  effusions  from  the  registers  and  albums  kept 
here." 

But  for  this  intimation,  I  should  have  let  them  lie  upon 
the  tables  on  which  they  were  strewn  with  careful  neg- 
ligence, like  books  in  a  drawing-room  :  being  quite  satis- 
fied with  the  stupendous  silliness  of  certain  stanzas  with 
an  anti-climax  at  the  end  of  each,  which  were  framed  and 
hung  up  on  the  wail.  Curious,  however,  after  reading 
this  announcement,  to  see  what  kind  of  morsels  were  so 
carefully  preserved,  I  turned  a  few  leaves,  and  found  them 
scrawled  all  over  with  the  vilest  and  the  filthiest  ribaldry 
that  ever  human  hogs  delighted  in. 

It  is  humiliating  enough  to  know  that  there  are  among 
men,  brutes  so  obscene  and  worthless,  that  they  can  de- 
light inlaying  their  miserable  profanations  upon  the  very 
steps  of  Nature's  greatest  altar.  But  that  these  should 
be  hoarded  up  for  the  delight  of  their  fellow-swine,  and 
kept  in  a  public  place  where  any  eyes  may  see  them,  is  a 
disgrace  to  the  English  language  in  which  they  are  writ- 
ten (though  I  hope  few  of  these  entries  have  been  made 
by  Englishmen),  and  a  reproach  to  the  English  side,  on 
which  they  are  preserved. 

The  quarters  of  our  soldiers  at  Niagara  are  finely  and 
airily  situated.  Some  of  them  are  large  detached  houses 
on  the  plain  above  the  Falls,  which  were  originally  de- 
signed for  hotels ;  and  in  the  evening  time,  when  the 
women  and  children  were  leaning  over  the  balconies 
watching  the  men  as  they  played  at  ball  and  other  games 
upon  the  grass  before  the  door,  they  often  presented  a 
little  picture  of  cheerfulness  and  animation  which  made 
it  quite  a  pleasure  to  pass  that  way. 

At  any  garrisoned  point  where  the  line  of  demarcation 
between  one  country  and  another  is  so  very  narrow  as  at 
Niagara,  desertion  from  the  ranks  can  scarcely  fail  to  be  a 
frequent  occurrence  ;  and  it  may  be  reasonably  supposed 
that  when  the  soldiers  entertain  the  wildest  and  maddest 
hopes  of  the  fortune  and  independence  that  await  them 
on  the  other  side,  the  impulse  to  play  traitor,  which  such 
a  place  suggests  to  dishonest  minds,  is  not  weakened. 
But  it  very  rarely  happens  that  the  men  who  do  desert, 
are  happy  or  contented  afterwards  ;  and  many  instances 
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h.ivr  been  known  in  which  they  have  confessed  their 
grievous  disappointment,  and  tbeir  eamesi  desire  to  re- 
turn to  their  old  service,  it'  they  could  but  be  assured  of 
pardon,  or  lenient  treatment.  -Many  of  their  comrades, 
notwithstanding,  do  the  like,  from  time  to  time;  and  in- 
stances of  loss  of  life  in  I  he  effort  to  cross  the  river  with  this 
object,  are  far  from  being  uncommon.  Several  men  were 
drowned  in  the  attempt  to  swim  across,  not  long  ago; 
and  one,  who  had  the  madness  to  trust  himself  upon  a 
ta'ole  as  a  raft,  was  swept  down  to  the  whirlpool,  where 
his  mangled  body  eddied  round  and  round,  some  days. 

I  am  inclined  to  think  that  the  noise  of  the  Falls  is 
very  much  exaggerated;  and  this  will  appear  the  more 
probable  when  the  depth  of  the  great  hasin  in  which  the 
water  is  received,  is  taken  into  account.  At  no  time 
during-  our  stay  there,  was  the  wind  at  all  high  or  bois- 
terous, hut  we  never  heard  them  three  miles  off,  even 
at  the  very  quiet  time  of  sunset,  though  we  often 
tried. 

Queenston,  at  which  place  the  steamboats  start  from 
Toronto  (or  I  should  rather  say  at  which  place  they  call, 
for  their  wharf  is  at  Lewiston  on  the  opposite  shore),  is  sit- 
uated in  a  delicious  valley,  through  which  the  Niagara 
river,  in  color  a  very  deep  green,  pursues  its  course.  It 
is  approached  by  a  road  that  takes  its  winding  way 
among  the  heights  by  which  the  town  is  sheltered;  and 
seen  from  this  point  is  extremely  beautiful  and  pictur- 
esque. On  the  most  conspicuous  of  these  heights  stood 
a  monument  erected  by  the  Provincial  Legislature  in 
memory  of  General  Brock,  who  was  slain  in  a  battle  with 
American  forces,  after  having  won  the  Victory.  Some 
vagabond,  supposed  to  be  a  fellow  of  the  name  of  Lett, 
who  is  now,  or  who  lately  was,  in  prison  as  a  felon,  blew 
up  this  monument  two  years  ago,  and  it  is  now  a  melan- 
choly ruin,  with  a  long  fragment  of  iron  railing  hanging 
dejectedly  from  its  top,  and  waving  to  and  fro  like  a  wild 
ivy  branch  or  broken  vine  stem.  It  is  of  much  higher 
importance  than  it  may  seem,  that  this  statue  should  be 
repaired  at  the  public  cost,  as  it  ought  to  have  been  long 
ago.  Firstly,  because  it  is  beneath  the  dignity  of  Eng- 
land to  allow  a  memorial  raised  in  honor  of  one  of  her 
defenders,  to  remain  in  this  condition,  on  the  very  spot 
where  he  died.    Secondly,  because  the  sight  of  it  in  its  pres- 
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ent  state,  and  the  recollection  of  the  unpunished  outrage 
which  brought  it  to  this  pass,  is  not  very  likely  to  soothe 
down  border  feelings  among  English  subjects  here,  or 
compose  their  border  quarrels  and  dislikes. 

I  was  standing  on  the  wharf  at  this  place,  watching 
the  passengers  embarking  in  a  steamboat  which  preceded 
that  whose  coining  we  awaited,  and  participating  in  the 
anxiety  with  which  a  sergeant's  wife  was  collecting  her  few 
goods  together — keeping  one  distracted  eye  hard  upon  the 
porters,  who  were  hurrying  them  on  board,  and  the  other 
on  a  hoopless  washing-tub  for  which,  as  being  the  most 
utterly  worthless  of  all  her  movables,  she  seemed  to 
entertain  particular  affection — when  three  or  four  soldiers 
with  a  recruit  came  up,  and  went  on  board. 

The  recruit  was  a  likely  young  fellow  enough,  strongly 
built  and  well  made,  but  by  no  means  sober:  indeed  he 
had  all  the  air  of  a  man  who  had  been  more  or  less  drunk 
for  some  days.  He  carried  a  small  bundle  over  his 
shoulder,  slung  at  the  end  of  a  walking-stick,  and  had  a 
short  pipe  in  his  mouth.  He  was  as  dusty  and  dirty  as 
recruits  usually  are,  and  his  shoes  betokened  that  he  had 
travelled  on  foot  some  distance,  but  he  was  in  a  very 
jocose  state,  and  shook  hands  with  this  soldier,  and 
clapped  that  one  on  the  back,  and  talked  and  laughed 
continually,  like  a  roaring  idle  dog  as  he  was. 

The  soldiers  rather  laughed  at  this  blade  than  with 
him :  seeming  to  say,  as  they  stood  straightening  their 
canes  in  their  hands,  and  looking  coolly  at  him  over  their 
glazed  stocks,  "Go  on,  my  boy,  while  you  may!  you'll 
know  better  by  and  by  :  "  when  suddenly  the  novice,  who 
had  been  backing  towards  the  gangway  in  his  noisy 
merriment,  fell  overboard  before  their  eyes,  and  splashed 
heavily  down  into  the  river  between  the  vessel  and  the 
dock. 

I  never  saw  such  a  good  thing  as  the  change  that  came 
over  these  soldiers  in  an  instant.  Almost  before  the  man 
was  down,  their  professional  manner,  their  stiffness  and 
constraint,  were  gone,  and  they  were  filled  with  the  most 
violent  energy.  In  less  time  than  is  required  to  tell  it, 
they  had  him  out  again,  feet  first,  with  the  tails  of  his 
coat  flapping  over  his  eyes,  everything  about  him  hang- 
ing the  wrong  way,  and  the  water  streaming  off  at  every 
thread  in  his  threadbare  dress.     But  the  moment  they  set 
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were  soldiers  again,  Looking  over  their  glazed  stocks  more 
oomposed.lv  than  ever. 

The  half-sobered  recruit  glanced  round  for  a  moment, 
as  if  his  lirst  impulse  were  to  express  some  gratitude  for 
his  preservation,  bui  seeing  them  with  this  air  of  total 
unconcern,  and  having  his  wet  pipe  presented  to  him 
with  an  oath  by  the  soldier  who  had  been  by  Bar  the  most- 
anxious  of  the  parly,  he  stuck  it  in  his  mouth,  thrust  his 
hands  into  his  moist  pockets,  and  without  even  shaking 
the  water  off  his  clothes,  walked  on  board  whistling;  not 
to  say  as  if  nothing  had  happened,  but  as  if  he  had  meant 
to  do  it,  and  it  had  been  a  perfect  success. 

Our  steamboat  came  up  directly  this  had  left  the  wharf, 
and  soon  bore  us  to  the  mouth  of  the  Niagara:  where  the 
Stars  and  Stripes  of  America  flutter  on  one  side,  and  tiie 
Union  Jack  of  England  on  the  other:  and  so  narrow  is 
the  space  between  them  that  the  sentinels  in  either  fort 
can  often  hear  the  watchword  of  the  other  country  given. 
Thence  we  emerged  on  Lake  Ontario,  an  inland  sea;  and 
by  half-past  six  o'clock  were  at  Toronto. 

The  country  round  this  town  being  very  flat,  is  bare  of 
scenic  interest;  but  the  town  itself  is  full  of  life  and 
motion,  bustle,  business,  and  improvement.  The  streets 
are  well  paved,  and  lighted  with  gas;  the  houses  are 
large  and  good;  the  shops  excellent.  Many  of  them  have 
a  display  of  goods  in  their  windows,  such  as  may  be  seen 
in  thriving  county  towns  in  England  ;  and  there  are  some 
which  would  do  no  discredit  to  the  metropolis  itself. 
There  is  a  good  stone  prison  here ;  and  there  are,  besides 
a  handsome  church,  a  court-house,  public  offices,  many 
commodious  private  residences,  and  a  Government  ob- 
servatory for  noting  and  recording  the  magnetic  variations. 
In  the  College  of  Upper  Canada,  wdiich  is  one  of  the 
public  establishments  of  the  city,  a  sound  education  in 
every  department  of  polite  learning  can  be  had,  at  a  very 
moderate  expense:  the  annual  charge  for  the  instruction 
of  each  pupil,  not  exceeding  nine  pounds  sterling.  It  has 
pretty  good  endowments  in  the  way  of  land,  and  is  a 
valuable  and  useful  institution. 

'  The  first  stone  of  a  new  college  had  been  laid  but  a  few 
days  before,  by  the  Governor  General.  It  will  be  a  hand- 
some, spacious   edifice,  approached  by   a    long    avenue, 
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which  is  already  planted  and  made  available  as  a  public 
walk.  The  town  is  well  adapted  for  wholesome  exercise 
at  all  seasons,  for  the  footways  in  the  thoroughfares 
which  lie  beyond  the  principal  street,  are  planked  like 
floors,  and  kept  in  a  very  good  and  clean  repair. 

It  is  a  matter  of  deep  regret  that  political  differences 
should  have  run  high  in  tins  place,  and  led  to  the  most 
discreditable  and  disgraceful  results.  It  is  not  long  since 
guns  were  discharged  from  a  window  in  this  town  at  the 
successful  candidates  in  an  election,  and  the  coachman  of 
one  of  them  was  actually  shot  in  the  body,  though  not 
dangerously  wounded.  But  one  man  was  killed  on  the 
same  occasion;  and  from  the  very  window  whence  he 
received  his  death,  the  very  flag  which  shielded  his  mur- 
derer (not  only  in  the  commission  of  his  crime,  but  from 
its  consequences),  was  displayed  again  on  the  occasion  of 
the  public  ceremony  performed  by  the  Governor  General, 
to  which  I  have  just  adverted.  Of  all  the  colors  in  the 
rainbow,  there  is  but  one  which  courd  be  so  employed:  I 
need  not  say  that  flag  was  orange. 

The  time  of  leaving  Toronto  for  Kmgston  is  noon.  By 
eight  o'clock  next  morning,  the  traveller  is  at  the  end 
of  his  journey,  which  is  performed  Dy  steamboat  upon 
Lake  Ontario,  calling  at  Port  Hope  and  Coburg,  the  latter 
a  cheerful  thriving  little  town.  Vast  quantities  of  flour 
form  the  chief  item  in  the  freight  of  these  vessels.  We 
had  no  fewer  than  one  thousand  and  eighty  barrels  on 
board,  between  Coburg  and  Kingston. 

The  latter  place,  which  is  now  the  seat  of  government 
in  Canada,  is  a  very  poor  town,  rendered  still  poorer  in  the 
appearance  of  its  market-place  by  the  ravages  of  a  recent 
fire.  Indeed,  it  may  be  said  of  Kingston,  that  one  half  of 
it  appears  to  be  burnt  down,  and  the  other  half  not  to  be 
built  up.  The  Government  House  is  neither  elegant  nor 
commodious,  yet  it  is  almost  the  only  house  of  any  impor- 
tance in  the  neighborhood. 

There  is  an  admirable  jail  here,  well  and  wisely  governed, 
and  excellently  regulated,  in  every  respect.  The  men 
were  employed  as  shoemakers,  ropemakers,  blacksmiths, 
tailors,  carpenters,  and  stonecutters;  and  in  building  a 
new  prison,  which  was  pretty  far  advanced  towards  com- 
pletion. The  female  prisoners  were  occupied  in  needle- 
work. Among  them  was  a  beautiful  girl  of  twenty,  who 
i5 
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had  been  there  nearly  (luce  years.  She  acted  as  hearer 
crel  despatches  for  the  self-styled  Patriots  on  Navy 
Island,  during  the  Canadian  tnsurreotion :  sometimes 
dressing  as  a  girl,  and  carrying  them  in  her  stays:  some- 
times  attiring  herself  as  a  boy,  and  secreting  t hem  in  tl  e 
lining  of  her  hat.     [n  the  latter  character  she  always  rode 

as  a  h.>y  would,  which  was  nothing  to  her,  for   she  could 

govern  any  horse  thai  any  man  could  ride,  and  could 
drive   four-in-hand  with   the  best  whip  in   those  parts. 

Setting  forth  on  one  of  her  patriotic  missions,  she  appro- 
priated to  herself  the  first  horse  she  could  lay  her  hands 
on,  and  this  offence  had  brought  her  where  I  saw  her. 
She  had  quite  a  lovely  face,  though,  as  the  reader  may 
suppose  from  this  sketch  of  her  history,  there  was  a 
lurking  devil  in  her  bright  eye,  which  looked  out  pretty 
sharply  from  between  her  prison  bars. 

There  is  a  bomb-proof  fort  here  of  great  strength,  which 
occupies  a  bold  position,  and  is  capable,  doubtless,  of  doing 
good  service;  though  the  town  is  much  too  close  upon 
the  frontier  to  be  long  held,  I  should  imagine,  for  its 
present  purpose  in  troubled  times.  There  is  also  a  small 
navy-yard,  where  a  couple  of  Government  steamboats 
were  building,  and  getting  on  vigorously. 

We  left  Kingston  for  Montreal  on  the  tenth  of  May,  at 
half-past  nine  in  the  morning,  and  proceeded  in  a  steam- 
boat down  the  St.  Lawrence  River  The  beauty  of  this 
noble  stream  at  almost  any  point,  but  especially  in  the 
commencement  of  this  journey  when  it  winds  its  way 
among  the  thousand  islands,  can  hardly  be  imagined. 
The  number  and  constant  successions  of  these  islands,  all 
green  and  richly  wooded;  their  fluctuating  sizes,  some  so 
large  that  for  half  an  hour  together  one  among  them  will 
appear  as  the  opposite  bank  of  the  river,  and  some  so 
small  that  they  are  mere  dimples  on  its  broad  bosom  ; 
their  infinite  variety  of  shapes;  and  the  numberless 
combinations  of  beautiful  forms  which  the  trees  growing 
on  them  present :  all  form  a  picture  fraught  with  uncom- 
mon interest  and  pleasure. 

In  the  afternoon  we  shot  down  some  rapids  where  the 
river  boiled  and  bubbled  strangely,  and  where  the  force 
and  headlong  violence  of  the  current  were  tremendous. 
At  seven  o'clock  we  reached  Dickenson's  Landing,  whence 
travellers  proceed  for  two  or  three  hours  by  stage-coach : 
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the  navigation  of  the  river  being  rendered  so  dangerous 
and  difficult  in  the  interval,  by  rapids,  that  steamboats 
do  not  make  the  passage.  The  number  and  length  of 
those  portages,  over  which  the  roads  are  bad,  and  the 
travelling  slow,  render  the  way  between  the  towns  of 
Montreal  and  Kingston  somewhat  tedious. 

Our  course  lay  over  a  wide,  uninclosed  tract  of  country 
at  a  little  distance  from  the  river  side,  whence  the  blight 
warning  lights  on  the  dangerous  parts  of  the  St.  Lawrence 
shone  vividly.  The  night  was  dark  and  raw,  and  the 
way  dreary  enough.  It  was  nearly  ten  o'clock  when  we 
reached  the  wharf  where  the  next  steamboat  lay;  and 
went  on  board,  and  to  bed. 

She  lay  there  all  night,  and  started  as  soon  as  it  was 
day.  The  morning  was  ushered  in  by  a  violent  thunder- 
storm, and  was  very  wet,  but  gradually  improved  and 
brightened  up.  Going  on  deck  after  breakfast,  I  was 
amazed  to  see  floating  down  with  the  stream,  a  most 
gigantic  raft,  with  some  thirty  or  forty  wooden  houses 
upon  it,  and  at  least  as  many  flag- masts,  so  that  it  looked 
like  a  nautical  street.  I  saw  many  of  these  rafts  after- 
wards, but  never  one  so  large.  All  the  timber,  or 
"lumber,"  as  it  is  called  in  America,  which  is  brought 
down  the  St.  Lawrence,  is  floated  down  in  this  manner. 
When  the  raft  reaches  its  place  of  destination,  it  is  broken 
up ;  the  materials  are  sold,  and  the  boatmen  return  for 
more. 

At  eight  we  landed  again,  and  travelled  by  a  stage- 
coach for  four  hours  through  a  pleasant  and  well  culti- 
vated country,  perfectly  French  in  every  respect :  in  the 
appearance  of  the  cottages  ;  the  air,  language,  and  dress 
of  the  peasantry  ;  the  signboards  on  the  shops  and  taverns ; 
and  the  Virgin's  shrines  and  crosses,  by  the  wayside. 
Nearly  every  common  laborer  and  boy,  though  he  had 
no  shoes  to  his  feet,  wore  round  his  waist  a  sash  of  some 
bright  color*  generally  red :  and  the  women,  who  were 
working  in  the  fields  and  gardens,  and  doing  all  kinds  of 
husbandry,  wore,  one  and  all,  great  flat  straw  hats  with 
most  capacious  brims.  There  were  Catholic  Priests  and 
Sisters  of  Charity  in  the  village  streets;  and  images  of 
the  Saviour  at  the  corners  of  cross-roads,  and  in  other 
public  places. 

At  noon  we  went  on  board  another  steamboat,  and 
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reached  the  village  of  Lachine,  nine  miles  from  Montreal, 
by  three  o'clock.    There,  we  left  the  river,  and  went  on 

by  land. 

Montreal  is  pleasantly  situated  on  the  margin  of  the 
St.  Lawrence,  and  is  hacked  by  some  bold  heights,  about 
which  there  are  charming  rides  and  drives.  The  streets 
are  generally  narrow  and  irregular,  as  in  most  French 
towns  of  any  age:  but  in  the  more  modem  parts  of  the 
city,  they  are  wide  and  airy.  They  display  a  great  variety 
of  very  good  shops;  and  both  in  the  town  and  suburbs 
there  are  many  excellent  private  dwellings.  The  granite 
quays  are  remarkable  for  their  beauty, solidity,  and  extent. 

There  is  a  very  large  Catholic  cathedral  here,  recently 
erected;  with  two  tall  spires,  of  which  one  is  yet  unfin- 
ished.  In  the  open  space  in  front  of  this  ediiice,  stands  a 
solitary,  grim-looking,  square  brick  tower,  which  has  a 
quaint  and  remarkable  appearance,  and  which  the  wise- 
acres of  the  place  have  consequently  determined  to  pull 
down  immediately.  The  Government  House  is  very 
superior  to  that  at  Kingston,  and  the  town  is  full  of  life 
and  bustle.  In  one  of  the  suburbs  is  a  plank  road — not 
footpath — five  or  six  miles  long,  and  a  famous  road  it  is 
too.  All  the  rides  in  the  vicinity  were  made  douhly  in- 
teresting by  the  bursting  out  of  spring,  which  is  here  so 
rapid,  that  it  is  but  a  day's  leap  from  barren  winter,  to 
the  blooming  youth  of  summer. 

The  steamboats  to  Quebec  perform  the  journey  in  the 
night ;  that  is  to  say,  they  leave  Montreal  at  six  in  the 
evening,  and  arrive  in  Quebec  at  six  next  morning.  We 
made  this  excursion  during  our  stay  in  Montreal  (which 
exceeded  a  fortnight),  and  were  charmed  by  its  interest 
and  beauty. 

The  impression  made  upon  the  visitor  by  this  Gibraltar 
of  America :  its  giddy  heights ;  its  citadel  suspended,  as 
it  were,  in  the  air;  its  picturesque  steep  streets  and 
frowning  gateways  ;  and  the  splendid  views  which  burst 
upon  the  eye  at  every  turn  :  is  at  once  unique  and  last- 
ing. It  is  a  place  not  to  be  forgotten  or  mixed  up  in  the 
mind  with  other  places,  or  altered  for  a  moment  in  the 
crowd  of  scenes  a  traveller  can  recall.  Apart  from  the 
realities  of  this  most  picturesque  city,  there  are  associa- 
tions clustering  about  it  which  would  make  a  desert  rich 
in  interest.     The  dangerous  precipice  along  whose  rocky 
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front  Wolfe  and  his  brave  companions  climbed  to  glory  ; 
the  Plains  of  Abraham,  where  he  received  his  mortal 
wound;  the  fortress,  so  chivalrously  deft  nded  by  Mont- 
calm; and  his  soldier's  grave,  dug  for  him  while  yet 
alive,  by  the  bursting  of  a  shell ;  are  not  the  least  among 
them,  or  among  the  gallant  incidents  of  history.  That 
is  a  noble  Monument  too,  and  worthy  of  two  great 
nations,  which  perpetuates  the  memory  of  both  brave 
generals,  and  on  which  their  names  are  jointly  written. 

The  city  is  rich  in  public  institutions  and  in  Catholic 
churches  and  charities,  but  it  is  mainly  in  the  prospects 
from  the  site  of  the  Old  Government  House,  and  from  the 
Citadel,  that  its  surpassing  beauty  lies.  The  exquisite 
expanse  of  country,  rich  in  field  and  forest,  mountain- 
height  and  water,  which  lies  stretched  out  before  the 
view,  with  miles  of  Canadian  villages,  glancing  in  long 
white  streaks,  like  veins  along  the  landscape ;  the  motley 
crowd  of  gables,  roofs,  and  chimney-tops  in  the  old  hilly 
town  immediately  at  hand;  the  beautiful  St.  Lawrence 
sparkling  and  flashing  in  the  sunlight ;  and  the  tiny 
ships  below  the  rock  from  which  you  gaze,  whose  distant 
rigging  looks  like  spiders'  webs  against  the  light,  while 
casks  and  barrels  on  their  decks  dwindle  into  toys,  and 
busy  mariners  become  so  many  puppets :  all  this,  framed 
by  a  sunken  window  in  the  fortress  and  looked  at  from 
the  shadowed  room  within,  forms  one  of  the  brightest  and 
the  most  enchanting  pictures  that  the  eye  can  rest  upon. 

In  the  spring  of  the  year,  vast  numbers  of  emigrants 
who  have  newly  arrived  from  England  or  from  Ireland, 
pass  between  Quebec  and  Montreal  on  their  way  to  the 
backwoods  and  new  settlements  of  Canada.  If  it  be  an 
entertaining  lounge  (as  I  very  often  found  it)  to  take  a 
morning  stroll  upon  the  quay  at  Montreal,  and  see  them 
grouped  in  hundreds  on  the  public  wharfs  about  their 
chests  and  boxes,  it  is  matter  of  deep  interest  to  be  their 
fellow-passenger  on  one  of  these  steamboats,  and,  min- 
gling with  the  concourse,  see  and  hear  them  unobserved. 

The  vessel  in  which  we  returned  from  Quebec  to  Mon- 
treal was  crowded  with  them,  and  at  night  they  spread 
their  beds  between  decks  (those  who  had  beds,  at  least), 
and  slept  so  close  and  thick  about  our  cabin  door,  that 
the  passage  to  and  fro  was  quite  blocked  up.  They  were 
nearly   all  English ;    from    Gloucestershire  the  greater 
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part  ;  and  had  had  a  long  winter-passage  out:  but  it  was 

wonderful  to  see  how  clean  the  children  had  been  kept, 
and   how   untiring  in  their  love  and  self-denial  all  the 

poor  parents  were. 

Cant  as  we  may,  and  as  we  shall  to  the  end  of  all 
things,  it  is  very  much  harder  for  the  poor  bo  be  virtuous 

than  it  is  for  the  rich;  and  the  good  that  is  in  them  shines 
the  brighter  for  it.  In  many  a  noble  mansion  lives  a  man, 
the  best  of  husbands  and  of  fathers,  whose  private  worth 
in  both  capacities  is  justly  lauded  to  the  skies.  But 
bring  him  here,  upon  this  crowded  deck.  Strip  from  his 
fair  young  wife  her  silken  dress  and  jewels,  unbind  her 
braided  hair,  stamp  early  wrinkles  on  her  brow,  pinch 
her  pale  cheek  with  care  and  much  privation,  array  her 
faded  form  in  coarsely  patched  attire,  let  there  he  noth- 
ing but  his  love  to  set  her  forth  or  deck  her  out,  and 
you  shall  put  it  to  the  proof  indeed.  So  change  his 
station  in  the  world,  that  he  shall  see  in  those  young 
things  who  climh  about  his  knee :  not  records  of  his 
wealth  and  name:  but  little  wrestlers  with  him  for  his 
daily  bread;  so  many  poachers  on  his  scanty  meal;  so 
many  units  to  divide  his  every  sum  of  comfort,  and 
farther  to  reduce  its  small  amount.  In  lieu  of  the  en- 
dearments of  childhood  in  its  sweetest  aspect,  heap  upon 
him  all  its  pains  and  wants,  its  sicknesses  and  ills,  its 
fretfulness,  caprice,  and  querulous  endurance :  let  its 
prattle  be,  not  of  engaging  infant  fancies,  but  of  cold, 
and  thirst,  and  hunger:  and  if  his  fatherly  affection  out- 
live all  this,  and  he  he  patient,  watchful,  tender;  careful 
of  his  children's  lives,  and  mindful  always  of  their  joys 
and  sorrows;  then  send  him  hack  to  Parliament,  and 
Pulpit,  and  to  Quarter  Sessions,  and  when  he  hears  fine 
talk  of  the  depravity  of  those  who  live  from  hand  to 
mouth,  and  labor  hard  to  do  it,  let  him  speak  up,  as  one 
who  knows,  and  tell  those  holders  forth  that  they,  by 
parallel  with  such  a  class,  should  he  High  Angels  in  their 
daily  lives,  and  lay  but  humble  siege  to  Heaven  at  last. 

Which  of  us  shall  say  what  he  would  be,  if  such  real- 
ities, with  small  relief  or  change  all  through  his  days, 
were  Ids!  Looking  round  upon  these  people:  far  from 
home,  houseless,  indigent,  wandering,  weary  with  travel 
and  hard  living:  and  seeing  how  patiently  they  nursed 
and  tended  their   young  children ;  how  they  consulted 
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ever  their  wants  first,  then  half  supplied  their  own; 
what  gentle  ministers  of  hope  and  faith  the  women  were; 
how  the  men  profited  by  their  example;  and  how  very, 
very  seldom  even  a  moment's  petulance  or  harsh  com- 
plaint broke  out  among  them  :  I  felt  a  stronger  love  and 
honor  of  my  kind  come  glowing  on  my  heart,  and  wished 
to  God  there  had  been  many  Atheists  in  the  better  part 
of  human  nature  there,  to  read  with  me  this  simple 
lesson  in  the  book  of  Life. 

We  left  Montreal  for  New  York  again,  on  the  thirtieth 
of  May  ;  crossing  to  La  Prairie,  on  the  opposite  shore  of 
the  St.  Lawrence,  in  a  steamboat;  we  then  took  the  rail- 
road to  St.  John's,  which  is  on  the  brink  of  Lake  Cham- 
plain.  Our  last  greeting  in  Canada  was  from  the  Eng- 
lish officers  in  the  pleasant  barracks  at  that  place  (a  class 
of  gentlemen  who  had  made  every  hour  of  our  visit  mem- 
orable by  their  hospitality  and  friendship) ;  and  with 
"Rule  Britannia"  sounding  in  our  ears,  soon  left  it  far 
behind. 

But  Canada  has  held,  and  always  will  retain,  a  fore- 
most place  in  my  remembrance.  Few  Englishmen  are 
prepared  to  find  it  what  it  is.  Advancing  quietly ;  old 
differences  settling  down,  and  being  fast  forgotten;  pub- 
lic feeling  and  private  enterprise  alike  in  a  sound  and 
wholesome  state ;  nothing  of  flush  or  fever  in  its  system, 
but  health  and  vigor  throbbing  in  its  steady  pulse :  it  is 
full  of  hope  and  promise.  To  me — who  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  think  of  it  as  something  left  behind  in  the  strides 
of  advancing  society,  as  something  neglected  and  forgot- 
ten, slumbering  and  wasting  in  its  sleep — the  demand 
for  labor  and  the  rates  of  wages ;  the  busy  quays  of  Mon- 
treal ;  the  vessels  taking  in  their  cargoes,  and  discharging 
them ;  the  amount  of  shipping  in  the  different  ports ;  the 
commerce,  roads,  and  public  works,  all  made  to  last  ;  the 
respectability  and  character  of  the  public  journals  ;  and 
the  amount  of  rational  comfort  and  happiness  which 
honest  industry  may  earn  :  were  very  great  surprises. 
The  steamboats  on  the  lakes,  in  their  conveniences, 
cleanliness,  and  safety;  in  the  gentlemanly  character 
and  bearing  of  their  captains ;  and  in  the  politeness  and 
perfect  comfort  of  their  social  regulations;  are  unsur- 
passed even  by  the  famous  Scotch  vessels,  deservedly  so 
much   esteemed  at  home.     The  inns   are  usually   bad; 
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because  the  custom  of  boarding  a1  hotels  is  not  so  general 
here  as  in  bbe  States^  and  the  British  officers,  who  fosrm 
:i  large  portion  of  the  society  of  every  town,  live  chiefly 
at  the  regimental  messes:  but  in  every  other  respect,  the 
traveller  in  Canada  will  find  as  good  provision  for  his 
comfort  as  in  any  place  1  know. 

There  is  one  American  boat— the  vessel  which  carried 
us  on  Lake  Champlain,  from  St.  John's  to  Whitehall — 
which  I  praise  very  highly,  hut  no  more  than  it  deserves, 
when  I  say  thai  it  is  superior  even  to  that  in  which  we 
went  from  Queenstown  to  Toronto,  or  to  that,  in  which  we 
travelled  from  the  latter  place  to  Kingston,  or  I  have  no 
doubt  I  may  add  to  any  other  in  the  world.  This  steam- 
boat, which  is  called  the  Burlington,  is  a  perfectly 
exquisite  achievement  of  neatness,  elegance,  and  order. 
The  decks  are  drawing-rooms;  the  cabins  are  boudoirs, 
choicely  furnished  and  adorned  with  prints,  pictures,  and 
musical  instruments;  every  nook  and  corner  in  the  vessel 
is  a  perfect  curiosity  of  graceful  comfort  and  heautiful 
contrivance.  Captain  Sherman,  her  commander,  to 
whose  ingenuity  and  excellent  taste  these  results  are 
solely  attributable,  has  hravely  and  worthily  distinguished 
himself  on  more  than  one  trying  occasion:  not  least 
among  them,  in  having  the  moral  courage  to  carry  British 
troops,  at  a  time  (during  the  Canadian  rebellion)  when 
no  other  conveyance  was  open  to  them.  He  and  his 
vessel  are  held  in  universal  respect,  both  by  his  own 
countrymen  and  ours;  and  no  man  ever  enjoyed  the  popu- 
lar esteem,  who,  in  his  sphere  of  action,  won  and  wore 
it  better  than  this  gentleman. 

By  means  of  this  floating  palace  we  were  soon  in  the 
United  States  again,  and  called  that  evening  at  Burlington  ; 
a  pretty  town,  where  we  lay  an  hour  or  so.  We  reached 
Whitehall  where  we  were  to  disembark,  at  six  next  morn- 
ing ;  and  might  have  done  so  earlier,  but  that  these  steam- 
boats lie  by  for  some  hours  in  the  night,  in  consequence 
of  the  lake  becoming  very  narrow  at  that  part  of  the 
journey,  and  difficult  of  navigation  in  the  dark.  Its 
width  is  so  contracted  at  one  point,  indeed,  that  they  are 
obliged  to  warp  round  by  means  of  a  rope. 

After  breakfasting  at  Whitehall,  we  took  the  stage- 
coach for  Albany  :  a  large  and  busy  town,  where  we 
arrived  between  five  and  six  o'clock  that  afternoon  ;  after 
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a  very  hot  day's  journey,  for  we  were  now  in  the  height 
of  summer  again.  At  seven  we  started  for  New  York 
on  hoard  a  great  North  River  steamboat,  which  w;is  so 
crowded  with  passengers  that  the  upper  deek  was  like  the 
box  lobby  of  a  theatre  between  the  pieces,  and  the  lower 
one  like  Tottenham  Court  Road  on  a  Saturday  night. 
But  we  slept  soundly,  notwithstanding,  and  soon  after 
five  o'clock  next  morning  reached  New  York. 

Tarrying  here,  only  that  day  and  night,  to  recruit  after 
our  late  fatigues,  we  started  off  once  more  upon  our  last 
journey  in  America.  We  had  yet  five  days  to  spare  be- 
fore embarking  for  England,  and  I  had  a  great  desire  to 
see  "  the  Shaker  Village,"  which  is  peopled  by  a  religious 
sect  from  whom  it  takes  its  name. 

To  this  end,  we  went  up  the  North  River  again,  as  far 
as  the  town  of  Hudson,  and  there  hired  an  extra  to  carry 
us  to  Lebanon,  thirty  miles  distant:  and  of  course  another 
and  a  different  Lebanon  from  that  village  where  I  slept 
on  the  night  of  the  Prairie  trip. 

The  country  through  which  the  road  meandered,  was 
rich  and  beautiful  ;  the  weather  very  fine;  and  for  many 
miles  the  Kaatskill  Mountains,  where  Rip  Van  Winkle 
and  the  ghostly  Dutchmen  played  at  ninepins  one  mem- 
orable gusty  afternoon,  towered  in  the  blue  distance,  like 
stately  clouds.  At  one  point,  as  we  ascended  a  steep 
hill,  athwart  whose  base  a  railroad,  yet  constructing,  took 
its  course,  we  came  upon  an  Irish  colony.  With  means 
at  hand  of  building  decent  cabins,  it  was  wonderful  to  see 
how  clumsy,  rough,  and  wretched,  its  hovels  were.  The 
best  were  poor  protection  from  the  weather  ;  the  worst 
let  in  the  wind  and  rain  through  wide  breaches  in  the 
roofs  of  sodden  grass,  and  in  the  walls  of  mud ;  some  had 
neither  door  nor  window  ;  some  had  nearly  fallen  down, 
and  were  imperfectly  propped  up  by  stakes  and  poles  ; 
all  were  ruinous  and  filthy.  Hideously  ugly  old  women 
and  very  buxom  young  ones,  pigs,  dogs,  men,  children, 
babies,  pots,  kettles,  dunghills,  vile  refuse,  rank  straw, 
and  standing  water,  all  wallowing  together  in  an  in- 
separable heap,  composed  the  furniture  of  every  dark 
and  dirty  hut. 

Between  nine  and  ten  o'clock  at  night,  we  arrived  at 
Lebanon  :  which  is  renowned  for  its  warm  baths,  and  for 
a  great  hotel,  well  adapted,  I  have  no  doubt,  to   the 
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gregarious  taste  of  those  seekers  after  health  or  pleasure 
who  repair  here,  but  inexpressibly  comfortless  to  me. 
w  i  were  shown  into  an  immense  apartment,  lighted  by 
two  dim  candles,  called  the  drawing-room  :  from  which 
there  was  ;i  descent  by  a  flight  of  steps,  to  another  vast 
;,  called  the  dining-room:  our  bed-chambers  were 
among  certain  long  rows  of  little  whitewashed  cells, 
which  opened  from  either  side  of  a  dreary  passage  ;  and 
were  so  like  rooms  in  a  prison  that  1  half  expected  to  be 
locked  up  when  I  went  to  bed,  and  listened  involuntarily 
for  the  turning  of  the  key  on  the  outside.  There  need 
be  baths  somewhere  in  the  neighborhood,  for  the  other 
washing  arrangements  were  on  as  limited  a  scale  as  I  ever 
saw,  even  in  America  :  indeed,  these  bedrooms  were  so 
very  hare  of  even  such  common  luxuries  as  chairs,  that  I 
should  say  they  were  not  provided  with  enough  of  any- 
thing, but  that  I  bethink  myself  of  our  having  been  most 
bountifully  bitten  all  night. 

The  house  is  very  pleasantly  situated,  however,  and 
we  had  a  good  breakfast.  That  done,  we  went  to  visit 
our  place  of  destination,  which  was  some  two  miles  off, 
and  the  way  to  which  was  soon  indicated  by  a  finger- 
post, whereon  was  painted,  "  To  the  Shaker  Village." 

As  we  rode  along,  we  passed  a  party  of  Shakers,  who 
were  at  work  upon  the  road  ;  who  wore  the  broadest  of 
all  broad-brimmed  hats;  and  were  in  all  visible  respects 
such  very  wooden  men,  that  I  felt  about  as  much  sym- 
pathy for  them,  and  as  much  interest  in  them,  as  if  they 
had  been  so  many  figure-heads  of  ships.  Presently  we 
came  to  the  beginning  of  the  village,  and  alighting  at  the 
door  of  a  house  where  the  Shaker  manufactures  are  sold, 
and  which  is  the  headquarters  of  the  elders,  requested 
permission  to  see  the  Shaker  worship. 

Pending  the  conveyance  of  this  request  to  some  person 
in  authority,  we  walked  into  a  grim  room,  where  several 
grim  hats  were  hanging  on  grim  pegs,  and  the  time  was 
grimly  told  by  a  grim  clock,  which  uttered  every  tick 
with  a  kind  of  struggle,  as  if  it  broke  the  grim  silence 
reluctantly,  and  under  protest.  Ranged  against  the  wall 
were  six  or  eight  stiff  high-backed  chairs,  and  they  partook 
so  strongly  of  the  general  grimuess,  thatone  would  much 
rather  have  sat  on  the  floor  than  incured  the  smallest 
obligation  to  any  of  them. 
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Presently,  there  stalked  into  this  apartment,  a  grim  old 
Shaker,  with  eyes  as  hard,  and  dull,  and  cold,  as  the  great 
round  metal  buttons  on  his  coat  and  waistcoat:  a  sort  of 
calm  goblin.  Being  informed  of  our  desire,  he  produced 
a  newspaper  wherein  the  body  of  elders,  whereof  he  was 
a  member,  had  advertised  but  a  few  days  before,  that  in 
consequence  of  certain  unseemly  interruptions  which  their 
worship  had  received  from  strangers,  their  chapel  was 
closed  to  the  public  for  the  space  of  one  year. 

As  nothing  was  to  be  urged  in  opposition  to  this  reason- 
able arrangement,  we  requested  leave  to  make  some  trifling 
purchases  of  Shaker  goods  ;  which  was  grimly  conceded. 
We  accordingly  repaired  to  a  store  on  the  same  house  and 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  passage,  where  the  stock  was 
presided  over  by  something  alive  in  a  russet  case,  which 
the  elder  said  was  a  woman ;  and  which  I  suppose  was  a 
woman,  though  I  should  not  have  suspected  it. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  was  their  place  of  wor- 
ship ;  a  cool  clean  edifice  of  wood,  with  large  windows  and 
green  blinds:  like  a  spacious  summer-house.  As  there 
was  no  getting  into  this  place,  and  nothing  was  to  be  done 
but  walk  up  and  down,  and  look  at  it  and  the  other  build- 
ings in  the  village  (which  were  chiefly  of  wood,  painted  a 
dark  red  like  English  barns,  and  composed  of  many  stories 
like  English  factories),  I  have  nothing  to  communicate  to 
the  reader,  beyond  the  scanty  results  I  gleaned  the  while 
our  purchases  were  making. 

These  people  are  called  Shakers  from  their  peculiar  form 
of  adoration,  which  consists  of  a  dance,  performed  by  the 
men  and  women  of  all  ages,  who  arrange  themselves  for 
that  purpose  in  opposite  parties  ;  the  men  first  divesting 
themselves  of  their  hats  and  coats,  which  they  gravely 
hang  against  the  wall  before  they  begin;  and  tying  a  rib- 
bon round  their  shirt-sleeves,  as  though  they  were  going 
to  be  bled.  They  accompany  themselves  with  a  droning, 
humming  noise,  and  dance  until  they  are  quite  exhausted, 
alternately  advancing  and  retiring  in  a  preposterous  sort 
of  trot.  The  effect  is  said  to  be  unspeakably  absurd :  and 
if  I  may  judge  from  a  print  of  this  ceremony  which  T  have 
in  my  possession;  and  which  I  am  informed  by  those  who 
have  visited  the  chapel,  is  perfectly  accurate;  it  must  be 
infinitely  grotesque. 

They  are  governed  by  a  woman,  and  her  rule  is  under- 
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stood  to  be  absolute,  tbougb  she  has  the  assistance  of  a 
Council  of  fl'Urs.  She  lives,  it  is  said,  in  strict  seclusion, 
in  certain  rooms  above  the  chapel,  and  is  never  shown  to 
profane  eyes.     If  she  at  all  resemble  the  lady  who  presided 

over  the  store,  it  is  a  great  charity  to  keep  her  as  close  as 
possible,  and  I  oannol  too  strongly  express  my  perfect 
concurrence  in  this  benevolent  proceeding. 

All  the  possessions  and  revenues  of  the  settlement  are 
thrown  into  a  common  stock,  which  is  managed  hy  the 
elders.  As  they  have  made  converts  among  people  who 
were  well  to  do  in  the  world,  and  are  frugal  and  thrifty,  it 
is  understood  that  this  fund  prospers:  the  more  especially 
as  they  have  made  large  purchases  of  land.  Nor  is  this  at 
Lebanon  the  only  Shaker  settlement:  there  are,  I  think, 
at  least,  three  others. 

They  are  good  farmers,  and  all  their  produce  is  eagerly 
purchased  and  highly  esteemed.  "Shaker  seeds,"  "Shaker 
herbs,"  and  "Shaker  distilled  waters,"  are  commonly 
announced  for  sale  in  the  shops  of  towns  and  cities.  They 
are  good  breeders  of  cattle,  and  are  kind  and  merciful  to 
the  brute  creation.  Consequently,  Shaker  beasts  seldom 
fail  to  find  a  ready  market. 

They  eat  and  drink,  together,  after  the  Spartan  model, 
at  a  great  public  table.  There  is  no  union  of  the  sexes, 
and  every  Shaker,  male  or  female,  is  devoted  to  a  life  of 
celibacy.  Rumor  has  been  busy  upon  this  theme,  but  here 
again  I  must  refer  to  the  lady  of  the  store,  and  say,  that 
if  many  of  the  sister  Shakers  resemble  her,  1  treat  all  such 
slander  as  bearing  on  its  face  the  strongest  marks  of  wild 
improbability.  But  that  they  take  as  proselytes,  persons 
so  young  that  they  cannot  know  their  own  minds,  and 
cannot  possess  much  strength  of  resolution  in  this  or  any 
other  respect,  I  can  assert  from  my  own  observation  of 
the  extreme  juvenility  of  certain  youthful  Shakers  whom 
I  saw  at  work  among  the  party  on  the  road. 

They  are  said  to  be  good  drivers  of  bargains,  but  to  be 
honest  and  just  in  their  transactions,  and  even  in  horse- 
dealing  to  resist  those  thievish  tendencies  winch  would 
seem,  for  some  undiscovered  reason,  to  be  almost  insepar- 
able from  that  branch  of  traffic.  In  all  matters  they  hold 
their  own  course  quietly,  live  in  their  gloomy  silent  com- 
monwealth, and  show  little  desire  to  interfere  with  other 
people. 


AMERICAN  NOTES.  221 

This  is  well  enough,  but  nevertheless  T  cannot,  T  confess, 
incline  towards  the  Shakers ;  view  them  with  much  favor, 
or  extend  towards  them  any  very  lenient  construction. 
I  so  ahhor,  and  from  my  soul  detest  that  bad  spirit,  no 
mutter  by  what  class  or  sect  it  may  be  entertained,  which 
would  strip  life  of  its  healthful  graces,  rob  youth  of  its 
innocent  pleasures,  pluck  from  maturity  and  age  their 
pleasant  ornaments,  and  make  existence  but  a  narrow  path 
towards  the  grave:  that  odious  spirit  which,  if  it  could 
have  had  full  scope  and  sway  upon  the  earth,  must  have 
blasted  and  made  barren  the  imaginations  of  the  greatest 
men,  and  left  them,  in  their  power  of  raising  up  enduring 
images  before  their  fellow-creatures  yet  unborn,  no  better 
than  the  beasts:  that,  in  these  very  broad-brimmed  hats 
and  very  sombre  coats — in  stiff-necked  solenm-visaged 
piety,  in  short,  no  matter  what  its  garb,  whether  it  have 
cropped  hair  as  in  a  Shaker  village,  or  long  nails  as  in  a 
Hindoo  temple — I  recognize  the  worst  among  the  enemies 
of  Heaven  and  Earth,  who  turn  the  water  at  the  marriage 
feasts  of  this  poor  world,  not  into  wine  but  gall.  And  if 
there  must  be  people  vowed  to  crush  the  harmless  fancies 
and  the  love  of  innocent  delights  and  gayeties,  which  are 
a  part  of  human  nature:  as  much  a  part  of  it  as  any 
other  love  or  hope  that  is  our  common  portion :  let  them, 
for  me,  stand  openly  revealed  among  the  ribald  and 
licentious ;  the  very  idiots  know  that  they  are  not  on  the 
Immortal  road,  and  will  despise  them,  and  avoid  them 
readily. 

Leaving  the  Shaker  village  with  a  hearty  dislike  of 
the  old  Shakers,  and  a  hearty  pity  for  the  young  ones: 
tempered  by  the  strong  probability  of  their  running  away 
as  they  grow  older  and  wiser,  which  they  not  uncommonly 
do :  we  returned  to  Lebanon,  and  so  to  Hudson,  by  the 
way  we  had  come  upon  the  previous  day.  There,  we 
took  the  steamboat  down  the  North  River  towards  New 
York,  but  stopped,  some  four  hours'  journey  short  of  it, 
at  West  Point,  where  we  remained  that  night,  and  all 
next  day,  and  next  night  too. 

In  this  beautiful  place:  the  fairest  among  the  fair  and 
lovely  Highlands  of  the  North  River:  shut  in  by  deep 
green  heights  and  ruined  forts,  and  looking  down  upon 
the  distant  town  of  Newburgh,  along  a  glittering  path 
of  sunlit  water,  with  here  and  there  a  skiff,  whose  whit© 
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sail  often  bends  on  sonic  new  tack  as  sudden  flaws  of 
wind  come  down  upon  her  from  the  gullies  in  the  hills  : 
hemmed  in,  besides,  all  round  with  memories  ol  Washing- 
ton, and  events  of  the  revolutionary  war:  is  the  Military 
School  of  America. 

It  could  not  stand  on  more  appropriate  ground,  and  any 
ground  more  beautiful  can  hardly  he.  The  course  of  edu- 
cation is  severe,  but  well  devised,  and  manly.  Through 
June,  July,  and  August,  the  young  men  encamp  upon  the 
spacious  plain  whereon  the  college  stands;  and  all  the 
year  their  military  exercises  are  performed  there,  daily. 
The  term  of  study  at  this  institution,  which  the  State. 
requires  from  all  cadets,  is  four  years  ;  but,  whether  it  be 
from  the  rigid  nature  of  the  discipline,  or  the  national 
impatience  of  restraint,  or  both  causes  combined,  not  more 
than  half  the  number  who  begin  their  studies  here,  ever 
remain  to  finish  them. 

The  number  of  cadets  being  about  equal  to  that  of  the 
members  of  Congress,  one  is  sent  here  from  every  Con- 
gressional district:  its  member  influencing  the  selection. 
Commissions  in  the  service  are  distributed  on  the  same 
principle.  The  dwellings  of  the  various  Professors  are 
beautifully  situated ;  and  there  is  a  most  excellent  hotel 
for  strangers,  though  it  has  the  two  drawbacks  of  being 
a  total  abstinence  house  (wines  and  spirits  being  forbidden 
to  the  students),  and  of  serving  the  public  meals  at  rather 
uncomfortable  hours  :  to  wit,  breakfast  at  seven,  dinner 
at  one,  and  supper  at  sunset. 

The  beauty  and  freshness  of  this  calm  retreat,  in  the 
very  dawn  and  greenness  of  summer — it  was  then  the 
beginning  of  June— were  exquisite  indeed.  Leaving  it 
upon  the  sixth,  and  returning  toXew  York,  to  embark  for 
England  on  the  succeeding  day,  I  was  glad  to  think  that 
among  the  last  memorable  beauties  which  had  glided  past 
us,  and  softened  in  the  bright  perspective,  were  those 
whose  pictures,  traced  by  no  common  hand,  are  fresh  in 
most  men's  minds :  not  easily  to  grow  old,  or  fade  beneath 
the  dust  of  Time  :  the  Kaatskill  Mountains,  Sleepy  Hollow, 
and  the  Tappaan  Zee. 
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CHAPTER  THE  SIXTEENTH. 

THE    PASSAGE    HOME. 

I  never  had  so  much  interest  before,  and  very  likely  I 
shall  never  have  so  much  interest  again,  in  the  state  of 
the  wind,  as  on  the  long  looked-for  morning  of  Tuesday 
the  Seventh  of  June.  Some  nautical  authority  had  told 
me  a  day  or  two  previous,  "anything  with  west  in  it,  will 
do ; "  so  when  I  darted  out  of  bed  at  daylight,  and  throw- 
ing up  the  window,  was  saluted  by  a  lively  breeze  from  the 
northwest  which  had  sprung  up  in  the  night,  it  came  upon 
me  so  freshly,  rustling  with  so  many  happy  associations, 
that  I  conceived  upon  the  spot  a  special  regard  for  all  airs 
blowing  from  that  quarter  of  the  compass,  which  1  shall 
cherish,  I  dare  say,  until  my  own  wind  has  breathed  its 
last  frail  puff,  and  withdrawn  itself  forever  from  the 
mortal  calendar. 

The  pilot  had  not  been  slow  to  take  advantage  of  this 
favorable  weather,  and  the  ship  which  yesterday  had 
been  in  such  a  crowded  dock  that  she  might  have  retired 
from  trade  for  good  and  all,  for  any  chance  she  seemed 
to  have  of  going  to  sea,  was  now  full  sixteen  miles  away. 
A  gallant  sight  she  was,  when  we,  fast  gaining  on  her  in 
a  steamboat,  saw  her  in  the  distance  riding  at  anchor : 
her  tall  masts  pointing  up  in  graceful  lines  against  the 
iky,  and  every  rope  and  spar  expressed  in  delicate  and 
thread-like  outline:  gallant,  too,  when  we,  being  all 
aboard,  the  anchor  came  up  to  the  sturdy  chorus  "  Cheerily 
men,  oh  cheerily  !  "  and  she  followed  proudly  in  the  towing 
steamboat's  wake:  but  bravest  and  most  gallant  of  all, 
when  the  tow-rope  being  cast  adrift,  the  canvas  fluttered 
from  her  masts,  and  spreading  her  white  wings  she 
soared  away  upon  he"  .free  and  solitary  course. 

In  the  after  cabin  we  were  only  fifteen  passengers  in 
all,  and  the  greater  part  were  from  Canada,  where  some 
of  us  had  known  each  other.  The  night  was  rougn  &uC 
squally,  so  were  the  next  two  days,  but  they  flew  by 
quickly,  and  we  were  soon  as  cheerful  and  as  snug  a  part  y, 
with  an  honest,  manly-hearted  captain  at  our  head,   as 
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ever  came  to  the  resolution  of  being  mutually  agreeable, 
on  land  or  water. 

We  breakfasted  at  eight,  lunched  at  twelve,  dined  a 
three,  and  look  our  tea  lit  halt-past  seven.  We  ha  . 
abundance  of  amusements,  and  dinner  was  not  the  least 
iimong  them:  firstly,  for  its  own  sake  ;  secondly, because 
of  its  extraordinary  length  :  its  duration,  inclusive  of  nil 
the  long  pauses  between  the  courses,  being  seldom  less 
than  two  hours  and  a  half;  which  was  a  subject  of 
never-failing  entertainment.  By  way  of  beguiling  the 
tediousness  of  these  banquets;  a  select  association  wan 
was  formed  at  the  lower  end  of  the  tabic,  below  tho  mast, 
to  whose  distinguished  president  modesty  forbids  me  to 
make  any  further  allusion,  which,  being  a  very  hilarious 
and  jovial  institution,  was  (prejudice  apart)  in  high 
favor  with  the  rest,  of  the  community,  and  particularly 
with  a  black  steward,  who  lived  for  three  weeks  in  abroad 
grin  at  the  marvellous  humor  of  these  incorporated 
worthies. 

Then  we  had  chess  for  those  who  played  it,  whist,  crib- 
bage,  hooks,  backgammon,  and  shovelboard.  In  ail 
weathers,  fair  or  foul,  calm  or  windy,  we  were  everyone 
on  deck,  walking  up  and  down  in  pairs,  lying  in  the 
boats;,  leaning  over  the  side,  or  chatting  in  a  lazy  grou'i 
together.  We  had  no  lack  of  music,  for  one  played  the 
accordeon,  another  the  violin,  and  another  (who  usually 
began  at  six  o'clock  a.m.)  the  key-bugle:  the  combined 
effect  of  which  instruments,  when  they  all  played  different 
tunes,  in  different  parts  of  the  ship,  at  the  same  time, 
and  within  healing  of  each  other,  as  they  sometimes  did 
(everybody  being  intensely  satisfied  with  his  own  per- 
formance), was  sublimely  hideous. 

When  all  these  means  of  entertainment  failed,  a  sail 
would  heave  in  sight ;  looming,  perhaps,  the  very  spirit 
of  a  ship,  in  the  misty  distance,  or  passing  us  so  close 
that  through  our  glasses  we  could  see  the  people  on  her 
decks,  and  easily  make  out  her  name,  and  whither  she 
was  hound.  For  hours  together  we  could  watch  the 
the  dolphins  and  porpoises  as  they  rolled  and  leaped  and 
dived  around  the  vessel  ;  or  those  small  creatures  ever 
on  the  wing,  the  Mother  Carey's  chickens,  which  had 
borne  us  company  from  New  York  bay,  and  for  a  whole 
fortnight  fluttered  about  the  vessel's  stern.     For  some 
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days  we  bad  a  dead  calm,  or  very  light  winds,  during 
which  the  crew  amused  themselves  with  fishing,  and 
hooked  an  unlucky  dolphin,  who  expired  in  all  his  rain- 
bow colors,  on  the  deck  :  an  event  of  such  importance 
in  our  barren  calendar,  that  afterwards  we  dated  from 
the  dolphin,  and  made  the  day  on  which  he  died,  an 
era. 

Besides  all  this,  when  we  were  five  or  six  days  out, 
there  began  to  be  much  talk  of  icebergs,  of  which  wander- 
ing islands  an  unusual  number  had  been  seen  by  the 
vessels  that  had  come  into  New  York  a  day  or  two  before 
we  left  that  port,  and  of  whose  dangerous  neighborhood 
we  were  warned  by  the  sudden  coldness  of  the  weather,  and 
the  sinking  of  the  mercury  in  the  barometer.  While  these 
tokens  lasted,  a  double  lookout  was  kept,  and  many 
dismal  tales  were  whispered,  after  dark,  of  ships  that 
had  struck  upon  the  ice  and  gone  down  in  the  night,  but 
the  wind  obliging  us  to  hold  a  southward  course,  we  saw 
none  of  them,  and  the  weather  soon  grew  bright  and 
warm   again. 

The  observation  every  day  at  noon,  and  the  subsequent 
working  of  the  vessel's  course,  was,  as  may  be  supposed, 
a  feature  in  our  lives  of  paramount  importance;  nor  were 
there  wanting  (as  there  never  are)  sagacious  doubters 
of  the  captain's  calculations,  who,  so  soon  as  his  back 
was  turned,  would,  in  the  absence  of  compasses,  measure 
the  chart  with  bits  of  string,  and  ends  of  pocket-handker- 
chiefs, and  points  of  snuffers,  and  clearly  prove  him  to 
be  wrong  by  an  odd  thousand  miles  or  so.  It  was  very 
edifying  to  see  these  unbelievers  shake  their  heads  and 
frown,  and  hear  them  hold  forth  strongly  upon  naviga- 
tion :  not  that  they  knew  anything  about  it,  but  that  they 
always  mistrusted  the  captain  in  calm  weather,  or  when 
the  wind  was  adverse.  Indeed,  the  mercury  itself  is  not 
so  variable  as  this  class  of  passengers,  whom  you  will 
see,  when  the  ship  is  going  nobly  through  the  water, 
quite  pal  with  admiration,  swearing  that  the  captain 
beats  all  captains  ever  known,  and  even  hinting  at  sub- 
scriptions for  a  piece  of  plate :  and  who,  next  morning, 
when  the  breeze  has  lulled  and  all  the  sails  hang  useless 
in  the  idle  air,  shake  their  despondent  heads  again,  and 
say,  with  screwed-up  lips,  they  hope  that  the  captain  is  a 
sailor,  but  they  shrewdly  doubt  him,  that  they  do. 
*5 
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\\  even  became  an  occupation  in  the  calm,  to  wonder 
when  the  wind  would  spring  up  in  the  favorable  quarter, 

where.  il  was  clearly  shown  by  all  the,  rules  and  pre- 
cedents, it  ought  to  have  sprung  up  long  ago.  The  first 
male,  who  whistled  for  it  zealously,  was  much  respected 
for  his  perseverance,  and  was  regarded  even  by  the  un- 
believers as  a  first-rate  sailor.  Many  gloomy  looks  would 
be  cast  upward  through  the  cabin  skylights  at  the  flapping 
sails  while  dinner  was  in  progress;  and  some,  growing 
bold  in  ruefulness,  predicted  thai  we  should  land  about 
the  middle  of  July.  There  are  always  on  board  ship,  a 
Sanguine  One,  and  a  Despondent  One.  The  latter  char- 
acter carried  it  hollow  at  this  period  of  the  voyage,  and 
triumphed  over  the  Sanguine  One  at  every  meal,  by  in- 
quiring where  he  supposed  the  Great  Western  (which 
left  New  York  a  week  after  us)  was  now:  and  where  he 
supposed  the  'Cunard'  steam-packet  was  now:  and  what 
he  thought  of  sailing  vessels,  as  compared  with  steam- 
ships now:  and  so  beset  his  life  with  pestilent  attacks  of 
that  kind,  that  he  too  was  obliged  to  affect  despondency, 
for  very  peace  and  quietude. 

These  were  additions  to  the  list  of  entertaining  in- 
cidents, but  there  was  still  another  source  of  interest. 
We  carried  in  the  steerage  nearly  a  hundred  passengers : 
a  little  world  of  poverty  :  and  as  we  came  to  know  in- 
dividuals among  them  by  sight,  from  looking  down  upon 
the  deck  where  they  took  the  air  in  the  daytime,  and 
cooked  their  food,  and  very  often  ate  it  too,  we  became 
curious  to  know  their  histories,  and  with  what  expecta- 
tions they  had  gone  out  to  America,  and  on  what  errands 
they  were  going  home,  and  what  their  circumstances 
were.  The  information  we  got  on  these  heads  from  the 
carpenter,  who  had  charge  of  these  people,  was  often  of 
the  strangest  kind.  Some  of  them  had  been  in  America 
but  three  days,  some  but  three  months,  and  some  had 
gone  out  in  the  last  voyage  of  that  very  ship  in  which 
they  were  now  returning  home.  Others  had  sold  tneir 
clothes  to  raise  their  passage-money,  and  had  hardly  rags 
to  cover  them;  others  had  no  food,  and  lived  upon 
the  charity  of  the  rest ;  and  one  man,  it  was  discovered 
nearly  at  the  end  of  the  voyage,  not  before — for  he  kept 
his  secret  close,  and  did  not  court  compassion — had  had 
no  sustenance  whatever  but  the  bones  and  scraps  of  fat 
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he  took  from  the  plates  used  in  the  after-cabin  dinner 
when  they  were  put  out  to  be  washed. 

The  whole  system  of  shipping  and  conveying  these  un- 
fortunate persons  is  one  that  stands  in  need  of  thorough 
revision.  If  any  class  deserves  to  be  protected  and  assisted 
by  the  Government,  it  is  that  class  who  are  banished  from 
their  native  land  in  search  of  the  bare  means  of  subsist- 
ence. All  that  could  be  done  for  these  poor  people  by 
the  great  compassion  and  humanity  of  the  captain  and 
officers  was  done,  but  they  require  much  more.  The  law 
is  bound,  at  least  upon  the  English  side,  to  see  that  too 
many  of  them  are  not  put  on  board  one  ship :  and  that 
their  accommodations  are  decent:  not  demoralizing  and 
profligate.  It  is  bound,  too,  in  common  humanity,  to 
declare  that  no  man  shall  be  taken  on  board  without  his 
stock  of  provisions  being  previously  inspected  by  some 
proper  officer,  and  pronounced  moderately  sufficient  for 
his  support  upon  the  voyage.  It  is  bound  to  provide,  or 
to  require  that  there  be  provided,  a  medical  attendant; 
whereas  in  these  ships  there  are  none,  though  sickness  of 
adults,  and  deaths  of  children,  on  the  passage,  are  matters 
of  the  very  commonest  occurrence.  Above  all  it  is  the 
duty  of  any  Government,  be  it  monarchy  or  republic,  to 
interpose  and  put  an  end  to  that  system  by  which  a  firm 
of  traders  in  emigrants  purchase  of  the  owners  the  whole 
'tween-decks  of  a  ship,  and  send  on  board  as  many 
wretched  people  as  they  can  lay  hold  of,  on  any  terms 
they  can  get,  without  the  smallest  reference  to  the  con- 
veniences of  the  steerage,  the  number  of  berths,  the  slight- 
est separation  of  the  sexes,  or  anything  but  their  own 
immediate  profit.  Nor  is  even  this  the  worst  of  the  vi- 
cious system:  for,  certain  crimping  agents  of  these  houses, 
who  have  a  percentage  on  all  the  passengers  they  inveigle, 
are  constantly  travelling  about  those  districts  where 
poverty  and  discontent  are  rife,  and  tempting  the  credu- 
lous into  more  misery,  by  holding  out  monstrous  induce- 
ments to  emigration  which  never  can  be  realized. 

The  history  of  every  family  we  had  on  board  was 
pretty  much  the  same.  After  hoarding  up,  and  borrow- 
ing, and  begging,  and  selling  everything  to  pay  the 
passage,  they  had  gone  out  to  New  York,  expecting  to 
find  its  streets  paved  with  gold;  and  had  found  them 
paved  with  very  hard  and  very  real  stones.     Enterprise 
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was  dull;  laborers  were  nql  wanted;  jolts  of  work  were 
to  be  got,  bul  the  payment  was  not.  They  were  coming 
back,  even  poorer  than  they  went.  One  of  them  was 
carrying  an  open  letter  from  a  young  English  artisan, 
who  had  been  in  New  Fork  a  fortnight,  t<>  a  friend  near 
Manchester,  whom  he  strongly  urged  to  follow  him.  One 
of  the  officers  brought  it  to  me  as  a  curiosity.  "This  is 
the  country,  Jem,"  said  the  writer.  "I  like  America. 
There  is  wo  despotism  here  ;  that's  the  great  thing.  Em- 
ployment of  all  suits  is  going  a-begging,  and  wages  are 
capital.  You  have  only  to  choose  a  trade,  Jem,  and  be  it. 
I  haven't  made  choice  of  any  one  yet,  but  I  shall  soon. 
At  present  I  haven1 1  quite  made  up  mind  whether  to  be  a 
carpenter — or  a  tailor.1'1 

There  was  yet  another  kind  of  passenger,  and  but  one 
more,  who,  in  the  calm  and  the  light  winds,  was  a  con- 
stant theme  of  conversation  and  observation  among  us. 
This  was  an  English  sailor,  a  smart,  thorough-built, 
English  man-of-war's-man  from  his  hat  to  his  shoes,  who 
was  serving  in  the  American  Navy,  and  having  got  leave 
of  absence  was  on  his  way  home  to  see  his  friends.  When 
he  presented  himself  to  take  and  pay  for  his  passage,  it 
had  been  suggested  to  him  that  being  an  able  seaman  he 
might  as  well  work  it  and  save  the  money,  but  this  piece 
of  advice  he  very  indignantly  rejected :  saying,  He'd  be 
damned  but  for  once  he'd  go  aboard  ship,  as  a  gentleman. 
Accordingly,  they  took  bis  money,  but  he  no  sooner  came 
aboard,  than  he  stowed  his  kit  in  the  forecastle,  arranged 
to  mess  with  the  crew,  and  the  very  first  time  the  hands 
were  turned  up,  went  aloft  like  a  cat,  before  anybody. 
And  all  through  the  passage  there  he  was,  first  at  the 
braces,  outermost  on  the  yards,  perpetually  lending  a 
hand  everywhere,  but  always  with  a  sober  dignity  in  his 
manner,  and  a  sober  grin  on  his  face,  which  plainly  said, 
"I  do  it  as  a  gentleman.  For  my  own  pleasure,  mind 
you !  " 

At  length,  and  at  last,  the  promised  wind  came  up  in 
right  good  earnest,  and  away  wre  went  before  it,  with 
every  stitch  of  canvas  set,  slashing  through  the  water 
nobly.  There  was  a  grandeur  in  the  motion  of  the  splen- 
did ship,  as  overshadowed  by  her  mass  of  sails,  she  rode 
at  a  furious  pace  upon  the  waves,  which  filled  one  with 
an  iudescribable  sense  of  pride  and  exultation.     As  she 
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plunged  into  a  foaming  valley,  how  1  loved  to  see  the 
green  waves,  bordered  deep  with  white,  come  rushing  on 
astern,  to  buoy  her  upward  at  their  pleasure,  and  curl 

about  her  as  she  stooped  again,  but  always  own  her  for 
their  haughty  mistress  still!  On,  on  we  flew,  with 
changing  lights  upon  the  water,  being  now  in  the  blessed 
region  of  fleecy  skies ;  a  bright  sun  lighting  us  by  day, 
and  a  bright  moon  by  night;  the  vane  pointing  directly 
homeward,  alike  the  truthful  index  to  the  favoring  wind 
and  to  our  cheerful  hearts;  until  at  sunrise,  one  fair 
Monday  morning— the  twenty-seventh  of  June,  I  shall 
not  easily  forget  the  day — there  lay  before  us,  old  Cape 
Clear,  God  bless  it,  showing,  in  the  mist  of  early  morn- 
ing, like  a  cloud  :  the  brightest  and  most  welcome  cloud, 
to  us,  that  ever  hid  the  face  of  Heaven's,  fallen  sister — 
Home. 

Dim  speck  as  it  was  in  the  wide  prospect,  it  made  the 
sunrise  a  more  cheerful  sight,  and  gave  to  it  that  sort  of 
human  interest  which  it  seems  to  want  at  sea.  There, 
as  elsewhere,  the  return  of  day  is  inseparable  from 
some  sense  of  renewed  hope  and  gladness ;  but  the 
light  shining  on  the  dreary  waste  of  water,  and  show- 
ing it  in  all  its  vast  extent  of  loneliness,  presents  a  sol- 
emn spectacle,  which  even  night,  veiling  it  in  darkness 
and  uncertainty,  does  not  surpass.  The  rising  of  the 
moon  is  more  in  keeping  with  the  solitary  ocean ;  and 
has  an  air  of  melancholy  grandeur,  which  in  its  soft  and 
gentle  influence,  seems  to  comfort  while  it  saddens.  I 
recollect  when  I  was  a  very  young  child  having  a  fancy 
that  the  reflection  of  the  moon  in  water  was  a  path  to 
Heaven,  trodden  by  the  spirits  of  good  people  on  their 
way  to  God ;  and  this  old  feeling  often  came  over  me 
again,  when  I  watched  it  on  a  tranquil  night  at  sea. 

The  wind  was  very  light  on  this  same  Monday  morning 
but  it  was  still  in  the  right  quarter,  and  so,  by  slow  de- 
grees, we  left  Cape  Clear  behind,  and  sailed  along  within 
sight  of  the  coast  of  Ireland.  And  how  merry  we  all 
were,  and  how  loyal  to  the  George  Washington,  and  how 
full  of  mutual  congratulations,  and  how  venturesome  in 
predicting  the  exact  hour  at  which  we  should  arrive  at 
Liverpool,  may  be  easily  imagined  and  readily  understood. 
Also,  how  heartily  we  drank  the  captain's  health  that 
day  at  dinner ;  and  how  restless  we  became  about  pack- 
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Ing  up  :  and  haw  I  wo  or  threeof  the  most  sanguine  spirits 
rejected  the  idea  of  going  to  bed  a1  all  that  night  as  some- 
thing it  was  not  worth  while  to  do,  so  near  the  shore, 
but  wciii  nevertheless,  and  slepl  soundly  ;  and  how  to  In; 
so  near  our  journey's  end,  was  like  ;i  pleasant  dream, 
from  which  one  feared  to  wake. 

The  friendly  breeze  freshened  again  next  day,  and  on 
we  went  once  more  before  it,  gallantly :  descrying  now 
and  then  an  English  ship  going  homeward  under  short- 
ened sail,  while  we  with  every  inch  of  canvas  crowded  on 
dashed  gayly  past,  and  left  her  far  behind.  Towards 
evening,  the  weather  turned  hazy,  with  ;i  drizzling  rain; 
and  soon  became  so  thick,  that  we  sailed,  as  it  were,  in  a 
cloud.  Still  we  swept  onward  like  a  phantom  ship,  and 
many  an  eager  eye  glanced  up  to  where  the  lookout  on 
the  mast  kept  watch  for  Holyhead. 

At  length  his  long-expected  cry  was  heard,  and  at  the 
same  moment  there  shone  out  from  the  haze  and  mist 
ahead,  a  gleaming  light,  which  presently  was  gone,  and 
soon  returned,  and  soon  -was  gone  again.  Whenever  it 
came  back,  the  eyes  of  all  on  board  brightened  and 
sparkled  like  itseif:  and  there  we  all  stood,  watching 
this  revolving  light  upon  the  rock  at  Holyhead,  and  prais- 
ing it  for  its  brightness  and  its  friendly  warning,  and 
lauding  it,  in  short,  above  all  other  signal  lights  that 
ever  were  displayed,  until  it  once  more  glimmered  faintly 
in  the  distance,  far  behind  us. 

Then  it  was  time  to  fire  a  gun,  for  a  pilot ;  and  almost 
before  its  smoke  had  cleared  away,  a  little  boat  with  a 
light  at  her  mast-head  came  bearing  down  upon  us, 
through  the  darkness,  swiftly.  And  presently,  our  sails 
being  backed,  she  ran  alongside ;  and  the  hoarse  pilot, 
wrapped  and  muffled  in  pea-coats  and  shawls  to  the  very 
bridge  of  his  weather-ploughed-up  nose,  stood  boldly 
among  us  on  the  deck.  And  I  think  if  that  pilot  had 
wanted  to  borrow  fifty  pounds  for  an  indefinite  period 
on  no  security,  we  should  have  engaged  to  lend  it  him, 
among  us,  before  his  boat  had  dropped  astern,  or  (which 
is  the  same  thing)  before  every  scrap  of  news  in  the 
paper  he  brought  with  him  had  become  the  common 
property  of  all  on  board. 

We  turned  in  pretty  late  that  night,  and  turned  out 
pretty  soon  next  morning.     By  six  o'clock  we  clustered 
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on  the  deck,  prepared  to  go  ashore;  and  looked  upon  the 
spires,  and  roofs,  and  smoke  of  Liverpool.  By  eight  we 
all  sat  down  in  one  of  its  Hotels,  toeal  and  drink  together 
for  the  last  time.  And  by  nine  wo  had  shaken  hands  all 
round,  and  broken  up  onr  social  company  forever. 

The  country,  by  the  railroad,  sennet  I,  as  we  rattled 
through  it,  like  a  luxuriant  garden.  The  beauty  of  the 
fields  (so  small  they  looked!),  the  hedgerows,  and  the 
trees ;  the  pretty  cottages,  the  beds  of  flowers,  the  old 
churchyards,  the  antique  houses,  and  every  well-known 
object:  the  exquisite  delights  of  that  one  journey,  crowd- 
ing in  the  short  compass  of  a  summer's  day  the  joy  of 
many  years,  and  winding  up  with  Home  and  all  that 
makes  it  dear :  no  tongue  can  tell,  or  pen  of  mine  describe. 


CHAPTER  THE  SEVENTEENTH. 

SLAVERY. 

The  upholders  of  slavery  in  America — of  the  atrocities 
of  which  system,  I  shall  not  write  one  word  for  wdiich  I 
have  not  ample  proof  and  warrant — may  be  divided  into 
three  great  classes. 

The  first  are  those  more  moderate  and  rational  owners 
of  human  cattle,  who  have  come  into  the  possession  of 
them  as  so  many  coins  in  their  trading  capital,  but  who 
admit  the  frightful  nature  of  the  Institution  in  the  ab- 
stract, and  perceive  the  dangers  to  society  with  which  it 
s  fraught:  dangers  which  however  distant  they  may  be, 
)r  howsoever  tardy  in  their  coming  on,  are  as  certain  to 
'all  upon  its  guilty  head,  as  is  the  Day  of  Judgment. 

The  second  consists  of  all  those  owners,  breeders,  users, 
buyers  and  sellers  of  slaves,  who  will,  until  the  bloody 
chapter  has  a  bloody  end,  own,  breed,  use,  buy,  and  sell 
them  at  all  hazards;  who  doggedly  deny  the  horrors  of 
the  system,  in  the  teeth  of  such  a  mass  of  evidence  as 
never  was  brought  to  bear  on  any  other  subject,  and  to 
which  the  experience  of  every  day  contributes  its  im- 
mense amount;  who  would  at  this  or  any  other  moment, 
gladly  involve  America  in  a  war,  civil  or  foreign,  provided 
that  it  had  for  its  sole  end  and  object  the  assertion  of 


2S2  AMERICAN  NOTES. 

their  right  to  perpetuate  slavery,  and  to  whip  and  work 
and  torture  slaves,  unquestioned  by  any  human  authority, 
and  unassailed  by  any  human  power;  who,  when  they 
speak  of  Freedom,  mean  the  Freedom  to  oppress  their 
kind,  and  to  be  savage,  merciless,  and  cruel ;  and  of  whom 
every  man  on  his  own  ground,  in  republican  America,  is 
a  more  exacting,  and  a  sterner,  and  a  less  responsible 
despot  than  the  Caliph  Haroun  Alraschid  in  his  angry 
robe  of  scarlet. 

The:  third,  and  not  the  least  numerous  or  influential,  is 
composed  of  all  that  delicate  gentility  which  cannot  bear 
a  superior,  and  cannot  brook  an  equal ;  of  that  class 
whose  Republicanism  means,  "I  will  not  tolerate  a  man 
above  me  :  and  of  those  below,  none  must  approach  too 
near;"  whose  pride,  in  a  land  where  voluntary  servitude 
is  shunned  as  a  disgrace,  must  be  ministered  to  by  slaves; 
and  whose  inalienable  rights  can  only  have  their  growth 
in  negro  wrongs. 

It  has  been  sometimes  urged  that,  in  the  unavailing 
efforts  which  have  been  made  to  advance  the  cause  of 
Human  Freedom  in  the  republic  of  America  (strange 
cause  for  history  to  treat  of!),  sufficient  regard  has  not 
been  had  to  the  existence  of  the  first  class  of  persons ; 
and  it  has  been  contended  that  they  are  hardly  used,  in 
being  confounded  with  the  second.  This  is,  no  doubt,  the 
case;  noble  instances  of  pecuniary  and  personal  sacrifice 
have  already  had  their  growth  among  them  ;  and  it  is 
much  to  be  regretted  that  the  gulf  between  them  and  the 
advocates  of  emancipation  should  have  been  widened  and 
deepened  by  any  means :  the  rather,  as  there  are,  beyond 
dispute,  among  these  slave-owners,  many  kind  masters 
who  are  tender  in  the  exercise  of  their  unnatural  power. 
Still,  it  is  to  be  feared  that  this  injustice  is  inseparable 
from  the  state  of  things  with  which  humanity  and  truth 
are  called  upon  to  deal.  Slavery  is  not  a  whit  the  more 
endurable  because  some  hearts  are  to  be  found  which  can 
partially  resist  its  hardening  influences  ;  nor  can  the  in- 
dignant tide  of  honest  wrath  stand  still,  because  in  its 
onward  course  it  overwhelms  a  few  who  are  comparatively 
innocent  among  a  host  of  guilty. 

The  ground  most  commonly  taken  by  these  better  men 
among  the  advocates  of  slavery,  is  this:  "It  is  a  bad 
system  ;  and  for  myself  I  would  willingly  get  vid  of  it,  if 


AMERICAN  NOTES.  233 

I  could ;  most  willingly.  But  it  is  not  so  bad,  as  you  in 
England  take  it  to  be.  You  are  deceived  by  the  repre- 
sentations of  the  emancipationists.  The  greater  part  of 
my  slaves  are  much  attached  to  me.  You  will  say  that  I 
do  not  allow  them  to  he  severely  treated ;  but  I  will  put 
it  to  you  whether  you  believe  that  it  can  be  a  general 
practice  to  treat  them  inhumanly,  when  it  would  impair 
their  value,  and  would  be  obviously  against  the  interests 
of  their  masters." 

Is  it  the  interest  of  any  man  to  steal,  to  game,  to 
waste  his  health  and  mental  faculties  by  drunkenness, 
to  lie,  forswear  himself,  indulge  hatred,  seek  desperate 
revenge,  or  do  murder?  No.  All  these  are  roads  to 
ruin.  And  why,  then,  do  men  tread  them  ?  Because 
such  inclinations  are  among  the  vicious  qualities  of  man- 
kind. Blot  out,  ye  friends  of  slavery,  from  the  catalogue 
of  human  passions,  brutal  lust,  cruelty,  and  the  abuse  of 
irresponsible  power  (of  all  earthly  temptations  the  most 
difficult  to  be  resisted),  and  when  ye  have  done  so,  and 
not  before,  we  will  inquire  whether  it  be  the  interest  of 
a  master  to  lash  and  maim  the  slaves,  over  whose  lives 
and  limbs  he  has  an  absolute  control. 

But  again :  this  class,  together  with  that  last  one  I 
have  named,  the  miserable  aristocracy  spawned  of  a  false 
republic,  lift  up  their  voices  and  exclaim  "Public opinion 
is  all-sufficient  to  prevent  such  cruelty  as  you  denounce." 
Public  opinion!  Why,  public  opinion  in  the  slave  States 
is  slavery,  is  it  not?  Public  opinion,  in  the  slave  States, 
has  delivered  the  slaves  over,  to  the  gentle  mercies  of 
their  masters.  Public  opinion  has  made  the  laws,  and 
denied  them  legislative  protection.  Public  opinion  has 
knotted  the  lash,  heated  the  branding-iron,  loaded  the 
rifle,  and  shielded  the  murderer.  Public  opinion  threatens 
the  abolitionist  with  death,  if  he  venture  to  the  South ; 
and  drags  him  with  a  rope  about  his  middle,  in  broad 
unblushing  noon,  through  the  first  city  in  the  East. 
Public  opinion  has,  within  a  few  years,  burned  a  slave  alive 
at  a  slow  fire  in  the  city  of  St.  Louis ;  and  public  opinion 
has  to  this  day  maintained  upon  the  bench  that  estimahle 
Judge  who  charged  the  Jury,  impanelled  there  to  try  his 
murderers,  that  their  most  horrid  deed  was  an  act  of 
public  opinion,  and  being  so,  must  not  be  punished  by 
the  laws  the  public  sentiment  had  made.     Public  opinion 
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balled  tliis  doctrine  with  a  hpwl  of  wild  applause,,  and 
Bet  the  prisoners  free,  to  wdlk  the  city,  men  of  mai'k,  and 
influence,  and  station,  as  they  had  been  before, 

Public  opinion  !  what  class  of  men  have  an  immense 
preponderance  over  the  rest  of  the  community,  in  their 
power  of  representing  public  opinion  in  the  Legislature? 

the  slave  owners.  They  send  from  their  twelve  States 
one  hundred  members,  while  the  fourteen  free  States, 
with  a  free  population  nearly  double,  return  but  a  hun- 
dred and  forty-two.  Before  whom  do  the  Presidential 
candidates  how  down  the  most  humbly,  on  whom  do 
they  fawn  the  most  fondly,  and  for  whose  tastes  do  they 
cater  the  most  assiduously  in  their  servile  protestations. 
The  slave  owners  always. 

Public  opinion!  hear  the  public  opinion  of  the  free 
South,  as  expressed  by  its  own  members  in  the  House 
of  Representatives  at  Washington.  "I  have  a  great 
respect  for  the  chair,"  quoth  North  Carolina,  u  I  have  a 
great  respect  for  the  chair  as  an  officer  of  the  House,  and 
a  great  respect  for  him  personally  ;  nothing  but  that 
respect  prevents  me  from  rushing  to  the  table  and  tear- 
ing that  petition  which  has  just  been  presented  for  the 
abolition  of  slavery  in  the  District  of  Columbia,  to 
pieces." — "I  warn  the  abolitionists,"  says  South  Carolina, 
"  ignorant,  infuriated  barbarians  as  they  are,  that  if 
chance  shall  throw  any  of  them  into  our  hands,  he  may 
expect  a  felon's  death." — "Let  an  abolitionist  come  within 
the  borders  of  South  Carolina,"  cries  a  third;  mild 
Carolina's  colleague ;  "  and  if  we  can  catch  him,  we  will 
try  him,  and  notwithstanding  the  interference  of  all  the 
governments  on  earth,  including  the  Federal  Govern- 
ment, we  will  hang  him." 

Public  opinion  has  made  this  law. — It  has  declared 
that  in  Washington,  in  that  city  which  takes  its  name 
from  the  father  of  American  liberty,  any  justice  of  the 
peace  may  bind  with  fetters  any  negro  passing  down  the 
street  and  thrust  him  into  jail :  no  offence  on  the  black 
man's  part  is  necessary.  The  justice  says,  "  I  choose  to 
think  this  man  a  runaway  :  "  and  locks  him  up.  Public 
opinion  impowers  the  man  of  law  when  this  is  done,  to 
advertise  the  negro  in  the  newspapers,  warning  Ins 
owner  to  come  and  claim  him,  or  he  will  be  sold  to  pay 
the  jail  fees,     But  supposing  he  is  a  free  black,  and  has 
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no  owner,  it  may  naturally  be  presumed  that  he  is  set  at 
liberty.  No:  he  is  sold  to  recompense  his  jailer. 
This  has  been  done  again,  and  again,  and  again.  He  lias 
no  means  of  proving  his  freedom  ;  has  no  adviser,  mes- 
senger, or  assistance  of  any  sort  or  kind ;  no  investiga- 
tion into  his  case  is  made,  or  inquiry  instituted.  He,  a 
free  man,  who  may  have  served  for  years,  and  bought 
his  liberty,  is  thrown  into  jail  on  no  process,  for  no  crime, 
and  on  no  pretence  of  crime  :  and  is  sold  to  pay  the  jail 
fees.  This  seems  incredible,  even  of  America,  but  it  is 
the  law. 

Public  opinion  is  deferred  to,  in  such  cases  as  the  follow- 
ing ;  which  is  headed  in  the  newspapers : — 
"  Interesting  Law- Case. 
"An  interesting  case  is  now  on  trial  in  the  Supreme 
Court,  arising  out  of  the  following  facts.     A  gentleman 
residing  in  Maryland  had  allowed  an  aged  pair  of  his  slaves, 
substantial  though  not  legal  freedom   for  several  years. 
While  thus    living,  a  daughter  was  born  to  them,  who 
grew  up  in   the  same  liberty,  until  she  married  a  free 
negro,    and  went   with  him  to  reside  in   Pennsylvania. 
They  had  several  children,  and  lived  unmolested  until 
the  original  owner  died,  when  his  heir  attempted  to  re- 
gain them ;  but  the  magistrate  before  whom  they  were 
brought,  decided  that  he  had  no  jurisdiction  in  the  case. 
The  oicner  seized  the  woman  and  her  children  in  the  night, 
and  carried  them  to  Maryland" 

«  Cash  for  negroes,"  "  cash  for  negroes,"  "  cash  for 
negroes,"  is  the  heading  of  advertisements  in  great  capi- 
tals down  the  long  columns  of  the  crowded  journals. 
Woodcuts  of  a  runaway  negro  with  manacled  hands, 
crouching  beneath  a  bluff  pursuer  in  top  boots,  who,  hav- 
ing caught  him,  grasps  him  by  the  throat,  agreeably 
diversify  the  pleasant  text.  The  leading  article  protests 
against  «  that  abominable  and  hellish  doctrine  of  abolition, 
which  is  repugnant  alike  to  every  law  of  God  and  nature." 
The  delicate  mama,  who  smiles  her  acquiescence  in  this 
sprightly  writing  as  she  reads  the  paper  in  her  cool  piazza, 
quiets  her  youngest  child  who  clings  about  her  skirts,  by 
promising  the  boy  "a  whip  to  beat  the  little  niggers  with;' 
—But  the  negroes,  little  and  big,  are  protected  by  puhhc 
opinion. 
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Lei  us  try  this  public  opinion  by  another  test,  which  is 
important  in  three  points  of  view  :  first,  as  showing  how 
desperately  timid  of  the  public  opinion  slave  owners  are, 
in  their  delicate  descriptions  of  fugitive  slaves  in  widely 
circulated  newspapers;  secondly,  as  showing  how  per- 
fectly contented  the  slaves  are,  and  how  very  seldom  they 
run  away;  thirdly,  as  exhibiting  their  entire  freedom 
from  scar,  or  blemish,  or  any  mark  of  cruel  infliction,  as 
their  pictures  are  drawn,  not  by  lying  abolitionists,  but 
by  their  own  truthful  masters. 

*  The  following  are  a  few  specimens  of  the  advertisements 
in  the  public  papers.  It  is  only  four  years  since  the  old- 
est among  them  appeared  ;  and  others  of  the  same  nature 
continue  to  be  published  every  day,  in  shoals. 

"  Ran  away,  Negress  Caroline.  Had  on  a  collar  with 
«me  prong  turned  down." 

"  Kan  away,  a  black  woman,  Betsy.  Had  an  iron  bar 
on  her  right  leg." 

"  Kan  away,  the  negro  Manuel.  Much  marked  with 
irons." 

"  Ran  away,  the  negress  Fanny.  Had  on  an  iron  band 
about  her  neck." 

"  Ran  away,  a  negro  boy  about  twelve  years  old.  Had 
round  his  neck  a  chain  dog-collar  with  '  De  Lampert '  en- 
graved on  it." 

"  Ran  away,  the  negro  Hown.  Has  a  ring  of  iron  on 
his  left  foot.  Also,  Grise,  his  wife,  having  a  ring  and 
chain  on  the  left  leg." 

"  Ran  away,  a  negro  boy  named  James.  Said  boy  was 
ironed  when  he  left  me." 

"Committed  to  jail,  a  man  who  calls  his  name  John. 
He  has  a  clog  of  iron  on  his  right  foot  which  will  weigh 
four  or  five  pounds." 

"  Detained  at  the  police  jail,  the  negro  wench,  Myra. 
Has  several  marks  of  lashing,  and  has  irons  on  her  feet." 

"  Ran  away,  a  negro  woman  and  two  children  :  a  few 
days  before  she  went  off,  I  burnt  her  with  a  hot  iron,  on 
the  left  side  of  her  face.     I  tried  to  make  the  letter  M." 

"  Ran  away,  a  negro  man  named  Henry ;  his  left  eye 
out,  some  scars  from  a  dirk  on  and  under  his  left  arm, 
and  much  scarred  with  the  whip." 

"  One  hundred  dollars  reward,  for  a  negro  fellow,  Pom- 
pey,  40  years  old.     He  is  branded  on  the  left  jaw." 
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"  Committed  to  jail,  a  negro  man.  Has  no  toes  on  the 
left  foot." 

"  Kan  away,  a  negro  woman  named  Rachel.  Has  lost 
all  her  toes  except  the  large  one." 

"Ran  away,  Sam.  He  was  shot  a  short  time  since 
through  the  hand,  and  has  several  shots  in  his  left  arm 
and  side." 

"  Ran  away,  my  negro  man  Dennis.  Said  negro  has 
been  shot  in  the  left  aim  between  the  shoulder  and  elbow, 
which  has  paralyzed  the  left  hand." 

"  Ran  away,  my  negro  man  named  Simon.  He  has  been 
shot  badly,  in  his  back  and  right  arm." 

"  Ran  away,  a  negro  named  Arthur.  Has  a  considera. 
ble  scar  across  his  breast  and  each  arm,  made  by  a  knife ; 
loves  to  talk  much  of  the  goodnesu  of  God." 

"  Twenty-five  dollars  reward  for  my  man  Isaac.  He 
has  a  scar  on  his  forehead,  caused  by  a  blow  ;  and  one  on 
his  back,  made  by  a  shot  from  a  pistol." 

tl  Ran  away,  a  negro  girl  called  Mary.  Has  a  small 
scar  over  her  eye,  a  good  many  teeth  missing,  the  letter 
A  is  branded  on  her  cheek  and  forehead." 

"  Ran  away,  negro  Ben.  Has  a  scay  on  his  right  hand  ; 
his  thumb  and  forefinger  being  injured  by  being  shot  last 
fall.  A  part  of  the  bone  came  out.  He  has  also  one  or 
two  large  scars  on  his  back  and  hips." 

"  Detained  at  the  jail,  a  mulatto,  named  Tom.  Has  a 
scar  on  the  right  cheek,  and  appears  to  have  been  burned 
with  powder  on  the  face." 

"Ran  away,  a  negro  man  named  Ned.  Three  of  his 
fingers  are  drawn  into  the  palm  of  his  hand  by  a  cut.  Has 
a  scar  on  the  back  of  his  neck,  nearly  half  round,  done  by 
a  knife." 

"  Was  committed  to  jail,  a  negro  man.  Says  his  name 
is  Josiah.  His  back  very  much  scarred  by  the  whip;  and 
branded  on  the  thigh  and  hips  in  three  or  four  places;, 
thus  (J  M).  The  rim  of  his  right  ear  has  been  bit  or  cut 
off." 

"Fifty  dollars  reward,  for  my  fellow  Edward.  He  has 
a  scar  on  the  corner  of  his  mouth,  two  cuts  on  and  under 
his  arm,  and  the  letter  E  on  his  arm." 

"  Ran  away,  negro  boy  Elbe.  Has  a  scar  on  one  of  his 
arms  from  the  bite  of  a  dog." 

"  Ran  away,  from  the  plantation  of  James  Surgette,  the 
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following  negroes:  Randal;  has  one  car  cropped  ;  Hob,  has 
lost  one  eye ;  Ken!  ucky  Tom,  has  one  jaw  broken." 

rt  Kan  away,  Anthony.  One  of  his  ears  cutoff,  and  liis 
left  hand  cut  with  an  axe." 

-•Fifty  dollars  reward  for  the  begro  Jim  Hlake.  Has  a 
piece  cut  out  of  each  car,  and  the  middle  finger  of  the  left 
hand  cut  off  to  the  second  joint." 

"  Kan  away,  a  negro  woman  named  Maria.  Has  a  scar 
on  one  side  of  her  cheek,  by  a  cut.  Some  scars  on  her 
back." 

"Ran  away,  the  Mulatto  wench  Mary.  Has  a  cut  on 
the  left  arm,  a  scar  on  the  left  shoulder,  and  two  upper 
teeth  missing." 

I  should  say,  perhaps,  in  explanation  of  this  latter  piece 
of  description,  that  among  the  other  blessings  which 
public  opinion  secures  to  the  negroes,  is  the  common  prac- 
tice of  violently  punching  out  their  teeth.  To  make 
them  wear  iron  collars  by  day  and  night,  and  to  worry 
them  with  dogs,  are  practices  almost  too  ordinary  to 
deserve  mention. 

"  Ran  away,  my  man  Fountain.  Has  holes  in  his  ears,  a 
scar  on  the  right  side  of  his  forehead,  has  been  shot  in  the 
hind  parts  of  his  legs,  and  is  marked  on  the  back  with  the 
whip." 

"  Two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  reward  for  my  negro 
man  Jim.  He  is  much  marked  with  shot  in  his  right 
thigh.  The  shot  entered  on  the  outside,  halfway  between 
the  hip  and  knee  joints." 

"Brought  to  jail,  John.     Left  ear  cropt." 

"  Taken  up,  a  negro  man.  Is  very  much  scarred  about 
the  face  and  body,  and  has  the  left  ear  bit  off." 

"  Ran  away,  a  black  girl,  named  Mary.  Has  a  scar  on 
her  cheek,  and  the  end  of  one  of  her  toes  cut  off." 

"  Ran  away,  my  Mulatto  woman,  Judy.  She  has  had 
her  right  arm  broke." 

"Ran  away,  my  negro  man,  Levi.  His  left  hand  has 
been  burnt,  and  I  think  the  end  of  his  forefinger  is 
off." 

"Ran  away- a  negro  man,  named  Washington.  Has 
lost  a  part  of  his  middle  finger,  and  the  end  of  his  little 
finger." 

'•  Twenty-five  dollars  reward  for  my  man  John.  The 
the  tip  of  his  nose  is  bit  off." 
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"Twenty-five  dollars  reward  for  the  negro  slave,  Sally. 
Walks  as  though  crippled  in  the  back." 

"  Kan  away,  Joe  Dennis.  Has  a  small  notch  in  one  of 
his  ears." 

"  Kan  away,  negro  boy,  Jack.  Has  a  small  crop  out  of 
his  left  ear." 

'•  Kan  away,  a  negro  man,  named  Ivory.  Has  a  small 
piece  cut  out  of  the  top  of  each  ear." 

While  upon  the  subject  of  ears,  I  may  observe  that  a 
distinguished  abolitionist  in  New  York  once  received  a 
negro's  ear,  which  had  been  cut  off  close  to  the  head,  in  a 
general  post  letter.  It  was  forwarded  by  the  free  and  in- 
dependent gentleman  who  had  caused  it  to  be  amputated, 
with  a  polite  request  that  he  Avould  place  the  specimen 
in  his  "  collection." 

I  could  enlarge  this  catalogue  with  broken  arms,  and 
broken  legs,  and  gashed  flesh,  and  missing  teeth,  and 
lacerated  backs,  and  bites  of  dogs,  and  brands  of  red-hot 
irons  innumerable:  but  as  my  readers  will  be  sufficiently 
sickened  and  repelled  already,  I  will  turn  to  another 
branch  of  the  subject. 

These  advertisements,  of  which  a  similar  collection 
might  be  made  for  every  year,  and  month,  and  week,  and 
day ;  and  which  are  coolly  read  in  families  as  things  of 
course,  and  as  a  part  of  the  current  news  and  small-talk ; 
will  serve  to  show  how  very  much  the  slaves  profit  by 
public  opinion,  and  how  tender  it  is  in  their  behalf.  But  it 
may  be  worth  while  to  inquire  how  the  slave  owners,  and 
the  class  of  society  to  which  great  numbers  of  them 
belong,  defer  to  public  opinion  in  their  conduct,  not  to  their 
slaves  but  to  each  other ;  how  they  are  accustomed  to  re- 
strain their  passions ;  what  their  bearing  is  among  them- 
selves; whether  they  are  fierce  or  gentle ;  whether  their 
social  customs  be  brutal,  sanguinary,  and  violent,  or  bear 
the  impress  of  civilization  and  refinement. 

That  we  may  have  no  partial  evidence  from  abolitionists 
in  this  inquiry,  either,  I  will  once  more  turn  to  their  own 
newspapers,  and  I  will  confine  myself,  this  time,  to  a 
selection  from  paragraphs  which  appeared  from  day  to 
day,  during  my  visit  to  America,  and  which  refer  to  occur- 
rences happening  while  I  was  there.  The  italics  in  these 
extracts,  as  in  the  foregoing,  are  rny  own. 

These  cases  did  not  all  occur,  it  will  be  seen,  in  terri- 
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torv  actually  belonging  to  legalized  Slave  States,  though 
most,  and  those  the  very  worst  among  them,  did,  as  their 
counterparts  constantly  do;  but  the  position  of  the  scenes 
of  action  in  reference  to  places  immediately  at  hand,  where 
slavery  is  the  law;  and  the  strong  reseinhlance  between 
that  class  of  outrages  and  the  rest;  lead  to  the  just  pre- 
sumption that  ihc  character  of  the  parties  concerned  was 
formed  in  slave  districts,  and  hrutalized  by  slave  cus- 
toms. 

"  JTorrible  Tragedy. 

"By  a  slip  from  The  Southport  Telegraph,  Wisconsin, 
wfe  learn  that  the  lion.  Charles  C.  P.  Arndt,  Member  of 
the  Council  for  Brown  county,  was  shot  dead  on  the  floor 
of  the  Council  chamber,  by  James  B.  Vinyard,  Member 
from  Grant  county.  The  affair  grew  out  of  a  nomination 
for  Sheriff  of  Grant  county.  Mr.  E.  S.  Baker  was  nomi- 
nated and  supported  by  Mr.  Arndt.  This  nomination 
was  opposed  by  Vinyard,  who  wanted  the  appointment  to 
vest  in  his  own  brother.  In  the  course  of  debate,  the  de- 
ceased made  some  statements  which  Vinyard  pronounced 
false,  and  made  use  of  violent  and  insulting  language, 
dealing  largely  in  personalities,  to  which  Mr.  A.  made  no 
reply.  After  the  adjournment,  Mr.  A.  stepped  up  to  Vin- 
yard, and  requested  him  to  retract,  wdnch  he  refused  to  do, 
repeating  the  offensive  words.  Mr.  Arndt  then  made  a 
blow  at  Vinyard,  who  stepped  back  a  space,  drew  a  pistol, 
and  shot  him  dead. 

"The  issue  appears  to  have  been  provoked  on  the 
part  of  Vinyard,  who  was  determined  at  all  hazards  to 
defeat  the  appointment  of  Baker,  and  who,  himself  de- 
feated, turned  his  ire  and  revenge  upon  the  unfortunate 
Arndt." 

"  The  Wisconsin  Tragedy. 

"  Public  indignation  runs  high  in  the  territory  of  Wis- 
consin, in  relation  to  the  murder  of  C.  C.  P.  Arndt,  in  the 
Legislative  Hall  of  the  Territory.  Meetings  have  been 
held  in  different  counties  of  Wisconsin,  denouncing  the  prac- 
tice of  secretly  bearing  arms  i?i  the  Legislative  chambers 
of  the  country.  We  have  seen  the  account  of  the  expulsion 
of  James  R.  Vinyard,  the  perpetrator  of  the  bloody  deed, 
and   are  amazed  to  hear,  that,  after  this   expulsion  by 


AMERICAN  NOTES.  241 

those  who  saw  Vinyard  kill  Mr.  Arndt  in  the  presence  of 
his  aged  father,  who  was  on  a  visit  to  sec  his  sod,  little 
dreaming  that  he  was  to  witness  his  murder.  Judge 
Dunn  has  discharged  Vinyard  on  bail.  The  Miners'  Free 
Press  speaks  in  terms  of  merited  rebuke  at  the  outrage 
upon  the  feelings  of  the  people  of  Wisconsin.  Vinyard  was 
within  arm's  length  of  Mr.  Arndt,  when  he  took  such 
deadly  aim  at  him,  that  he  never  spoke.  Vinyard  might 
at  pleasure,  being  so  near,  have  only  wounded  him,  hut 
he  chose  to  kill  him." 

"  Murder. 

"By  a  letter  in  a  St.  Louis  paper  of  the  14th,  we  notice 
a  terrible  outrage  at  Burlington,  Iowa.  A  Mr.  Bridgman 
having  had  a  difficulty  with  a  citizen  of  the  place,  Mr. 
Boss;  a  brother-in-law  of  the  latter  provided  himself 
with  one  of  Colt's  revolving  pistols,  met  Mr.  B.  in  the 
street,  and  discharged  the  contents  of  five  of  the  barrels  at 
him:  each  shot  taking  effect.  Mr.'  B.,  though  horribly 
wounded,  and  dying  returned  the  fire  and  killed  Ross  on 
the  spot." 

"  Terrible  Death  of  Robert  Potter. 

"From  the  'Caddo  Gazette,'  of  the  12th  inst.,  we  learn 
the  frightful  death  of  Colonel  Robert  Potter.  ...  He  was 
beset  in  his  house  by  an  enemy,  named  Rose.  He  sprang 
from  his  couch,  seized  his  gun,  and,  in  his  night-clothes, 
rushed  from  the  house.  For  about  two  hundred  yards 
his  speed  seemed  to  defy  his  pursuers  ;  but,  getting  entan- 
gled in  a  thicket,  he  was  captured.  Rose  told  him  that 
he  intended  to  act  a  generous  part,  and  give  him  a  chance 
for  his  life.  He  then  told  Potter  he  might  run,  and  he 
should  not  be  interrupted  till  he  reached  a  certain  dis- 
tance. Potter  started  at  the  word  of  command,  and  be- 
fore a  gun  was  fired  he  had  reached  the  lake.  His  first- 
impulse  wras  to  jump  in  the  water  and  dive  for  it,  which 
he  did.  Rose  was  close  behind  him,  and  formed  his  men 
on  the  bank  ready  to  shoot  him  as  he  rose.  In  a  few  sec- 
onds he  came  up  to  breathe ;  and  scarce  had  his  head 
reached  the  surface  of  the  water  when  it  was  completely 
riddled  with  the  shot  of  their  guns,  and  he  sunk,  to  rise 
no  more  ! " 
16 


242  AMERICA  V  WOTB8. 

"  Murder  in  Arkansas. 

u  We  understand  that  a  seven  rencontre  eafne  off  a  few 
days  since  in  the  Seneca  Nation,  between  Mr.  Loose,  the 
bud  agent  of  the  mixed  band  of  the  Seneoas,  Quapaw,  and 
Shawnees,  and  Mr.  James  Gillespie,  of  the  mercantile 
Arm  of  Thomas  G.  Allison  and  Co.,  of  Maysville,  Benton, 
County,  Ark."  in  which  the  latter  was  slain  with  a  bowie- 
knife.  '  Some  difficulty  had  for  some  time  existed  between 
Mi.-  parties.  It  is  said  that  Major  Gillespie  brought  eta 
the  attack  with  a  cane.  A  sever.-  conflict  ensued,  during 
which  two  pistols  were  fired  by  Gillespie  and  one  by 
Loose.  Loose  then  stabbed  ;Gillespie  with  one  of  those 
never  failing  weapons,  a  bowie-knife.  The  death  of 
.Major  G  is  much  regretted,  as  he  was  a  liberal-minded 
and  energetic  man.  Since  the  above  was  in  type,  we 
have  learned  that  Major  Allison  has  stated  to  some  of 
our  citizens  in  town  that  Mr.  Loose  gave  the  first  blow. 
"We  forbear  to  give  any  particulars,  as  the  matter  will  be 
t/ie  subject  of  judicial  investigation." 

"  Foul  Deed. 

"The  steamer  Thames,  just  from  Missouri  River  brought 
us  a  handbill,  offering  a  reward  of  500  dollars  for  the 
person  who  assassinated  Lilburn  W.  Baggs,  state  Gov- 
ernor of  this  State,  at  Independence,  on  the  night  of  the 
6th  inst.  Governor  Baggs,  it  is  stated  in  a  written  mem- 
orandum, was  not  dead,  but  mortally  wounded. 

"  Since  the  above  was  written  we  received  a  note  from 
the  clerk  of  the  Thames,  giving  the  following  particulars. 
Gov.  Baggs  was  shot  by  some  villain  on  Friday,  6th  inst., 
in  the  evening,  while  sitting  in  a  room  in  his  own  house 
in  Independence.  His  son,  a  boy,  hearing  a  report,  ran 
into  the  room,  and  found  the  Governor  sitting  in  his  chair, 
with  his  jaw  fallen  down,  and  his  head  leaning  back;  on 
discovering  the  injury  done  his  father,  he  gave  the  alarm. 
Foot  tracks  were  found  in  the  garden  below  the  window, 
and  a  pistol  picked  up  supposed  to  have  been  overloaded, 
and  thrown  from  the  hand  of  the  scoundrel  who  fired  it. 
Three  buck  shots  of  a  heavy  load,  took  effect;  one  going 
through  his  mouth,  one  into  the  brain,  and  another 
probably  in  or  near  the  brain  :  all  going  into  the  back  part 
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of  the  neck  and  head.  The  Governor  was  still  alive  on 
the  morning  of  the  7th:  but  no  hopes  for  his  recovery 
by  his  friends,  and  but  slight  hopes  from  his  physicians. 

"  A  man  was  suspected,  and  the  Sheriff  most  probably 
has  possession  of  him  by  this  time. 

"The  pistol  was  one  of  ;i  pair  stolen  some  days  previous 
from  a  baker  in  Independence,  and  the  legal  authorities, 
have  the  description  of  the  other." 

"  liencontre. 

"An  unfortunate  affair  took  place  on  Friday  evening 
in  Chatres  Street,  in  which  one  of  our  most  respectahle 
citizens  received  a  dangerous  wound,  from  a  poignard  in 
the  abdomen.  From  the  Bee  (New  Orleans)  of  yester- 
day, we  learn  the  following  particulars.  It  appears  that 
an  article  was  published  in  the  French  side  of  the  paper 
on  Monday  last,  containing  some  strictures  on  the  Ar- 
tillery Battalion  fori  firing  their  guns  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing, in  answer  to  those  from  the  Ontario  and  Woodbury, 
and  thereby  much  alarm  was  caused  to  the  families  of 
those  persons  who  were  out  all  night  preserving  the  peace 
of  the  city.  Major  C.  Gaily,  Commander  of  the  Bat- 
talion resenting  this,  called  at  the  office  and  demanded  the 
Author's  name ;  that  of  M.  P.  Arpin  was  given  to  him, 
who  was  absent  at  the  time.  Some  angry  words  then 
passed  with  one  of  the  proprietors,  and  a  challenge  fol- 
lowed ;  the  friends  of  both  parties  tried  to  arrange  the 
affair,  but  failed  to  do  so.  On  Friday  evening,  about 
seven  o'clock,  Major  Gaily  met  Mr.  P.  Arpin  in  Chatres 
Street,  and  accosted  him.     'Are  you  Mr.  Arpin?' 

" '  Yes,  sir.' 

"'Then  I  have  to  tell  you  that  you  are  a '  (apply- 
ing an  appropriate  epithet). 

"  '  I  shall  remind  you  of  your  words,  sir.' 

" '  But  I  have  said  I  would  break  my  cane  on  your 
shoulders.' 

" '  I  know  it,  but  I  have  not  yet  received  the  blow.' 

"At  these  words,  Major  Gaily  having  a  cane  in  his 
hands,  struck  Mr.  Arpin  across  the  face,  and  the  latter 
drew  a  poignard  from  his  pocket  and  stabbed  Major 
Gaily  in  the  abdomen. 

"Fears  are  entertained  that  the  wound  will  be  mortal. 
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11',    understand  that  Mr.  Arpin  has  given  security  for  hit 
appearand  'it  the  Criminal  Court  to  answer  the  charge? 

"  Affray  in  Mississippi. 

"On  the  27th  ult.,  in  an  affray  near  Carthage,  Leake 
county,  Mississippi,  between  James  Obttingbam and  John 
Wilburn,  the  latter  was  shot  by  the  former,  and  so  hor- 
ribly wounded,  that  there  wits  no  hope  of  his  recovery. 
On  the  I'd  instant,  there  was  an  affray  at  Carthage  be- 
tween A.  C.  Sharkey  and  George  Goff,  in  which  the  latter 
was  shot,  and  thought  mortally  wounded.  Sharkey  de- 
livered himself  up  to  the  authorities,  bat  changed  his  mind 
and  escaped/" 

"  Personal  Encounter. 

"An  encounter  took  place  in  Sparta,  a  few  days,  since, 
between  the  barkeeper  of  an  hotel,  and  a  man  named 
Bury.  It  appears  that  Bury  had  become  somewhat  noisy, 
and  that  the  barkeeper,  determined  to  preserve  order,  had 
threatened  to  shoot  JBury,  whereupon  Bury  drew  a  pistol 
and  shot  the  barkeeper  down.  He  was  not  dead  at  the 
last  accounts,  but  slight  hopes  were  entertained  of  his 
recovery." 

"  Duel 

"  The  clerk  of  the  steamboat  Tribune  informs  us  that 
another  duel  was  fought  on  Tuesday  last,  by  Mr.  Robbins, 
a  bank  officer  in  Vicksburg,  and  Mr.  Fall,  the  editor  of 
the  Vicksburg  Sentinel.  According  to  the  arrangement, 
the  parties  had  six  pistols  each,  which,  after  the  word 
'  Fire  ! '  they  were  to  discharge  as  fast  as  they  pleased. 
Fall  fired  two  pistols  without  effect.  Mr.  Robinson's 
first  shot  took  effect  in  Fall's  thigh,  who  fell,  and  was 
unable  to  continue  the  combat." 

"  Affray  in  Clarke  County. 

"  An  unfortunate  affray  occurred  in  Clarke  county 
(Mo.),  near  Waterloo,  on  Tuesday  the  19th  ult.,  Avhich 
originated  in  settling  the  partnership  concerns  of  Messrs. 
M'Kane  and  M'Allister,  who  had  been  engaged  in  the 
business  of  distilling,  and  resulted  in  the  death  of  the 
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latter,  who  was  shot  down  by  Mr.  M'Kane,  because  of 
his  attempting  to  take  possession  of  seven  barrels  of 
whiskey,  the  property  of  M'Kane1,  which  had  been 
knocked  oft'  to  M'Allister  at  a  sheriffs  sale  at  one  dollar 
per  barrel.  M'Kane  immediately  fled,  and  at  the  latest 
dates  find  not  been,  taken. 

"  This  unfortunate  "firm/  caused  considerable  excite- 
ment in  the  neighborhood,  as  both  parties  were  men  with 
large  families  depending  upon  them  and  stood  well  in  the 
community." 

I  will  quote  but  one  more  paragraph,  which,  by  reason 
of  its  monstrous  absurdity,  may  be  a  relief  to  these  atro- 
cious deeds. 

"  Affair  of  Honor. 

"  We  have  just  heard  the  particulars  of  a  meeting 
which  took  place  on  Six  Mile  Island,  on  Tuesday,  between 
two  young  bloods  of  our  city  :  Samuel  Thurston,  ayed 
fifteen  and  William  Iline,  aycd  thirteen  years.  They  were 
attended  by  young  gentlemen  of  the  same  age.  The 
weapons  used  on  the  occasion,  were  a  couple  of  Dickson's 
best  rifles  ;  the  distance,  thirty  yards.  They  took  one 
fire,  without  any  damage  being  sustained  by  either  party, 
except  the  ball  of  Thurston's  gun  passing  through  the 
crown  of  Hine's  hat.  Through  the  intercession  of  the 
Hoard  of  Honor,  the  challenge  was  withdrawn,  and  the 
difference  amicably  adjusted." 

If  the  reader  will  picture  to  himself  the  kind  of  Board 
of  Honor  which  amicably  adjusted  the  difference  between 
these  two  little  boys,  who  in  any  other  part  of  the  world 
would  have  been  amicably  adjusted  on  two  porters'  backs 
and  soundly  flogged  with  birchen  rods,  he  will  be  pos- 
sessed, nc  doubt,  with  as  strong  a  sense  of  its  ludicrous 
character,  as  that  which  sets  me  laughing  whenever  its 
image  rises  up  before  me. 

Now,  I  appeal  to  every  human  mind,  imbued  with  the 
commonest  of  common  sense,  and  the  commonest  of 
common  humanity  ;  to  all  dispassionate,  reasoning  creat- 
ures, of  any  shade  of  opinion ;  and  ask,  with  these  revolting 
evidences  of  the  state  of  society  which  exists  in  and  about 
the  slave  districts  of  America  before  them,  can  they  have 
a  doubt  of  the  real  condition  of  the  slave,  or  can  they  for  a 
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moment  make  a  compromise  between  the  institution  or 
any  of  its  flagrant  fearful  features, and  their  own  just 
consciences?  Will  they  say  of  any  tale  of  cruelty  and 
horror,  however  aggravated  in  degree,  that  it  is  im- 
probable^when  they  can  turn  to  the  public  prints,  and, 
running,  read  such  signs  as  these,  laid  before  them  by  the 
men  who  rule  the  slaves:  in  their  own  acts  and  under 
their  own  hands  ? 

Do  we  not  know  that  the  worst  deformity  and  ugliness 
of  slavery  are  at  once  the  cause;  and  the  effect  of  the  reek- 
less  license  taken  hy  these  freehorn  outlaws  ?  Do  we  not 
know  that  the  man  who  has  heen  born  and  bred  among 
its  wrongs  ;  who  has  seen  in  his  childhood  hushands 
obliged  at  the  word  of  command  to  flog  their  wives  ; 
women,  indecently  compelled;  to  hold  up  their  own  gar- 
ments that  men  might  lay  the  heavier  stripes  upon  their 
legs,  driven  and  harried  by  hrutal  overseers  in  their  time 
of  travail,  and  becoming  mothers  on  the  field  of  toil, 
under  the  very  lash  itself  ;  who  has  read  in  youth,  and 
seen  his  virgin  sisters  read  descriptions  of  runaway  men 
and  women,  and  their  disfigured  persons,  which  could  not 
be  published  elsewhere,  of  so  much  stock  upon  a  farm, 
or  at  a  show  of  beasts  ; — do  we  not  know  that  that  man, 
whenever  his  wrath  is  kindled  up,  will  be  a  brutal  savage? 
Do  we  not  know  that  as  he  is  a  coward  in  his  domestic 
life,  stalking  among  his  shrinking  men  and  women  slaves 
armed  with  his  heavy  whip,  so  he  will  be  a  coward  out 
of  doors  and  carrying  cowards'  weapons  hidden  in  his 
breast  will  shoot  men  down  and  stab  them  when  be 
quarrels  ?  And  if  our  reason  did  not  teach  us  this  and 
much  beyond  ;  if  wre  were  such  idiots  as  to  close  our 
eyes  to  that  fine  mode  of  training  which  rears  up  such 
men  ;  should  we  not  know  that  they  who  among  their 
equals  stab  and  pistol  in  the  legislative  balls,  and  in  the 
counting-bouse,  and  on  the  market-place,  and  in  all  the 
elsewhere  peaceful  pursuits  of  life,  must  be  to  their 
dependents,  even  though  they  were  free  servants,  so 
many  merciless  and  unrelenting  tyrants  ? 

What!  shall  we  declaim  against  the  ignorant  peasantry 
of  Ireland,  and  mince  the  matter  when  these  American 
taskmasters  are  in  question  ?  Shall  we  cry  shame  on  the 
brutality  of  those  who  hamstring  cattle :  and  spare  the 
lights  of  Freedom  upon  earth  who  notch  the  ears  of  men 
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and  women,  cut  pleasant  posies  in  the  shrinking  flesh, 
learn  to  write  with  pens  df  red-hot  iron  on  the  human 
face,  rack  their  poetic  fancies  for  liveries  of  mutilation 
which  their  slaves  shall  wear  for  life  and  carry  to  the 
grave,  break  living  limbs  as  did  the  soldiery  who  mocked 
and  slew  the  Saviour  of  the  world,  and  set  defenceless 
creatures  up  for  targets  !  Shall  we  whimper  over  legends 
of  the  tortures  practised  on  each  other  by  the  Pagan 
Indians,  and  smile  upon,  the  cruelties  of  Christian  men! 
Shall  we,  so  long  as  these  things  last,  exult  above  the 
scattered  remnants  of  that  stately  race,  and  triumph  in 
the  white  enjoyment  of  their  broad  possessions?  Rather, 
for  me,  restore  the  forest  and  the  Indian  village;  in  lieu 
of  stars  and  stripes,  let  some  poor  feather  flutter  in  the 
breeze;  replace  the  streets  and  squares  by  wigwams; 
and  though  the  death-song  of  a  hundred  haughty  warriors 
fill  the  air,  it  will  be  music  to  the  shriek  of  one  unhappy 
slave. 

On  one  theme,  which  is  commonly  before  our  eyes,  and 
in  respect  of  wdiicli  our  national  character  is  changing 
fast,  let  the  plain  Truth  be  spoken,  and  let  us  not,  like 
dastards,  beat  about  the  bush  by  hinting  at  the  Spaniard 
and  the  fierce  Italian.  When  knives  are  drawn  by  Eng- 
lishmen in  conflict  let  it  be  said  and  known  :  "  We  owe 
this  change  to  Republican  Slavery.  These  are  the  weap- 
ons of  Freedom.  With  sharp  points  and  edges  such  as 
these,  Liberty  in  America  doth  hew  and  hack  her  slaves ; 
or,  failing  that  pursuit,  her  sons  devote  them  to  a  better 
use,  and  turn  them  on  each  other." 


CHAPTER  THE  EIGHTEENTH. 

CONCLUDING    REMARKS. 

There  are  many  passages  in  this  book,  where  I  have 
been  at  some  pains  to  resist  the  temptation  of  troubling 
my  readers  with  my  own  deductions  and  conclusions : 
preferring  that  they  should  judge  for  themselves,  from 
such  premises  as  I  have  laid  before  them  my  only  object 
in  the  outset,  was,  to  carry  them  with  me  faithfully 
wheresoever  I  went,  and  that  task  I  have  discharged. 
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But  I  may  be  pardoned,  if  on  suoh  a  theme  as  the  gen- 
eral character  of  t!i<'  American  people,  and  the  general 
character  of  their  social  system,  as  presented  to  a 
strangers  Byes,  I  desire  to  express  my  own  opinions  in  a 
few  words,  before  I  bring  this  volume  to  a  close. 

They  are,  by  nature,  frank,  brave,  cordial,  hospitable, 
and  affectionate.  Cultivation  and  refinement  seems  but 
to  enhance  their  warmth  of  heart  and  ardent  enthusiasm  ; 
and  it  is  the  possession  of  these  latter  qualities  in  a  most 
remarkable  degree,  which  renders  an  educated  American 
ohe  of  the  most  endearing  and  most  generous  of  friends. 
I  never  was  so  won  upon,  as  by  this  class  ;  never  yielded 
up  my  full  confidence  and  esteem  so  readily  and  pleasur- 
ahly,  as  to  them  ;  never  can  make  again,  in  half-a-year,  so 
many  friends  for  whom  I  seem  to  entertain  the  regard 
of  half  a  life. 

These  qualities  are  natural,  I  implicitly  believe,  to  the 
whole  people.  That  they  are,  however,  sadly  sapped  and 
blighted  in  their  growth  among  the  mass;  and  that  there 
are  influences  at  work  which  endanger  them  still  more 
and  give  but  little  present  promise  of  their  healthy  res- 
toration; is  a  truth  that  ought  to  be  told. 

It  is  an  essential  part  of  every  national  character  to 
pique  itself  mightily  upon  its  faults,  and  to  deduce  tokens 
of  its  virtue  or  its  wisdom  from  their  very  exaggeration. 
One  great  blemish  in  the  popular  mind  of  America,  and 
the  prolific  parent  of  an  innumerable  brood  of  evils,  is 
Universal  Distrust.  Yet,  the  American  citizen  plumes 
himself  upon  this  spirit,  even  when  he  is  sufficiently  dis- 
passionate to  perceive  the  ruin  it  works ;  and  will  often 
adduce  it,  in  spite  of  his  own  reason,  as  an  instance  of 
the  great  sagacity  and  acuteness  of  the  people,  and  their 
superior  shrewdness  and  independence. 

"  You  carry,"  says  the  stranger,  "  this  jealousy  and 
distrust  into  every  transaction  of  public  life.  By  repel- 
ling worthy  men  from  your  legislative  assemblies,  it  has 
bred  up  a  class  of  candidates  for  the  suffrage,  who,  in  their 
every  act,  disgrace  your  Institutions  and  your  people's 
choice.  It  has  rendered  you  so  fickle,  and  so  given  to 
change,  that  your  inconstancy  has  passed  into  a  proverb, 
for  you  no  sooner  set  up  an  idol  firmly,  than  you  are  sure 
to  pull  it  down  and  dash  it  into  fragments;  and  this, 
because  directly  you  reward  a  benefactor,  or  public  serv- 
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ant,  you  distrust  him,  merely  because  he  is  rewarded ; 
and  immediately  apply  yourselves  to  find  out,  either  that 
you  have  been  too  bountiful  in  your  acknowledgments, 
or  he  remiss  in  his  deserts.  Any  man  who  attains  a 
high  place  among  you,  from  the  President  downwards, 
may  date  his  downfall  from  that  moment;  for  any 
printed  lie  that  any  notorious  villain  pens,  although  it 
militate  directly  against  the  character  and  conduct  of  a 
life,  appeals  at  once  to  your  distrust,  and  is  believed. 
You  will  strain  at  a  gnat  in  the  way  of  trustfulness  and 
confidence,  however  fairly  won  and  well  deserved ;  but 
you  will  swallow  a  whole  caravan  of  camels,  if  they  be 
laden  with  unworthy  doubts  and  mean  suspicions.  Is 
this  well,  think  you,  or  likely  to  elevate  the  character  of 
the  governors  or  the  governed,  among  you  ?  " 

The  answer  is  invariably  the  same  :  "  There's  freedom 
of  opinion  here,  you  know.  Every  man  thinks  for  him- 
self, and  we  are  not  to  be  easily  overreached.  That's 
how  our  people  come  to  be  suspicious." 

Another  prominent  feature  is  the  love  of  "  smart " 
dealing,  which  gilds  over  many  a  swindle  and  gross 
breach  of  trust ;  many  a  defalcation,  public  and  private ; 
and  enables  many  a  knave  to  hold  his  head  up  with  the 
best,  who  well  deserves  a  halter — though  it  has  not  been 
without  its  retributive  operation,  for  this  smartness  has 
done  more  in  a  few  years  to  impair  the  public  credit,  and 
to  cripple  the  public  resources,  than  dull  honesty,  however 
rash,  could  have  effected  in  a  century.  The  merits  of  a 
broken  speculation,  or  a  bankruptcy,  or  of  a  successful 
scoundrel,  are  not  gauged  by  its  or  his  observance  of  the 
golden  rule,  "  Do  as  you  would  be  done  by,"  but  are  con- 
sidered with  reference  to  their  smartness.  I  recollect, 
on  both  occasions  of  our  passing  that  ill-fated  Cairo  on 
the  Mississippi,  remarking  on  the  bad  effects  such  gross 
deceits  must  have  when  they  exploded,  in  generating  a 
want  of  confidence  abroad,  and  discouraging  foreign  in- 
vestment: but  I  was  given  to  understand  that  this  was 
a  very  smart  scheme  by  which  a  deal  of  money  had  been 
made:  and  that  its  smartest  feature  was,  that  they  forgot 
these  things  abroad,  in  a  very  short  time,  and  speculated 
again,  as  freely  as  ever.  The  following  dialogue  I  have 
held  a  hundred  times: — "Is  it  not  a  very  disgraceful  cir- 
cumstance that  such  a  man  as  So  and  So  should  be  ac- 
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quiring  ;i  large  property  by  the  most  infamous  and  odious 
means,  aiiii  notwithstanding  all  the  crimes  of  whieh  be 

lias    been   guilty,  should  lie  t<  >lerat ed  and  abetted  by  your 

Citizens?  lie  is  a  public  nuisance*  is  he,  not? "  "Yes, 
sir."  lf'A.n<Dnvioted  li:ir?"  ",Yes,  sir."  "He  has  been 
kicked,  and  eulb-d,  and  caned?"  "  Yes,  sir."  u  And  he 
is  utterly  dishonorable,  debased,  and  profligate  ?"  "  Yes, 
sir."  "Ill  the  mime  of  wonder,  then,  what  is  his  merit?" 
•■  Well,  sir,  he  is  a  smart  man." 

In  like  manner,  all  kinds  of  deficient  and  impolitic 
usages  are  referred  to  the  national  love  of  trade;  though, 
oddly  enough,  it  would  be  a  weighty  charge  against  a 
foreigner  that  he  regarded  the  Americans  as  a  trading 
people.  The  love  of  trade  is  assigned  as  a  reason  for 
that  comfortless  custom,  so  very  prevalent  in  country 
towns,  of  married  persons  living  in  hotels,  having  no  fire- 
side of  their  own,  and  seldom  meeting  from  early  morning 
until  late  at  night,  but  at  the  hasty  public  meals.  The 
love  of  trade  is  a  reason  why  the  literature  of  America  is 
to  remain  forever  unprotected  :  "  For  we  are  a  trading 
people,  and  don't  care  for  poetry,"  though  we  do,  by  the 
way,  profess  to  be  very  proud  of  our  poets ;  while  health- 
ful amusements,  cheerful  means  of  recreation,  and  whole- 
some fancies,  must  fade  before  the  stern  utilitarian  joys 
of  trade. 

These  three  characteristics  are  strongly  presented  at 
every  turn,  full  in  the  stranger's  views.  But  the  foul 
growth  of  America  has  a  more  tangled  root  than  this  ; 
and  it  strikes  its  fibres,  deep  in  its  licentious  Press. 

Schools  may  be  erected,  East,  West,  North,  and  South ; 
pupils  be  taught,  and  masters  reared,  by  scores  upon 
scores  of  thousands ;  colleges  may  thrive,  churches  may 
be  crammed,  temperance  may  be  diffused,  and  advancing 
knowledge  in  all  other  forms  walk  through  the  land  with 
giant  strides  ;  but  while  the  newspaper  press  of  America 
is  in,  or  near,  its  present  abject  state,  high  moral  im- 
provement in  that  country  is  hopeless.  Year  by  year,  it 
must  and  will  go  back ;  year  by  year,  the  tone  of  public 
feeling  must  sink  lower  down;  year  by  year,  the  Congress 
and  the  Senate  must  become  of  less  account  before  all 
decent  men  ;  and  year  by  year,  the  memory  of  the  Great 
Fathers  of  the  Revolution  must  be  outraged  more  and 
more,  in  the  bad  life  of  their  degenerate  child. 
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Among  the  herd  of  journals  which  are  published  in  the 
States,  there  are  some,  the  reader  scarcely  need  be  told, 
of  character  and  credit.  From  personal  intercourse  with 
accomplished  gentlemen,  connected  with  publications  of 
this  class,  I  have  derived  both  pleasure  and  profit.  Bat 
the  name  of  these  is  Few,  and  of  the  others  Legion  ;  ;md 
the  influence  of  the  good,  is  powerless  to  counteract  the 
mortal  poison  of  the  bad. 

Among  the  gentry  of  America  ;  among  the  well-in- 
formed and  moderate;  in  the  learned  professions;  at  the 
Bar,  and  on  the  Bench  ;  there  is,  as  there  can  be,  but  one 
opinion,  in  reference  to  the  vicious  character  of  these  in- 
famous journals.  It  is  sometimes  contended — I  will  not 
say  strangely,  for  it  is  natural  to  seek  excuses  for  such  a 
disgrace — that  their  influence  is  not  so  great  as  a  visitor 
would  suppose.  I  must  be  pardoned  for  saying  that 
there  is  no  warrant  for  this  plea,  and  that  every  fact  and 
circumstance  tends  directly  to  the  opposite  conclusion. 

When  any  man,  of  any  grade  of  desert  in  intellect  or 
character,  can  climb  to  any  public  distinction,  no  matter 
what  in  America,  without  first  grovelling  down  upon 
the  earth,  and  bending  the  knee  before  this  monster  of 
depravity ;  when  any  private  excellence  is  safe  from  its 
attacks  ;  when  any  social  confidence  is  left  unbroken  by 
it,  or  any  tie  of  social  decency  and  honor  is  held  in  the 
least  regard ;  when  any  man  in  that  Free  Country  has 
freedom  of  opinion,  and  presumes  to  think  for  himself, 
and  speak  for  himself,  without  humble  reference  to  rt 
censorship  which,  for  its  rampant  ignorance  and  base 
dishonesty,  he  utterly  loathes  and  despises  in  his  heart; 
when  those  who  most  acutely  feel  its  infamy  and  the 
reproach  it  casts  upon  the  nation,  and  who  most  denounce 
it  to  each  other,  dare  to  set  their  heels  upon,  and  crush  it 
openly,  in  the  sight  of  all  men  ;  then,  I  will  believe  that, 
its  influence  is  lessening,  and  men  are  returning  to  their 
manly  senses.  But  while  that  Press  has  its  evil  eye  in 
every  house,  and  its  black  hand  in  every  appointment  in 
the  state,  from  a  president  to  a  postman ;  while,  with 
ribald  slander  for  its  only  stock  in  trade,  it  is  the  standard 
literature  of  an  enormous  class,  who  must  find  their  read- 
ing in  a  newspaper,  or  they  will  not  read  at  all ;  so  long 
must  its  odium  be  upon  the  country's  head,  and  so  long 
must  the  evil  it  works,  be  plainly  visible  in  the  Republic. 
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To  those  who  arc  accustomed  to  the  leading  English 
journals,  or  to  the  respectable  journals  of  the  Continent 
of  Europe;  to  those  who  arc  accustomed  to  anything  else 
In  print  and  paper;  it  would  he  impossible,  without  an 
amount  of  extract  for  which  I  have  neither  space  nor 
inclination,  to  convey  an  adequate  idea  of  this  frightful 
engine  in  America.  But  if  any  man  desire  confirmation 
of  my  statement  on  this  head,  let  him  repair  to  any  place 
in  this  city  of  London,  where  scattered  numbers  of 
these  publications  are  to  be  found;  and  there,  let  him 
form  his  own  opinion.* 

It  would  he  well,  there  can  be  no  doubt,  for  the 
American  people  as  a  whole,  if  they  loved  the  Real  less, 
and  the  Ideal  somewhat  more.  It  would  he  well,  if  there 
were  greater  encouragement  to  lightness  of  heart  and 
gayety,  and  a  wider  cultivation  of  what  is  beautiful,  with- 
out being  eminently  and  directly  useful.  But  here,  I 
think  the  general  remonstrance,  "we  are  a  new  country," 
which  is  so  often  advanced  as  an  excuse  for  defects  which 
are  quite  unjustifiable,  as  being,  of  right,  only  the  slow 
growth  of  an  old  one,  may  be  very  reasonably  urged :  and 
I  yet  hope  to  hear  of  there  being  some  other  national  amuse- 
ment in  the  United  States,  besides  newspaper  politics. 

They  certainly  are  not  a  humorous  people,  and  their 
temperament  always  impressed  me  as  being  of  a  dull 
and  gloomy  character.  In  shrewdness  of  remark,  and  a 
certain  cast-iron  quaintness,  the  Yankees,  or  people  of 
New  England,  unquestionably  take  the  lead;  as  they  do 
in  most  other  evidences  of  intelligence.  But  in  travel- 
ling about,  out  of  the  large  cities — as  I  have  remarked  in 
former  parts  of  this  volume — I  was  quite  oppressed  by 
the  prevailing  seriousness  and  melancholy  air  of  business  i 
which  was  so  general  and  unvarying,  that  at  every  new 
town  I  came  to,  I  seemed  to  meet  the  very  same  people 
whom  I  had  left  behind  me,  at  the  last.  Such  defects  as 
are  perceptible  in  the  national  manners,  seem,  to  me,  to 
be  referable,  in  a  great  degree,  to  this  cause :  which  has 

*  Or,  let  him  refer  to  an  able,  and  perfectly  truthful  article,  in 
The  Foreipr*  Quarterly  Review,  published  in  the  present  month  of 
October  ;  to  which  my  attention  has  been  attracted,  since  these 
sheets  have  been  passing  through  the  press.  lie  will  find  some 
specimens  there,  by  no  means  remarkable  to  any  man  who  has  been 
in  America,  but  sufficiently  striking  to  one  who  has  not. 
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generated  a  dull,  sullen  persistence  in  coarse  usages,  and 
rejected  the  graces  of  life  as  undeserving  of  attention. 
There  is  no  doubt  that  Washington,  who  was  always 
most  scrupulous  and  exact  on  points  of  ceremony, 
perceived  the  tendency  towards  this  mistake,  even  in  his 
time,  and  did  his  utmost  to  correct  it. 

I  cannot  hold  with  other  writers  on  these  subjects  that 
the  prevalence  of  various  forms  of  dissenl  in  America,  is 
in  any  way  attributable  to  the  non-existence  there  of  an 
established  church:  indeed,  I  think  the  temper  of  tTie 
people,  if  it  admitted  of  such  an  Institution  bring'  founded 
amongst  them,  would  lead  them  to  deserl  it,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  merely  because  it  waa  established,  But, 
supposing  it  to  exist,  I  doubt  its  probable  efficacy  in 
summoning  the  wandering  sheep  to  one  great  fold,  simply 
because  of  the  immense  amount  of  dissent  which  prevails 
at  home;  and  because  I  do  not  find  in  America  any  one 
form  of  religion  with  which  we  in  Europe,  or  even  in 
England,  are  unacquainted.  Dissenters  resort  thither  in 
great  numbers,  as  other  people  do,  simply  because  it  is  a 
land  of  resort ;  and  great  settlements  of  them  are  founded, 
because  ground  can  be  purchased,  and  towns  and  villages 
reared,  where  there  were  none  of  the  human  creation 
before.  But  even  the  Shakers  emigrated  from  England  ; 
our  country  is  not  unknown  to  Mr.  Joseph  Smith,  the 
apostle  o:  Mormon  ism,  or  to  his  benighted  disciples;  I 
have  beheld  religious  scenes  myself  in  some  of  our  populous 
towns  which  can  hardly  be  surpassed  by  an  American 
camp-meeting,  and  I  am  not  aware  that  any  instance  of 
superstitious  imposture  on  the  one  hand,  and  superstitious 
credulity  on  the  other,  has  had  its  origin  in  the  United 
States,  which  we  cannot  more  than  parallel  by  the 
precedents  of  Mrs.  Southcote,  Mary  Tofts  the  rabbit- 
breeder-  or  even  Mr.  Thorn  of  Canterbury ;  which  latter 
case  arose,  some  time  after  the  dark  ages  had  passed 
away. 

The  Republican  Institutions  of  America  undoubtedly 
lead  the  people  to  assert  their  self-respect  and  their  equal- 
ity;  but  a  traveller  is  bound  to  bear  those  Institutions  in 
his  mind,  and  not  hastily  to  resent  the  near  approach  of 
a  class  of  strangers,  who,  at  home,  would  keep  aloof. 
This  characteristic,  when  it  was  tinctured  with  no  foolish 
pride,  and   stopped   short   of   no   honest   service,  never 
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offended  mo;  and  I  very  seldom,  if  ever,  experienced  its 
nidi'  Ot  unbecoming  display.  <  Mire  OT  t  wice  it,  was  com- 
ically developed,  as  in  bhe  foHowfag  oase ;  but  this  was  an 
amusing  Incident,  and  not  the  rule  0*  near  it. 

I  wanted   a   pair  of  boots  at    a  certain   town,  for  I  had 

none  to  travel  in,  but  those  with  the  memorable  cork  soles, 

winch  were  much  too  hot  for  the  fiery  decks  of  a  steam- 
boat. I  therefore  sent  a  message  to  an  artist  in  hoots, 
importing,  with  my  compliments,  that  I  should  be  happy 

to  see  him,  if  ho  would  do  mo  the  polite  favor  to  call. 
He  very  kindly  returned  for  answer,  that  he  would 
"  look  round"  at  six  o'clock  that  evening. 

I  was  lying  on  the  sofa,  with  a  book  and  a  wine-glass, 
at  about  that  time,  when  the  door  opened,  and  a  gentle- 
man in  a  stiff  cravat,  within  a  year  or  two  on  either  side 
of  thirty,  entered,  in  his  hat  and  gloves;  walked  up  to 
the  looking-glass ;  arranged  his  hair  ;  took  off  his  gloves  ; 
slowly  produced  a  measure  from  the  uttermost  depths  of 
his  coat  pocket;  and  requested  me,  in  a  languid  tone,  to 
"unfix"  my  straps.  T  complied,  but  looked  with  some 
curiosity  at  his  hat,  which  was  still  upon  his  head.  It 
might  have  been  that,  or  it  might  have  been  the  heat — 
but  he  took  it  off.  Then,  he  sat  himself  down  on  a  chair 
opposite  to  me  ;  rested  an  arm  on  each  knee ;  and,  lean- 
ing forward  very  much,  took  from  the  ground,  by  a  great 
effort,  the  specimen  of  metropolitan  workmanship  which 
1  had  just  pulled  off — whistling,  pleasantly,  as  he  did  so. 
He  turned  it  over  and  over ;  surveyed  it  with  a  contempt 
no  language  can  express  ;  and  inquired  if  I  wished  him  to 
fix  me  a  boot  like  that?  I  courteously  replied,  that  pro- 
vided the  boots'  were  large  enough,  I  would  leave  the 
rest  to  him  ;  that  if  convenient  and  practicable,  I  should 
not  object  to  their  bearing  some  resemblance  to  the 
model  then  before  him  ;  but  that  I  would  be  entirely 
guided  by,  and  would  beg  to  leave  the  whole  subject  to, 
his  judgment  and  discretion.  "You  an't  partickler, 
about  this  scoop  in  the  heel,  I  suppose  then?"  says  he: 
"  we  don't  follow  that,  here."  I  repeated  my  last  obser- 
vation. He  looked  at  himself  in  the  glass  again ;  went 
closer  to  it  to  dash  a  grain  or  two  of  dust  out  of  the  cor- 
ner of  his  eye  ;  and  settled  his  cravat.  All  this  time,  my 
leg  and  foot  were  in  the  air.  "Nearly  ready,  sir?"  I 
inquired,     "  Well,  pretty  nigh,"  he  said ;  "  keep  steady." 
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I  kept  as  steady  as  I  could,  both  in  foot  ;ind  face ;  and 
having  by  this  time  got  the  dust  out,  and  found  bis  pen 
cil-case,  lie  measured  me,  and  made  the  necessary  notes. 
When  he  had  finished,  he  fell  into  his  old  attitude,  and 
taking  up  the  boot  again,  mused  for  some  time.  "And 
this,"  he  said,  at  last,  "  is  an  English  boot,  is  it!  This  is 
a  London  boot,  eh?"  "  That,  sir,"  I  replied,  u  is  ;i  Lon- 
don boot."  He  mused  over  it  again,  after  the  manner  of 
Hamlet  with  Yoriek's  skull ;  nodded  his  head,  as  who 
should  say,  "  I  pity  the  Institutions  that  led  to  the  pro- 
duction of  this  boot!";  rose;  put  up  his  pencil,  notes, 
and  paper — glancing  at  himself  in  the  glass,  all  the 
time — put  on  his  hat,  drew  on  his  gloves  very  slowly,  and 
finally  walked  out.  When  he  had  been  gone  ahout  a 
minute,  the  door  reopened,  and  his  hat  and  his  head  reap- 
peared, lie  looked  round  the  room,  and  at  the  boot  again, 
which  was  still  lying  on  the  floor;  appeared  thoughtful 
for  a  minute ;  and  then  said,  "  Well,  good  arternoon." 
"  Good-afternoon,  sir,"  said  I ;  and  that  was  the  end  of 
the  interview. 

There  is  but  one  other  head  on  which  I  wish  to  offer  a 
remark ;  and  that  has  reference  to  the  public  health.  In 
so  vast  a  country,  where  there  are  thousands  of  millions 
of  acres  of  land  yet  unsettled  and  uncleared,  and  on  every 
rood  of  which,  vegetable  decomposition  is  annually  taking 
place;  where  there  are  so  many  great  rivers,  and  such 
opposite  varieties  of  climate ;  there  cannot  fail  to  be  a 
great  amount  of  sickness  at  certain  seasons.  But  I  may 
venture  to  say,  after  conversing  with  many  members  of 
the  medical  profession  in  America,  that  Iain  not  singular 
in  the  opinion  that  much  of  the  disease  which  does  pre- 
vail, might  be  avoided,  if  a  few  common  precautions  were 
observed.  Greater  means  of  personal  cleanliness,  are 
indispensable  to  this  end;  the  custom  of  hastily  swallow- 
ing large  quantities  of  animal  food,  three  times  a-day, 
and  rushing  back  to  sedentary  pursuits  after  each  meal, 
must  be  changed ;  the  gentler  sex  must  go  more  wisely 
clad,  and  take  more  healthful  exercise;  and  in  the  latter 
clause,  the  males  must  be  included  also.  Above  all,  in 
public  institutions,  and  throughout  the  whole  of  every 
town  and  city,  the  system  of  ventilation,  and  drainage, 
and  removal  of  impurities  requires  to  he  thoroughly 
revised.     There  is  no  local  Legislature  in  America  which 
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may  not  study  Mr.  chad  wick's  excelleni  Report  upon  the" 
Sanitary  Condition  of  our  Laboring'  Classes,  with  im- 
mense advantage. 

I  have  now  arrived  at  the  close  of  this  hook.  I  have 
lii  lie  reason  to  believe,  from  certain  warnings  I  have  had, 
since  I  returned  to  England,  that  it  will  Ik-  tenderly  or  fav- 
orably received  by  the  American  people;  and  as  I  have 
written  the  Truth  in  relation  to  the  mass  of  those  who  form 
their  judgments  and  express  their  opinions,  it  will  be  seen 
that  1  have  no  desire  to  court,  by  any  adventitious  means, 
the  popular  applause. 

It  is  enough  for  me,  to  know,  that  what  I  have  set 
down  in  these  pages,  cannot  cost  me  a  single  friend  on 
the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic,  who  is,  in  anything,  de- 
serving of  the  name.  For  the  rest,  I  put  my  trust,  im- 
plicitly, in  the  spirit  in  which  they  have  been  conceived 
and  penned;  and  I  can  hide  my  time. 

I  have  made  no  reference  to  my  reception,  nor  have  I 
suffered  it  to  influence  me  in  what  I  have  written  ;  for,  in 
either  case,  I  should  have  offered  but  a  sorry  acknowledg- 
ment compared  with  that  I  bear  within  my  breast,  to- 
wards those  partial  readers  of  my  former  books,  across 
the  Water,  who  met  me  with  an  open  hand-  and  not  with 
one  thai,  closed  upon  an  iron  muzzle. 
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THE 
READER'S  PASSPORT. 

If  the  readers  of  this  volume 
will  be  so  kind  as  to  take  their 
credentials  for  the  different 
places  winch  are  the  subject 
of  its  author's  reminiscences, 
from  the  Author  himself,  per- 
haps they  may  visit  them,  in 
fancy,  the  more  agreeably,  and 
with  a  better  understanding  of 
what  they  are  to  expect. 

Many  books  have  been  writ- 
ten upon  Italy,  affording  many 
means  of  studying  the  history 
of  that  interesting  country,  and 
the  innumerable  associations 
entwined  about  it.  I  make  but 
little  reference  to  that  stock 
of  information  ;  not  at  all  re- 
garding it  as  a  necessary  con- 
sequence of  my  having  had  re- 
course to  the  storehouse  for 
my  own  benefit,  that  I  should 
reproduce  its  easily  accessible 
contents  before  the  eyes  of  my 
readers. 

Neither  will  there  be  found, 
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in  these  pages,  any  graye  examination  into  the  govorn- 
men1  or  misgovernment  of  any  portion  of  the  country. 
No  visitor  of  thai  beautiful  land  cm  fail  to  have  a  strong 
conviction  on  the  subject ;  but  ;is  I  chose  when  residing 
therms  -i  Foreigner,  to  abstain  from  the  discussion  of  any 
such  questions  with  any  order  of  Italians,  so  I  would 
rather  not  enter  on  the  inquiry  now.  During  my  twelve 
months'  occupation  of  a  house  at  Genoa,  I  never  found 
that  authorities  constitutionally  jealous  were  distrustful 
of  me;  and  I  should  he  sorry  to  give  them  occasion  to 
regret  their  free  courtesy,  either  to  myself  or  any  of  my 
countrymen. 

There  is,  probahly,  not  a  famous  Picture  or  Statue  in 
all  Italy,  but  could  be  easily  buried  under  a  mountain  of 
printed  paper  devoted  to  dissertations  on  it.  I  do  not, 
therefore,  though  an  earnest  admirer  of  Painting  and 
Sculpture,  expatiate  at  any  length  on  famous  Pictures  and 
Statues. 

This  Book  is  a  series  of  faint  reflections — mere  shadows 
in  the  water — of  places  to  which  the  imaginations  of  most 
people  are  attracted  in  a  greater  or  less  degree,  on  which 
mine  had  dwelt  for  years,  and  which  have  some  interest 
for  all.  The  greater  part  of  the  descriptions  were  written 
on  the  spot,  and  sent  home,  from  time  to  time,  in  private 
letters.  I  do  not  mention  the  circumstance  as  an  excuse 
for  any  defects  they  may  present,  for  it  would  be  none; 
but  as  a  guarantee  to  the  Reader  that  they  were  at  least 
penned  in  the  fulness  of  the  subject,  and  with  the  liveliest 
impressions  of  novelty  and  freshness. 

If  they  have  ever  a  fanciful  and  idle  air,  perhaps  the 
reader  will  suppose  them  written  in  the  shade  of  a  Sunny 
Bay,  in  the  midst  of  the  objects  of  which  they  treat,  and 
will  like  them  none  the  worse  for  having  such  influences 
of  the  country  upon  them. 

I  hope  I  am  not  likely  to  be  misunderstood  by  Profes- 
sors of  the  Roman  Catholic  faith,  on  account  of  anything 
contained  in  these  pages.  I  have  done  my  best,  in  one  of 
my  former  productions,  to  do  justice  to  them  ;  and  I  trust, 
in  this,  they  will  do  justice  to  me.  When  I  mention  any 
exhibition  that  impressed  me  as  absurd  or  disagreeable, 
I  do  not  seek  to  connect  it,  or  recognize  it  as  necessarily 
connected  with,  any  essentials  of  their  creed.  When  I 
treat  of  the  ceremonies  of  the  Holy  Week,  I  merely  treat 
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of  their  effect,  and  do  not  challenge  the  good  and  learned 
Dr.  Wiseman's  interpretation  of  their  meaning.  Winn 
I  hint  a  dislike  of  nunneries  for  young  girls  who  abjure 

the  world  before  they  have  ever  proved  or  known  it  ;  or 
doubt  the  ex  officio  sanctity  of  all  Priests  and  Friars;  1 
do  no  more  than  many  conscientious  Catholics  both  abroad 
and  at  home. 

I  have  likened  these  Pictures  to  shadows  in  the  water, 
and  would  fain  hope  that  I  have,  nowhere,  stirred  the 
water  so  roughly,  as  to  mar  the  shadows.  I  could  never 
desire  to  be  on  better  terms  with  all  my  friends  than  now, 
when  distant  mountains  rise,  once  more,  in  my  path.  For 
I  need  not  hesitate  to  avow,  that,  bent  on  correcting  a 
brief  mistake  I  made,  not  long  ago,  in  disturbing  the  old 
relations  between  myself  and  my  leaders,  and  departing 
for  a  moment  from  my  old  pursuits,  1  am  about  to  re- 
sume them,  joyfully,  in  Switzerland  ;  where  during  an- 
other year  of  absence,  I  can  at  once  work  out  the  themes 
I  have  now  in  my  mind,  without  interruption  :  and  while 
I  keep  my  English  audience  within  speaking  distance, 
extend  my  knowledge  of  a  noble  country,  inexpressibly 
attractive  to  me. 

This  book  is  made  as  accessible  as  possible,  because  it 
would  be  a  great  pleasure  to  me  if  I  could  hope,  through 
its  means,  to  compare  impressions  with  some  among  the 
multitudes  who  will  hereafter  visit  the  scenes  described, 
with  interest  and  delight. 

And  I  have  only  now,  in  passport  wise,  to  sketch  my 
reader's  portrait,  which  I  hope  may  be  thus  suppositi- 
tiously  traced  for  either  sex : — 

Complexion         .        .        .  Fair. 

Eyes Very  cheerful. 

Nose Not  supercilious. 

Mouth  ....  Smiling. 

Visage         ....  Beaming. 

General  Expression  .  Extremely  agreeable. 
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GOING  THROUGH  FRANCE. 


On  a  fine  Sunday  morning  in  the  Midsummer  time  and 
weather  of  eighteen  hundred  and  forty-foui',  it  was,  my 
good  friend,  when — don't  be  alarmed  ;  not  when  two  trav- 
ellers might  have  been  observed  slowly  making  their 
way  over  that  picturesque  and  broken  ground  by  which 
the  first  chapter  of  a  Middle-Aged  novel  is  usually  attained 
— but  when  an  English  travelling-carriage  of  considerable 
proportions,  fresh  from  the  shady  halls  of  the  Pantechni- 
con near  Belgrave  Square,  London,  was  observed  (by  a 
very  small  French  soldier ;  for  I  saw  him  look  at  it)  to 
issue  from  the  gate  of  the  Hotel  Meurice  in  the  Rue 
Rivoli  at  Paris. 

I  am  no  more  bound  to  explain  why  the  English  family 
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travelling  by  this  carriage,  inside  and  out,  should  be 
starting  for  Italy  on  a  Sunday  morning,  of  all  good  days 
in  the  week,  than  lam  to  assign  a  reason  for  all  the  little 

men  in  France  being  soldiers,  ami  all  the  big  men  pos- 
tilions: which  is  the  invariable  rule.  But  they  had  some 
sort  of  reason  for  what  they  did,  I  have  no  doubt:  and 
their  reason  for  being  there  at  all,  was,  as  you  know,  that 
they  were  going  to  live  in  fair  Genoa  tor  a  year;  and  that 
the  head  of  the  family  purposed,  in  that  space  of  time,  to 
stroll  about,  wherever  his  restless  humour  carried  him. 

And  it  would  have  been  small  comfort  to  me  to  have 
explained  to  the  population  of  Paris  generally,  that  I  was 
that  Head  and  Chief ;  and  not  the  radiant  embodiment  of 
good  humor  who  sat  beside  me  in  the  person  of  a  French 
Courier — best  of  servants  and  most  beaming  of  men ! 
Truth  to  say,  he  looked  a  great  deal  more  patriarchal  than 
I,  who,  in  the  shadow  of  his  portly  presence,  dwindled 
down  to  no  account  at  all. 

There  was,  of  course,  very  little  in  the  aspect  of  Paris 
— as  we  rattled  near  the  dismal  Morgue  and  over  the 
Pont  Neuf — to  reproach  us  for  our  Sunday  travelling. 
The  wine-shops  (every  second  house)  were  driving  a  roar- 
ing trade  ;  awnings  were  spreading,  and  chairs  and  tables 
arranging,  outside  the  cafes  preparatory  to  the  eating  of 
ices,  and  drinking  of  cool  liquids,  later  in  the  day;  shoe- 
blacks were  busy  on  the  bridges ;  shops  were  open ;  carts 
and  wagons  clattered  to  and  fro;  the  narrow,  up-hill, 
funnel-like  streets  across  the  River,  were  so  many  dense 
perspectives  of  crowd  and  bustle,  parti-colored  nightcaps, 
tobacco-pipes,  blouses,  large  boots,  and  shaggy  heads  of 
hair;  nothing  at  that  hour  denoted  a  day  of  rest,  unless 
it  were  the  appearance,  here  and  there,  of  a  family  pleas- 
ure party,  crammed  into  a  bulky  old  lumbering  cab;  or 
of  some  contemplative  holiday-maker  in  the  freest  and 
easiest  dishabille,  leaning  out  of  a  low  garret  window, 
watching  the  drying  of  his  newly-polished  shoes  on  the 
little  parapet  outside  (if  a  gentleman),  or  the  airing  of 
her  stockings  in  the  sun  (if  a  lady),  with  calm  anticipa- 
tion. 

Once  clear  of  the  never-to-be-forgotten-or- forgiven  pave- 
ment which  surrounds  Paris,  the  first  three  days  of  trav- 
elling towards  Marseilles  are  quiet  and  monotonous 
enough.     To  Sens.     To  Avallon.     To  Chalons.    A  sketch 
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of  one  day's  proceedings  is  a  sketch  of  all  three;  and 
here  it  is. 
We  have  four  horses, and  one  postilion,  who  lias  a  very 

long  whip,  and  drives  his  team,  something  like  the  ( 'ourier 
of  Saint  Petersburg  in  the  circle  at  Aslley's  or  Fran- 
coni's:  only  he  sits  his  own  horse  instead  qt  standing  on 
him.  The  immense  jack-boots  worn  by  these  postilions, 
are  sometimes  a  century  or  two  old;  and  are  so  ludi- 
crously disproportionate  to  the  wearer's  foot,  that  the 
spur,  which  is  put  where  Ins  own  heel  comes,  is  generally 
halfway  up  the  leg  of  the  boots.  The  man  often  comes 
out  of  the  stable-yard,  with  his  whip  in  his  hand  and  his 
shoes  on,  and  brings  out,  in  both  hands,  one  boot  at  a 
time,  which  he  plants  on  the  ground  by  the  side  of  his 
horse,  with  great  gravity,  until  everything  is  ready. 
When  it  is — and  oh  Heaven!  the  noise  they  make  about 
it! — he  gets  into  the  boots,  shoes  and  all,  or  is  hoisted 
into  them  by  a  couple  of  friends ;  adjusts  the  rope  har- 
ness, embossed  by  the  labors  of  innumerable  pigeons  in 
the  stahles ;  makes  all  the  horses  kick  and  plunge ;  cracks 
his  whip  like  a  madman;  shouts  "En  route — Hi!"  and 
away  we  go.  He  is  sure  to  have  a  contest  with  his 
horse  before  we  have  gone  very  far ;  and  then  he  calls 
him  a  Thief,  and  a  Brigand,  and  a  Pig,  and  what  not ; 
and  beats  him  about  the  head  as  if  he  were  made  of 
wood. 

There  is  a  little  more  than  one  variety  in  the  appear- 
ance of  the  country,  for  the  first  two  days.  From  a 
dreary  plain,  to  an  interminable  avenue,  and  from  an  in- 
terminable avenue  to  a  dreary  plain  again.  Plenty  of 
vines  there  are,  in  the  open  fields,  but  of  a  short  low  kind, 
and  not  trained  in  festoons,  but  about  straight  sticks. 
Beggars  innumerable  there  are,  everywhere ;  but  an  ex- 
traordinarily scanty  population,  and  fewer  children  than 
I  ever  encountered.  I  don't  believe  we  saw  a  hundred 
children  between  Paris  and  Chalons.  Queer  old  towns, 
draw-bridged  and  walled  :  with  odd  little  towers  at  the 
angles,  like  grotesque  faces,  as  if  the  wall  had  put  a 
mask  on,  and  were  staring  down  into  the  moat ;  other 
strange  little  towers,  in  gardens  and  fields,  and  down 
lanes,  and  in  farm-yards :  all  alone,  and  always  round, 
with  a  peaked  roof,  and  never  used  for  any  purpose  at 
all;  ruinous  buildings  of  all  sorts:  sometimes  an  hotel 
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de  ville,  sometimes  a  guard-house,  sometimes  a  dwelling- 
house,  sometimes  a  chateau  with  a  rank  garden,  proline 
in  dandelion,  and  watched  over  by  extinguisher-topped 

turrets,  and  blink-eyed  little  casements;  are  the  stand- 
ard objects,  repeated  over  and  over  again.  Sometimes 
we  pass  a  village  inn,  with  a  crumbling  wall  belonging 
to  it,  and  a  perfect  town  of  out-houses;  and  painted  over 
the  gateway,  "Stabling  for  Sixty  Horses;"  as  indeed 
there  might  be  stabling  for  sixty  score,  were  there  any 
horses  to  be  stabled  there,  or  anybody  resting  there,  or 
anything  stirring  about  the  place  but  a  dangling  bush, 
indicative  of  the  wine  inside  :  which  flutters  idly  in  the 
wind,  in  lazy  keeping  with  everything  else,  and  certainly  is 
never  in  a  green  old  age,  though  always  so  old  as  to  be 
dropping  to  pieces.  And  all  day  long,  strange  little  narrow 
wagons,  in  strings  of  six  or  eight,  bringing  cheese  from 
Switzerland,  and  frequently  in  charge,  the  whole  line,  of 
one  man  or  even  boy — and  he  very  often  asleep  in  the 
foremost  cart — come  jingling  past:  the  horses  drowsily 
ringing  the  bells  upon  their  harness,  and  looking  as  if 
they  thought  (no  doubt  they  do)  their  great  blue  woolly 
furniture,  of  immense  weight  and  thickness,  with  a  pair 
of  grotesque  horns  growing  out  of  the  collar,  very  much 
too  warm  for  the  Midsummer  weather. 

Then,  there  is  the  Diligence,  twice  or  thrice  a-day ;  with 
the  dusty  outsides  in  blue  frocks,  like  butchers ;  and  the 
insides  in  white  nightcaps  :  and  its  cabriolet  head  on  the 
roof,  nodding  and  shaking,  like  an  idiot's  head  ;  and  its 
Young-France  passengers  staring  out  of  window,  with 
beards  down  to  their  waists,  and  blue  spectacles  awfully 
shading  their  warlike  eyes,  and  very  big  sticks  clenched 
in  their  National  grasp.  Also  the  Malle  Poste,  with  only 
a  couple  of  passengers,  tearing  along  at  a  real  good  dare- 
devil pace,  and  out  of  sight  in  no  time.  Steady  old  Cures 
come  jolting  past,  now  and  then,  in  such  ramshackle,  rusty, 
musty,  clattering  coaches  as  no  Englishman  would  believe 
in;  and  bony  women  dawdle  about  in  solitary  places 
holding  cows  by  ropes  while  they  feed,  or  digging  and 
hoeing  or  doing  field-work  of  a  more  laborious  kind,  or 
representing  real  shepherdesses  with  their  flocks — to 
obtain  an  adequate  idea  of  which  pursuit  and  its  followers, 
in  any  country,  it  is  only  necessary  to  take  any  pastoral 
poem,  or  picture  and  imagine  to  yourself  whatever  is  most 


12  PtCtUk&&  P&OM  i  iM.y. 

exquisitely  and   widely   unlike  the  descriptions  therein 
contained. 

You  have  beein  travelling  along,  stupidly  enough,  as 
you  generally  do  in  the  last  stage  of  the  day;  and  the 
ninety-six  hells  upon  the  horses — twenty  -four  apiece — 
have  been  ringing  sleepily  in  your  ears  for  half  an  hour 
or  so;  and  it  has  become  a  very  jog-trot,  monotonous, 
tiresome  sort  of  business;  and  you  nave  been  thinking 
deeply  about  the  dinner  you  wilf  have  at  the  next  Btage; 
when,  down  at  the  end  of  the  Ions;- avenue  of  trees  through 
which  you  are  travelling,  the  first  indication  of  a  town 
appears,  in  the  shape  of  some  straggling  cottages :  and 
the  carriage  begins  to  rattle  and  roll  over  a  horribly 
uneven  pavement.  As  if  the  equipage  were  a  great  fire- 
work, and  the  mere  sight  of  a  smoking  cottage  chimney 
had  lighted  it,  instantly  it  begins  to  crack  and  splutter,  as 
if  the  very  devil  were  in  it.  Crack,  crack,  crack,  crack. 
Crack-crack-crack.  Crick-crack.  Crick-crack.  Helo ! 
Ilola!  Vite!  Voleur!  Brigand!  Hi  hi  hi!  En  r-r-r-r-r- 
route!  Whip,  wheels,  driver,  stones,  beggars,  children; 
crack,  crack,  crack ;  helo !  hola  !  charite  pour  l'amour  de 
Dieu !  crick-crack-crick-crack ;  crick,  crick,  crick  ;  bump, 
jolt,  crack,  bump,  crick-crack  ;  round  the  corner,  up  the 
narrow  street,  down  the  paved  hill  on  the  other  side;  in 
the  gutter;  bump,  bump;  jolt,  jog,  crick,  crick,  crick; 
crack,  crack,  crack ;  into  the  shop- windows  on  the  left- 
hand  side  of  the  street,  preliminary  to  a  sweeping  turn 
into  the  wooden  archway  on  the  right;  rumble,  rumble, 
rumble;  clatter,  clatter  clatter;  crick,  crick,  crick;  and 
here  we  are  in  the  yard  of  the  Hotel  de  l'Ecu  d'Or ;  used 
up,  gone  out,  smoking,  spent,  exhausted;  but  sometimes 
making  a  false  start  unexpectedly,  with  nothing  coming 
of  it — like  a  firework  to  the  last ! 

The  landlady  of  the  Hotel  de  l'Ecu  d'Or  is  here ;  and 
the  landlord  of  the  Hotel  de  l'Ecu  d'Or  is  here ;  and  the 
femme  de  chambre  of  the  Hotel  de  l'Ecu  d'Or  is  here ; 
and  a  gentleman  in  a  glazed  cap,  with  a  red  beard  like  a 
bosom  friend,  who  is  staying  at  the  Hotel  de  l'Ecu  d'Or, 
is  here ;  and  Monsieur  le  Cure  is  walking  up  and  down 
in  a  corner  of  the  yard  by  himself,  with  a  shovel  hat  upon 
his  head,  and  a  black  gown  on  his  back,  and  a  book  in  one 
hand,  and  an  umbrella  in  the  other;  and  everybody, 
except  Monsieur  le  Cure,  is  open-mouthed  and  open-eyed, 
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for  the  opening  of  the  carriage-door.  The  landlord  of 
the  Hotel  de  I'Ecu  d'Or,  dotes  to  that  extent  upon  the  Cou- 
rier, that  he  can  hardly  wait  for  his  coming  down  from 
the  box,  hut  embraces  his  very  legs  and  boot-heels  as 
he  descends.  "My  Courier!  My  brave  Courier!  My 
friend!  My  brother!"  The  landlady  loves  him,  the 
ten  me  de  chambre  blesses  him,  the  garcon  worships  him. 
The  Courier  asks  if  his  letter  has  been  received?  It  has, 
it  has.  Are  the  rooms  prepared?  They  are,  they  are. 
The  best  rooms  for  my  noble  Courier.  The  rooms  of  state 
for  my  gallant  Courier;  the  whole  house  is  at  the  service 
of  my  best  of  friends !  He  keeps  his  hand  upon  the 
carriage-door,  and  asks  some  other  question  to  enhance 
the  expectation.  He  carries  a  green  leathern  purse  outside 
his  coat,  suspended  by  a  belt.  The  idlers  look  at  it;  one 
touches  it.  It  is  full  of  five-franc  pieces.  Murmurs  of 
admiration  are  heard  among  the  boys.  The  landlord  falls 
upon  the  Courier's  neck,  and  folds  him  to  his  breast.  He 
is  so  much  fatter  than  he  was,  he  says  !  He  looks  so  rosy 
and  so  well ! 

The  door  is  opened.  Breathless  expectation.  The  lady 
of  the  family  gets  out.  Ah  sweet  lady !  Beautiful  lady  ! 
The  sister  of  the  lady  of  the  family  gets  out.  Great 
Heaven,  Ma'amselle  is  charming!  First  little  boy  gets 
out.  Ah,  what  a  beautiful  little  boy !  First  little  girl 
gets  out.  Oh,  but  this  is  an  enchanting  child !  Second 
little  girl  gets  out.  The  landlady,  yielding  to  the  finest 
impulse  of  our  common  nature,  catches  her  up  in  her 
arms  !  Second  little  boy  gets  out.  Oh,  the  sweet  boy  ! 
Oh,  the  tender  little  family!  The  baby  is  handed  on!. 
Angelic  baby!  The  baby  has  topped  everything.  All 
the  rapture  is  expended  on  the  baby!  Then  the  two 
nurses  tumble  out;  and  the  enthusiasm  swelling  into 
madness,  the  whole  family  are  swept  upstairs  as  on  a 
cloud  ;  while  the  idlers  press  about  the  carriage,  and  look 
into  it,  and  walk  round  it,  and  touch  it.  For  it  is  some- 
thing to  touch  a  carriage  that  has  held  so  many  people. 
It  is  a  legacy  to  leave  one's  children. 

The  rooms  are  on  the  first  floor,  except  the  nursery  for 
the  night,  which  is  a  great  rambling  chamber,  with  four 
or  five  beds  in  it :  through  a  dark  passage,  up  two  steps, 
down  four,  past  a  pump,  across  a  balcony,  and  next  door 
to  the  stable.     The  other  sleeping  apartments  are  large 
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and  lofty;  each  v.iili  two  small  bedsteads,  tastef  tlly 
hung,  like  the  windows^  with  red  and  white  drapery. 
The  sitting- room  is  famous.     Dinner  is  already  laid  m  it 

for  three;  and  the  napkins  arc  folded  in  eocked-hat  fash- 
ion.    Thr  lloors  arc  of  red  tile.     There  are  bo  carpets,  and 

not  much  furniture  to  speak  of;  but  there  is  abundance 
of  looking-glass,  and  there  are  large  vases  under  glass 

shades,  tilled  with  artificial  flow  eis  :  and  there  are  plenty 
of  clocks.  The  whole  party  are  in  motion.  The;  brave 
Courier,  in  particular,  is  everywhere:  looking  after  the 
beds,  having  wine  poured  down  his  throat  by  his  dear 
brother  the  landlord,  and  picking  up  green  eueuinhers — al- 
ways encumbers ;  Heaven  knows  where  he  gets  them — 
with  Which  he  walks  about,  one  in  each  hand,  like  trunch- 
eons. 

Dinner  is  announced.  There  is  very  thin  soup  ;  there 
are  very  large  loaves — one  apiece ;  a  fish  ;  four  dishes 
afterwards;  some  poultry  afterwards;  a  dessert  after- 
wards ;  and  no  lack  of  wine.  There  is  not  much  in  the 
dishes  ;  but  they  are  very  good,  and  always  ready  instant- 
ly. When  it  is  nearly  dark,  the  brave  Courier,  having 
eaten  the  two  cucumbers,  sliced  up  in  the  contents  of  a 
pretty  large  decanter  of  oil,  and  another  of  vinegar, 
emerges  from  his  retreat  below,  and  proposes  a  visit  to  the 
Cathedral,  whose  massive  tower  frowns  down  upon  the 
courtyard  of  the  inn.  Off  we  go  ;  and  very  solemn  and 
grand  it  is,  in  the  dim  light:  so  dim  at  last,  that  the  po- 
lite, old,  lanthorn  -jawed  Sacristan  has  a  feeble  little  bit  of 
candle  in  his  hand,  to  grope  among  the  tombs  with — and 
looks  among  the  grim  columns,  very  like  a  ghost  who  is 
searching  for  his  own. 

Underneath  the  balcony,  when  we  return,  the  inferior 
servants  of  the  inn  are  supping  in  the  open  air,  at  a  great 
table ;  the  dish,  a  stew  of  meat  and  vegetables,  smoking 
hot,  and  served  in  the  iron  caldron  it  was  boiled  in. 
They  have  a  pitcher  of  thin  wine,  and  are  very  merry  ; 
merrier  than  the  gentleman  with  the  red  beard,  who  is 
playing  billiards  in  the  light  room  on  the  left  of  the  yard, 
where  shadows,  with  cues  in  their  hands,  and  cigars  in 
their  mouths,  cross  and  recross  the  window,  constantly. 
Still  the  thin  Cure  walks  up  and  down  alone,  with  his 
book  and  umbrella.  And  there  he  walks,  and  there  the 
billiard-balls  rattle,  long  after  we  are  fast  asleep. 
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We  are  astir  at  six  next  morning.  It  is  a  delightful 
day,  shaming  yesterday's  mud  upon  the  carriage,  If  any. 
ebbing  could  shame  a  carriage,  in  a  land  where  carriages 
are  never  cleaned.  Everybody  is  brisk  ;  and  as  we  finish 
breakfast,  the  horses  come  jinglinginto  the  yard  from  the. 
Post-house.  Everything  taken  out  of  the  carriage  is  put 
back  again.  The  brave  Courier  announces  that  all  is 
ready,  after  walking  into  every  room,  and  looking  all 
round  it,  to  be  certain  that  nothing  is  left  behind'.  Kwrv- 
body  gets  in.  Everybody  connected  with  the  Hotel  de 
l'Ecu  d  Or  is  again  enchanted.  The  brave  Courier  runs 
into  the  house  for  a  parcel  containing  cold  fowl,  sliced 
ham,  bread,  and  biscuits,  for  lunch  ;  hands  it  into  the 
coach;  and  runs  back  again. 

What  has  he  got  in  his  hand  now?  More  cucumbers? 
No.     A  long  strip  of  paper.     It's  the  bill. 

The  brave  Courier  has  two  belts  on,  this  morning:  one 
supporting  the  purse :  another  a  mighty  good  sort  of 
leathern  bottle,  filled  to  the  throat  with  the  best  light 
Bordeaux  wine  in  the  house.  He  never  pays  the  bill  till 
this  bottle  is  full.     Then  he  disputes  it. 

He  disputes  it  now,  violently.  I  Ie  is  still  the  landlord's 
brother,  but  by  another  father  or  mother.  He  is  not  so 
nearly  related  to  him  as  he  was  last  night.  The  landlord 
scratches  his  head.  The  brave  Courier  points  to  certain 
figures  in  the  bill,  and  intimates  that  if  they  remain  there, 
the  Hotel  de  l'Ecu  d'Or  is  thenceforth  and  forever  an 
Hotel  de  l'Ecu  de  Cuivre.  The  landlord  goes  into  a  little 
counting-house.  The  brave  Courier  follows,  forces  the 
bill  and  a  pen  into  his  hand,  and  talks  more  rapidly  than 
ever.  The  landlord  takes  the  pen.  The  Courier  smiles 
The  landlord  makes  an  alteration.  The  Courier  cuts  ; 
joke.  The  landlord  is  affectionate,  but  not  weakly  so. 
He  bears  it  like  a  man.  He  shakes  hands  with  his  brave 
brother,  but  he  don't  hug  him.  Still,  he  loves  his  brother  ; 
for  he  knows  that  he  will  be  returning  that  way,  one  of 
these  fine  days,  with  another  family,  and  he  foresees  that 
his  heart  will  yearn  towards  him  again.  The  brave  Cou- 
rier traverses  all  round  the  carriage  once,  looks  at  the  drag 
inspects  the  wheels,  jumps  up,  gives  the  word,  and  away 
we  go! 

It  is  market  morning.  The  market  is  held  in  the  little 
square  outside   in  front  of  the  cathedral.     It  is  crowded 
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with  men  and  women,  in  blue,  in  red,  in  green,  in  white-, 
with  canvassed  stalls;  and  fluttering  merchandise.  The 
country  people  are  grouped  about,  with  their  clean  bas- 
kets before  t  hem.  I  [ere,  t  be  Lace-sellers  ;  there,  the  butter 
and  egg-sellers ;  there,  the  fruil  sellers;  there,  the  shoe- 
makers. The  whole  place  Looks  as  if  it  were  the  stage  of 
some  great  theatre,  and  the  curtain  had  just  run  up,  for 
a  picturesque  ballet.  And  there  is  the  cathedral  to  boot: 
scene  like:  all  grim,  and  swarthy,  and  mouldering,  and 
cold  :  just  Bplashing  the  pavement  in  one  place  with  faint 
purple  drops,  as  the  morning  sun,  entering  by  a  little 
window  on  the  eastern  side,  struggles  through  some 
stained-glass  panes,  on  the  western. 

In  five  minutes  we  liave  passed  the  iron  cross,  with  a 
little  ragged  kneeling-place  of  turf  before  it,  in  the  out- 
skirts of  the  town ;  and  are  again  upon  the  road. 


LYONS,  THE  RHONE,  AND  THE  GOBLIN  OF 
AVIGNON. 

Chalons  is  a  fair  resting-place,  in  right  of  its  good  inn 
on  the  bank  of  the  river,  and  the  little  steamboats,  gay 
with  green  and  red  paint,  that  come  and  go  upon  it: 
which  make  up  a  pleasant  and  refreshing  scene,  after  the 
dusty  roads.  But,  unless  you  would  like  to  dwell  on  an 
enormous  plain,  with  jagged  rows  of  irregular  poplars  on 
it,  that  look  in  the  distance  like  so  many  combs  with 
broken  teeth :  and  unless  you  would  like  to  pass  your 
life  without  the  possibility  of  going  up-hill,  or  going  up 
anything  but  stairs  :  you  would  hardly  approve  of 
Chalons  as  a  place  of  residence. 

You  would  probably  like  it  better,  however,  than 
Lyons :  which  you  may  reach,  if  you  will,  in  one  of  the 
before-mentioned  steamboats,  in  eight  hours. 

What  a  city  Lyons  is  !  Talk  about  people  feeling,  at 
certain  unlucky  times,  as  if  they  had  tumbled  from  the 
clouds  !  Here  is  a  whole  town  that  has  tumbled,  anyhow, 
out  of  the  sky ;  having  been  first  caught  up,  like  other 
stones  that  tumble  down  from  that  region,  out  of  fens 
and  barren  places,  dismal  to  behold!  The  two  great 
streets  through  which  the  two  great  rivers  dash,  and  all 
the  little  streets  whose  name  is  Legion,  were  scorching, 
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blistering,  and  sweltering.  The  houses,  high  Mid  vast, 
dirty  to  excess,  rotton  as  old  cheeses,  and  as  thickly 
peopled.  All  up  the  hills  that  hem  the  city  In,  these 
houses  swarm;  and  the  mites  inside  were  lolling  out  of 
the  windows,  and  drying  their  ragged  clothes  on  poles, 
and  crawling  in  and  out  at  the  doors,  and  coining  out  to 
pant  and  gasp  upon  the  pavement,  and  creeping  in  and 
out  among  huge  piles  and  hales  of  fusty,  musty,  stifling 
goods;  and  living,  or  rather  not  dying  till  their  time 
should  come,  in  an  exhausted  receiver.  Every  manu- 
facturing town,  melted  into  one,  would  hardly  convey 
an  impression  of  Lyons  as  it  presented  itself  to  me:  for 
all  the  undrained,  unscavengered  qualities  of  a  foreign 
town,  seemed  grafted,  there,  upon  the  native  miseries  of 
a  manufacturing  one;  and  it  bears  such  fruit  its  I  would 
go  some  miles  outof  my  way  toavoid  encountering  again. 

In  the  cool  of  the  evening:  or  rather  in  the  faded  heat 
of  the  day:  we  went  to  see  the  Cathedral,  where  divers 
old  women,  and  a  few  dogs,  were  engaged,  in  contempla- 
tion. There  was  no  difference,  in  point  of  cleanliness, 
between  its  stone  pavement  and  that  of  the  streets;  and 
there  was  a  wax  saint,  in  a  little  box  like  a  berth  aboard 
ship,  with  a  glass  front  to  it,  whom  Madame  Tussaud 
would  have  nothing  to  say  to,  on  any  terms,  and  which 
even  Westminster  Abbey  might  be  ashamed  of.  If  you 
would  know  all  about  the  architecture  of  this  church,  or 
any  other,  its  dates,  dimensions,  endowments,  and  history, 
is  it  not  written  in  Mr.  Murray's  Guide-Book,  and  may 
you  not  read  it  there,  with  thanks  to  him,  as  I  did  ! 

For  this  reason,  I  should  abstain  from  mentioning  the 
curious  clock  in  Lyons  Cathedral,  if  it  were  not  for  a 
small  mistake  I  made,  in  connection  with  that  piece  of 
mechanism.  The  keeper  of  the  church  was  very  anxious 
it  should  be  shown  ;  partly  for  the  honor  of  the  estab- 
lishment and  the  town ;  and  partly,  perhaps,  because  of 
his  deriving  a  percentage  from  the  additional  considera- 
tion. However  that  may  be,  it  was  set  in  motion,  and 
thereupon  a  host  of  little  doors  flew  open,  and  innumer- 
able little  figures  staggered  out  of  them,  and  jerked  them- 
selves  back  again,  with  that  special  unsteadiness  of  pur- 
pose, and  hitching  in  the  gait,  which  usually  attaches  to 
figures  that  are  moved  by  clock-work.  Meanwhile,  the 
Sacristan  stood  explaining  these  wonders,  and  pointing 
a 
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them  out,  severally,  with  a  wand.    There  was  a  centre 

puppet    of   the    Virgin    .Mary;  and   close   to   her,  a   small 

pigeon-hole,  oul  of  which  another  and  a  very  ill-looking 
puppet  made  one  of  themosl  sudden  plunges  I  ever  saw 
accomplished:  instantly  flopping  hack  again  at  sight  of 

her,    and    banging   his    little    door,    violently,   after   him. 

Taking  this  to  be  emblematic  of  the  victory  over  Sin  and 
Death,  and  not  at  all  unwilling- to  show  that  1  perfectly 
understood  the  subject,  in  anticipation  of  the  showman, 
I  rashly  said,  "Aha!  The  Evil  Spirit.  To  be  sure.  lie 
is  very  soon  disposed  of."  "Pardon,  Monsieur,"  said  the 
Sacristan,  with  a  polite  motion  of  his  hand  towards  the 
little  door,  as  if  introducing  somebody — "The  Angel 
Gabriel ! " 

Soon  after  daybreak  next  morning,  we  were  steaming 
down  the  arrowy  Rhone,  at  the  rate  of  twenty  miles  an 
hour,  in  a  very  dirty  vessel  full  of  merchandise,  and  with 
only  three  or  four  other  passengers  for  our  companions  : 
among  whom,  the  most  remarkable  was  a  silly,  old,  meek- 
faced,  garlic-eating,  immeasurably  polite  Chevalier,  with 
a  dirty  scrap  of  red  ribbon  hanging  at  his  buttonhole,  as 
if  he  had  tied  it  there  to  remind  himself  of  something:  as 
Tom  Noddy,  in  the  farce,  ties  knots  in  his  pocket-hand- 
kerchief. 

For  the  last  two  days,  we  had  seen  great  sullen  hills, 
the  first  indications  of  the  Alps,  lowering  in  the  distance. 
Now,  we  were  rushing  on  beside  them  :  sometimes  close 
beside  them  :  sometimes  with  an  intervening  slope,  covered 
with  vineyards.  Villages  and  small  towns  hanging  in 
midair,  with  great  woods  of  olives  seen  through  the 
light  open  towers  of  their  churches,  and  clouds  moving 
slowly  on,  upon  the  steep  acclivity  behind  them ;  ruined 
castles  perched  on  every  eminence ;  and  scattered  houses 
in  the  clefts  and  gullies  of  the  hills;  made  it  very  beauti- 
ful. The  great  height  of  these,  too,  making  the  buildings 
look  so  tiny,  that  they  had  all  the  charm  of  elegant 
models  ;  their  excessive  whiteness,  as  contrasted  with 
the  brown  rocks,  or  the  sombre,  deep,  dull,  heavy  green 
of  the  olive-tree;  and  the  puny  size,  and  little  slow  walk 
of  the  Lilliputian  men  and  women  on  the  bank;  made  a 
charming  picture.  There  were  ferries  out  of  number, 
too;  bridges;  the  famous  Pont  d'Esprit,  with  I  don't 
know  how  many  arches ;  towns  where  memorable  wines 
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are  made;  Vallence,  where  Napoleon  studied;  and  Hie 
noble  river,  bringing  at  every  winding  turn,  new  beau- 
ties into  view. 

There  lay  before  us,  that  same  afternoon,  the  broken 
bridge  of  Avignon,  and  all  the  city  baking  in  the  sun  ; 
yet  with  an  underdone-pie-crust,  battlemented  wall,  that 
never  will  be  brown,  though  it  bake  for  centuries. 

The  grapes  were  hanging  in  clusters  in  the  streets,  and 
the  brilliant  oleander  was  in  full  bloom  everywhere. 
The  streets  are  old  and  very  narrow,  but  tolerably  dean, 
and  shaded  by  awnings  stretched  from  house  to  house. 
Bright  stuffs  and  handkerchiefs,  curiosities,  ancient 
frames  of  carved  wood,  old  chairs,  ghostly  tables,  saints, 
virgins,  angels,  and  staring  daubs  of  portraits,  being  ex- 
posed for  sale  beneath,  it  was  very  quaint  and  lively. 
All  this  was  much  set  off,  too,  by  the  glimpses  one 
caught,  through  a  rusty  gate-  standing  ajar,  of  quiet 
sleepy  courtyards,  having  stately  old  houses  within,  as 
6ilent  as  tombs.  It  was  all  very  like  one  of  the  de- 
scriptions in  the  Arabian  Nights.  The  three  one-ey*  d  Cal- 
enders might  have  knocked  at  any  one  of  those  doors  till 
the  street  rang  again,  and  the  porter  who  persisted  in 
asking  questions — the  man  who  had  the  delicious  pur- 
chases put  into  his  basket  in  the  morning — might  have 
opened  it  quite  naturally. 

After  breakfast  next  morning,  we  sallied  forth  to  see 
the  lions.  Such  a  delicious  breeze  was  blowing  in,  from 
the  north,  as  made  the  walk  delightful :  though  the  pave- 
ment-stones, and  stones  of  the  walls  and  houses,  were  far 
too  hot  to  have  a  band  laid  on  them  comfortably. 

We  went,  first  of  all,  up  a  rocky  height,  to  the  cathe- 
dral :  where  Mass  was  performing  to  an  auditory  very 
like  that  of  Lyons,  namely,  several  old  women,  a  baby, 
and  a  very  self-possessed  dog,  who  had  marked  out  for 
himself  a  little  course  of  platform  for  exercise,  beginning 
at  the  altar-rails  and  ending  at  the  door,  up  and  down 
which  constitutional  walk  he  trotted,  during  the  ser- 
vicers methodically  and  calmly,  as  any  old  gentleman 
out  of  doors.  It  is  a  bare  old  church,  and  the  paintings 
in  the  roof  are  sadly  defaced  by  time  and  damp  weather  ; 
but  the  sun  was  shining  in,  splendidly,  through  the  red 
curtains  of  the  windows,  and  glittering  on  the  altar  furni- 
ure ;  and  it  looked  as  bright  and  cheerful  as  need  be. 
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Going  apart,  in  this  church,  bo  see  some  painting  which 
w;is  being  executed  In  fresco  by  a  French  artist  and  his 

pupil,  1  was  lf«l  t<>  observe  more  closely  than  I  might 
otherwise  have  done,  a  great  number  Of  votive  offerings 
with  which  the  walls  of  the  different  chapels  were  pro- 
fusely hung;  I  will  not  Bay  decorated,  tor  they  were 
v.-ry  roughly  and  comically  got  up;  most  likely  by  poor 
Bign-painters,  whoekeoul  their  living  in  that  way.  They 
were  all  little  pictures :  each  representing  some  sickness 
or  calamity  from  which  the  person  placing  it  there*  had 
escaped,  through  the  interposition  of  his  or  her  patron 
saint,  or  of  the  Madonna;  and  I  may  refer  to  theiu  as 
good  speeimens  of  the  class  generally.  They  are  abun- 
dant in  Italy. 

In  a  grotesque  squareness  of  outline,  and  impossibility 
of  perspective,  they  are  not  unlike  the  woodcuts  in  old 
books  ;  but  they  were  oil- pain  tings,  and  the  artist,  like 
the  painter  of  the  Primrose  family,  had  not  been  sparing 
of  his  colors.  In  one,  a  lady  was  having  a  toe  ampu- 
tated— an  operation  winch  a  saintly  personage  had  sailed 
into  the  room,  upon  a  cloud,  to  superintend.  In  another, 
a  lady  was  lying  in  bed,  tucked  up  very  tight  and  prim, 
and  staring  with  much  composure  at  a  tripod,  with  a 
slop-basin  on  it  ;  the  usual  form  of  washing-stand,  and 
the  only  piece  of  furniture,  besides  the  bedstead,  in  her 
chamber.  One  would  never  have  supposed  her  to  be 
laboring  under  any  complaint,  beyond  the  inconvenience 
of  being  miraculously  wide  awake,  if  the  painter  had  not 
hit  upon  the  idea  of  putting  all  her  family  on  their  knees 
in  one  corner,  with  their  legs  sticking  out  behind  them 
on  the  floor,  like  boot-trees.  Above  whom,  the  Virgin, 
on  a  kind  of  blue  divan,  promised  to  restore  the  patient. 
In  another  case,  a  lady  was  in  the  very  act  of  being  run 
over,  immediately  outside  the  city  walls,  by  a  sort  of 
pianoforte  van.  But  the  Madonna  was  there  again. 
Whether  the  supernatural  appearance  had  startled  the 
horse  (a  bay  griffin),  or  whether  it  was  invisible  to  him, 
I  don't  know ;  but  he  was  galloping  away,  ding  dong, 
without  the  smallest  reverence  or  compunction.  On 
every  picture  "  Ex  voto  "  was  painted  in  yellow  capitals 
in  the  sky. 

Though  votive  offerings  were  not  unknown  in  pagan 
temples,    and    are    evidently    among    the  many   com- 
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promises  made  between  the  false  religion  and  the  true, 
when  the  true  was  in  its  infancy,  J  could  wish  that  all 
the  other  compromises  were  as  harmless;     Gratitude  and 

Devotion  arc  Christian  qualities;  and  a  gratefnl,  humblf, 
Christian  spirit  may  dictate  the  observance. 

Hard  by  the  cathedral  stands  the  ancient  Palace  of  the 
Popes,  of  which  one  portion  is  now  a  common  jail,  and 
another  a  noisy  barrack  :  while  gloomy  suites  of  state 
apartments,  shut  up  and  deserted,  mock  their  own  old 
state  and  glory,  like  the  embalmed  bodies  of  kings.  But 
we  neither  went  there,  to  see  state  rooms,  nor  soldiers1 
quarters,  nor  a  common  jail,  though  we  chopped  some 
money  into  a  prisoners'  box  outside,  whilst  the  prisoners, 
themselves,  looked  through  the  iron  bars,  high  up,  and 
watched  us  eagerly.  We  went  to  see  the  ruins  of  the 
dreadful  rooms  in  which  the  Inquisition  used  to  sit. 

A  little,  old,  swarthy  woman,  with  a  pair  of  flashing 
black  eyes, — proof  that  the  world  hadn't  conjured  down 
the  devil  within  her,  though  it  had  had  between  sixty  and 
seventy  years  to  do  it  in, — came  out  of  the  Barrack 
Cabaret,  of  which  she  was  the  keeper,  with  some  large 
keys  in  her  hands,  and  marshalled  us  the  way  that  we 
should  go.  How  she  told  us,  on  the  way,  that  she  was  a 
Government  officer  (concierge  dupalais  apostolique),  and 
had  been,  for  I  don't  know  how  many  years;  and  how 
she  had  shown  these  dungeons  to  princes ;  and  how 
she  was  the  best  of  dungeon  demonstrators ;  and  how 
she  had  resided  in  the  palace  from  an  infant, — had  been 
born  there,  if  I  recollect  right, — I  needn't  relate.  But 
such  a  fierce,  little,  rapid,  sparkling,  energetic  she-devil  I 
never  beheld.  She  was  alight  and  flaming,  all  the  time. 
Her  action  was  violent  in  the  extreme.  She  never  spoke, 
without  stopping  expressly  for  the  purpose.  She  stamped 
her  feet,  clutched  us  by  the  arms,  flung  herself  into  atti- 
tudes, hammered  against  walls  with  her  keys,  for  mere 
emphasis :  now  whispered  as  if  the  Inquisition  were 
there  still :  now  shrieked  as  if  she  were  on  the  rack  her- 
self ;  and  had  a  mysterious,  hag-like  way  with  her  fore- 
finger, when  approaching  the  remains  of  some  new  horror 
— looking  back  and  walking  stealthily,  and  making  horri- 
ble grimaces — that  might  alone  have  qualified  her  to  walk 
up  and  down  a  sick  man's  counterpane,  to  the  exclusion 
of  all  other  figures,  through  a  whole  fever. 
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Passing  through  the  court-yard,  among  groups  of  idle 
soldiers,  we  turned  off  by  a  gate,  which  this  She-Goblin 
unlocked  for  our  admission,  and  locked  again  behind  us: 
and  entered  a  narrow  court,  rendered  narrower  by  fallen 
stones  and  heaps  of  rubbish  ;  pari  of  it  choking  up  the 
mouth  of  a  ruined  subterranean  passage,  thai  once  com- 
municated (or  is  s;iid  to  have  done  so)  with  another 
castle  on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  river.  Close  to  this 
courtyard  is  a  dungeon — we  stood  within  it,  in  another 
minute— in  the  dismal  tower  des  oubliettes,  where  Rienzi 
was  imprisoned,  fastened  by  an  iron  chain  to  the  very 
Avail  that  stands  there  now,  but  shut  out  from  the  sky 
which  now  looks  down  into  it.  A  few  steps  brought  us 
to  the  Cachots,  in  which  the  prisoners  of  the  Inquisition 
were  confined  for  forty-eighl  hours  after  their  capture, 
without  food  or  drink,  that  their  constancy  might  he 
shaken,  even  before  they  were  confronted  with  their 
gloomy  judges.  The  day  has  not  got  in  there  yet.  They 
are  still  small  cells,  shut  in  by  four  unyielding,  close, 
hard  walks;  still  profoundly  dark  ;  still  massively  doored 
and  fastened,  as  of  old. 

Gohlin,  looking  hack  as  I  have  described,  went  softly 
on,  into  a  vaulted  chamber,  now  used  as  a  store-room : 
once  the  Chapel  of  the  Holy  Offiee.  The  place  where  the 
tribunal  sat,  was  plain.  The  platform  might  have  been 
removed  but  yesterday.  Conceive  the  parable  of  the 
Good  Samaritan  having  been  painted  on  the  wall  of  one 
of  these  Inquisition  chambers  !  But  it  was,  and  may  be 
traced  there  yet. 

High  up  in  the  jealous  wall,  are  niches  where  the  falter- 
ing replies  of  the  accused  were  heard  and  noted  down. 
Many  of  them  had  been  brought  out  of  the  very  cell  we 
had  just  looked  into,  so  awfully  ;  along  the  same  stone 
passage.     We  had  trodden  in  their  Aery  footsteps. 

I  am  gazing  round  me,  with  the  horror  that  the  place 
inspires,  when  Gohlin  clutches  me  by  the  wrist,  and  lays, 
not  her  skinny  finger,  but  the  handle  of  a  key,  upon  her 
lip.  She  invites  me,  with  a  jerk,  to  follow  her.  I  do  so. 
She  leads  me  out  into  a  room  adjoining — a  rugged  room, 
with  a  funnel-shaped,  contracting  roof,  open  at  the  top, 
to  the  bright  day.  I  ask  her  what  it  is.  She  folds  her 
arms,  leers  hideously,  and  stares.  I  ask  again.  She 
glances  round,  to  see   that  all   the  little   company  are 
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there  ;  sits  down  upon  a  mound  of  stones  ;  throws  up  her 
arms,  and  yells  out,  like  a  fiend,  "  La  Saile  de  1'  Inquisi- 
tion ! " 

The  Chamber  of  Torture  !  And  the  roof  was  made  of 
that  shape  to  stifle  the  victim's  cries  !  Oh  <  roblin,  Goblin, 
let  us  think  of  this  awhile,  in  silence.  Peace,  Goblin! 
Sit  with  your  short  arms  crossed  on  your  short  legs,  upon 
that  heap  of  stones,  for  only  five  minutes,  and  then  flame 
out  again. 

Minutes  !  Seconds  are  not  marked  upon  the  Palace 
clock,  when,  with  her  eyes  flashing  fire,  (ioblin  is  up,  in 
the  middle  of  the  chamber,  describing,  with  her  sunburnt 
arms,  a  wheel  of  heavy  blows.  Thus  it  ran  round  ! 
cries  Goblin.  Mash,  mash,  mash  !  An  endless  routine 
of  heavy  hammers.  Mash,  mash,  mash  !  upon  the 
sufferer's  limbs.  See  the  stone  trough  !  says  Goblin. 
For  the  water  torture  !  Gurgle,  swill,  bloat,  burst  for 
the  Redeemer's  honour  !  Suck  the  bloody  rag,  deep  down 
into  your  unbelieving  body,  Heretic,  at  every  breath  you 
draw!  And  when  the  executioner  plucks  it  out,  reeking 
with  the  smaller  mysteries  of  God's  own  Image,  know 
us  for  His  chosen  servants,  true  believers  in  the  Sermon 
on  the  Mount,  elect  disciples  of  Him  who  never  did  a 
miracle  but  to  heal  ;  who  never  struck  a  man  with  palsy, 
blindness,  deafness,  dumbness,  madness,  any  one  affliction 
of  mankind  ;  and  never  stretched  His  blessed  hand  out, 
but  to  give  relief  and  ease  ! 

See !  cries  Goblin.  There  the  furnace  was.  There  they 
made  the  irons  red-hot.  Those  holes  supported  the  sharp 
stake,  on  which  the  tortured  persons  hung  poised  :  dan- 
gling with  their  whole  weight  from  the  roof.  "  But ;  " 
and  Goblin  whispers  this ;  "  Monsieur  has  heard  of  this 
tower  ?    Yes  ?    Let  Monsieur  look  down,  then !  " 

A  cold  air,  laden  with  an  earthy  smell,  falls  upon  the 
face  of  Monsieur  ;  for  she  has  opened,  while  speaking,  a 
trap-door  in  the  wall.  Monsieur  looks  in.  Downward 
to  the  bottom,  upward  to  the  top,  of  a  steep,  dark,  lofty 
tower  :  very  dismal,  very  dark,  very  cold.  The  Execu- 
tioner of  the  Inquisition,  says  Goblin,  edging  in  her  head 
to  look  down  also,  flung  those  who  were  past  all  further 
torturing,  down  here.  "  But  look  !  does  Monsieur  see  the 
black  stains  on  the  wall?  A  glance,  over  his  shoulder, 
at  Goblin's  keen  eye,  shows  Monsieur — and  would  with- 
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out  the  aid  of  the directing-key — where  they  are.  ,k  W'luvt 
are  they  P"     "  Blood  ! ' 

In  ( October,  1791,  when  tin-  Revolul  ion  was  at  its  height 
here,  sixty  persons  :  men  and  women  ("ami  priests,!'  says 
Goblin,  '•priests""):  were  murdered,  and  hurled,  the 
dying  and  the  dead,  into  this  dreadful  pit,  where  a  quantity 
of  quicklime  was  tumbled  down  upon  their  bodies.  Those 
ghastly  tokens  of  ilic  massacre  were  soon  uo  more  ;  but 
while  one  stone  of  the  strong  building  in  which  the  deed 
was  done,  remains  upon  another,  there  they  will  lie  in  the 
memories  of  men,  as  plain  to  see  as  the  splashing  of  their 
blood  Upon  the  wall  is  DOW. 

Was  it  a  portion  of  the  great  scheme  of  Ket  rilmtioii, 
that  the  cruel  deed  should  be  committed  in  this  place  ! 
That  a  part  of  the  atrocities  and  monstrous  institutions, 
which  had  been,  for  scores  of  years,  at  work,  to  change 
men's  nature,  should  in  its  last  service,  tempt  them  with 
tlie  ready  means  of  gratifying  their  furious  and  heastly 
rage  !  Should  enable  them  to  show  themselves,  in  the 
height  of  their  frenzy,  no  worse  than  a  great,  solemn, 
legal  establishment,  in  the  height  of  its  power  !  No 
worse  !  Much  better.  They  used  the  Tower  of  the  For- 
gotten, in  the  name  of  Liberty — their  liberty  ;  an  earth- 
born  creature,  nursed  in  the  black  mud  of  the  Bastille 
moats  and  dungeons,  and  necessarily  betraying  many 
evidences  of  its  unwholesome  bringing-up — but  the 
Inquisition  used  it  in  the  name  of  Heaven. 

Goblin's  finger  is  lifted  ;  and  she  steals  out  again,  into 
the  Chapel  of  the  Holy  Office.  She  stops  at  a  certain 
part  of  the  flooring.  Her  great  effect  is  at  hand.  She 
waits  for  the  rest.  She  darts  at  the  brave  Courier,  who 
is  explaining  something  ;  hits  him  a  sounding  rap  on  the 
hat  with  the  largest  key  ;  and  bids  him  be  silent.  She 
assembles  us  all,  round  a  little  trap-door  in  the  floor,  as 
round  a  grave.  "  Voila  !  "  she  darts  down  at  the  ring, 
and  flings  the  door  open  with  a  crash,  in  her  goblin 
energy,  though  it  is  no  light  weight.  "  Voila  les  oubli- 
ettes !  Voila  les  oubliettes  !  Subterranean  !  Fright- 
ful !  Black !  Terrible  !  Deadly  !  Les  oubliettes  de 
l'Inquisition !  " 

My  blood  ran  cold,  as  I  looked  from  Goblin,  down  into 
the  vaults,  where  these  forgotten  creatures,  with  re- 
collections   of    the   world    outside  :  of    wives,  friends, 
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Children,  brothers  :  starved  to  death,  and  made  thestonea 
ring  with  their  unavailing  groans,     lint,  the  thrill   I  t 
on  seeing  the  accused  wall  below,  decayed    and   broken 
through,   and   the   sun    shining   in    through    its    gaping 

wounds,  was  like  a  sense  of  victory  and  triumph.  1  fell 
exalted  with  the  proud  delight  of  living,  in  these  de- 
generate times,  to  see  it.  As  if  I  were  the  hero  of  some 
high  achievement  !  The  light  in  the  doleful  vaults  was 
typical  of  the  light  that  has  streamed  in,  on  all  perse- 
cution in  God's  name,  but  which  is  nol  yet  at  its  noon  ! 
It  cannot  look  more  lovely  to  a  blind  man  new  ly  restored 
to  sight,  than  to  a  traveller  who  sees  it.  calmly  and 
majestically,  treading  down  the  darkness  of  that  Infernal 
Well. 

AVIGNON  TO  GENOA. 

Goblin,  having  shown  les  ovbh'ettes,  felt  that  her  great 
coup  was  struck.  She  let  the  door  fall  with  a  crash,  and 
stood  upon  it  with  her  arms  a-kimbo,  sniffing  prodigiously; 

When  we  left  the  place,  I  accompanied  her  into  her 
house  under  the  outer  gateway  of  the  fortress,  to  buy  a 
little  history  of  the  building.  Her  cabaret,  a  dark  low 
room,  lighted  by  small  window's,  sunk  in  the  thick  wall 
— in  the  softened  light,  and  with  its  forgedike  chimney; 
its  little  counter  by  the  door,  with  bottles,  jars,  and  glasses 
on  it;  its  household  implements  and  scraps  of  dress 
against  the  wall ;  and  a  sober-looking  woman  (she  must 
have  a  congenial  life  of  it,  with  Goblin)  knitting  at  the 
door — looked  exactly  like  a  picture  by  Ostake. 

I  walked  round  the  building  on  the  outside,  in  a  sort  of 
dream,  and  yet  with  the  delightful  sense  of  having  awak- 
ened from  it,  of  which  the  light,  down  in  the  vaults,  had 
given  me  the  assurance.  The  immense  thickness  and 
giddv  height  of  the  walls,  the  enormous  strength  of  the 
massive  towers,  the  great  extent  of  the  building,  its 
gigantic  proportions,  frowning  aspect,  and  barbarous 
irregularity,  awaken  awe  and  wonder.  The  recollection 
of  its  opposite  old  uses  :  an  impregnable  fortress,  a  luxu- 
rious palace,  a  horrible  prison,  a  place  of  torture,  the 
court  of  the  Inquisition  :  at  one  and  the  same  time,  a 
house  of  feasting,  fighting,  religion,  and  blood:  gives  to 
every  stone  in  its  huge  form  a  fearful  interest,  and  imparts 
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new  meaning  bo  its  incongruities.  I  could  think  of  little 
however,  then,  or  long  afterwards,  bul  the  sun  in  the 
dungeons.  The  palace  coming  down  to  be  the  lounging- 
place  of  noisy  Boldiers,  and  being  forced  to  echo  their 
rough  talk,  and  common  oaths,  and  to-have  their  garments 
fluttering  from  its  dirty  windows,  was  some  reduction  of 

its  state,  and  something  to  rejoin-  at  ;  but  the  day  in  its 
cells,  and  the  sky  for  the  roof  of  its  chambers  of  cruelty — 
that  was  its  desolation  and  defeat!  If  I  had  seen  it  in  a 
blaze  from  ditch  to  rampart,  I  should  have  felt  that  not 
that  light,  nor  all  the  light  in  all  the  fire  that  burns,  could 
waste  it,  like  the  sunbeams  in  its  secret  council-chamher, 
and  its  prisons. 

Before  I  quit  this  Palace  of  the  Popes,  let  me  translate 
from  the  little  history  I  mentioned  just  now,  a  short  an- 
ecdote, quite  appropriate  to  itself,  connected  with  its 
adventures. 

"  An  ancient  tradition  relates,  that  in  1441,  a  nephew  of 
Pierre  de  Lude,  the  Pope's  legate,  seriously  insulted  some 
distinguished  ladies  of  Avignon,  whose  relations,  in  re- 
venge, seized  the  young  man,  and  horribly  mutilated  him. 
For  several  years  the  legate  kept  hi.s  revenge  within  his 
own  breast,  hut  he  was  not  the  less  resolved  upon  its 
gratification  at  last,  lie  even  made,  in  the  fulness  of  time, 
advances  towards  a  complete  reconciliation  ;  and  when 
their  apparent  sincerity  had  prevailed,  he  invited  to  a 
splendid  banquet,  in  this  palace,  certain  families,  whole 
families,  whom  he  sought  to  exterminate.  The  utmost 
gayety  animated  the  repast ;  but  the  measures  of  the  legate 
were  well  taken.  When  the  dessert  was  on  the  board,  a 
Swiss  presented  himself,  with  the  announcement  that  a 
strange  ambassador  solicited  an  extraordinary  audience. 
The  legate,  excusing  himself,  for  the  moment,  to  his 
guests,  retired,  followed  by  his  officers.  Within  a  few 
moments  afterwards,  five  hundred  persons  were  reduced 
to  ashes :  the  whole  of  that  wing  of  the  building  having 
been  blown  into  the  air  with  a  terrible  explosion !  " 

After  seeing  the  churches  (I  will  not  trouble  you  with 
churches  just  now),  we  left  Avignon  that  afternoon.  The 
heat  being  very  great,  the  roads  outside  the  walls  were 
strewn  with  people  fast  asleep  in  every  little  slip  of  shade, 
and  with  lazy  groups,  half  asleep  and  half  awake,  who 
were  waiting  until  the  sun  should  be  low  enough  to  admit 
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of  their  playing  bowls  among  the  burnt-up  trees,  and  <>n 
the  dusty  road.  The  harvest  here,  was  already  gut  lined 
in,  and  mules  and  horses  were  1  rending  otit  the  corn  in 
the  fields.  We  came,  at  dusk,  upon  a  wild  and  hilly 
country,  once  famous  for  brigands:  and  travelled  slowly 
up  a  steep  ascent.  So  we  went  on,  until  eleven  at  night, 
when  we  halted  at  the  town  of  Aix  (within  two  stages  of 
Marseilles)  to  sleep. 

The  hotel,  with  all  the  blinds  and  shutters  closed  to 
keep  the  light  and  heat  out,  was  comfortable  and  airy 
next  morning,  and  the  town  was  very  clean  ;  but  so  hot, 
and  so  intensely  light,  that  when  I  walked  out  at  noon  it 
was  like  coming  suddenly  from  the  darkened  room  into 
crisp  blue  fire.  The  air  was  so  very  clear,  that  distant 
hills  and  rocky  points  appeared  "within  an  hour's  walk: 
while  the  town  immediately  at  hand — with  a  kind  of  blue 
wind  between  me  and  it — seemed  to  be  white  hot,  and  to 
be  throwing  oft"  a  fiery  air  from  its  surface. 

We  left  this  town  towards  evening,  and  took  the  road 
to  Marseilles.  A  dusty  road  it  was;  the  houses  shut  up 
close;  and  the  vines  powdered  white.  At  nearly  all  the 
cottage  doors,  women  were  peeling  and  slicing  onions 
into  earthen  bowls  for  supper.  So  they  had  been  doing 
last  night  all  the  way  from  Avignon.  We  passed  one  or 
two  shady  dark  chateaux,  surrounded  by  trees,  and  em- 
bellished with  cool  basins  of  water:  which  were  the  more 
refreshing  to  behold,  from  the  great  scarcity  of  such  resi- 
dences on  the  road  we  had  travelled.  As  we  approached 
Marseilles,  the  road  began  to  be  covered  with  holiday 
people.  Outside  the  public-houses  were  parties  smoking, 
drinking,  playing  draughts  and  cards,  and  (once)  dancing. 
But  dust,  dust,  dust,  everywhere.  We  went  on,  through 
a  long,  straggling,  dirty  suburb,  thronged  with  people; 
having  on  our  left  a  dreary  slope  of  land,  on  which  the 
country-houses  of  the  Marseilles  merchants,  always  star- 
ing white,  are  jumbled  and  heaped  without  the  slightest 
order:  backs,  fronts,  sides,  and  gables  towards  all  points 
of  the  compass;  until,  at  last  we  entered  the  town. 

T  was  there,  twice  or  thrice  afterwards,  in  fair  weather 
and  foul;  and  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  doubt  that  it  is  a 
dirty  and  disagreeable  plaee.  But  the  prospect,  from  the 
fortified  heights,  of  the  beautiful  Mediterranean,  with  its 
lovely  rocks  and  islands,  is  most  delightful.     These  heights 
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are  r  desirable  ret  reatj  for  less  picturesque  reasons — as  an 
escape  from  a  compound  of  vile  smells  perpetually  arising 
from  ;i  great  harbor  full  of  stagnant  water,  and  befouled  by 
t  he  refuse  of  innumerable  ships  with  all  sorts  of  cargoes : 
which,  in  hoi  weather,  is  dreadful  in  the  last  degree 

There  were  foreign  sailors,  of  all  nations,  in  the  street; 
with  red  shirts,  blue  shirts,  buff  shirts,  tawny  shirts,  and 
shirts  of  orange  color;  with  red  cups,  bine  caps,  green 
cups,  great  beards,  and  no  beards-;  in  Turkish  turbans, 
glazed  English  hats,  and  Neapolitan  head-dresses.  There 
were  the  townspeople  sitting  in  clusters  on  the  pavement, 
or  airing  themselves  on  the  tops  of  their  houses,  or  walk- 
ing up  and  down  the  closest  and  least  airy  of  Boulevards  ; 
and  there  were  crowds  of  fierce-looking  people  of  the 
lower  sort,  blocking  up,the  way,  constantly.  In  the  very 
heart  of  all  this  stir  and  uproar,  was  the  common  mad- 
house; a  low,  contracted,  miserable  building,  looking 
straight  upon  the  street,  without  the  smallest  screen  or 
courtyard;  where  chattering  madmen  and  madwomen 
were  peeping  out,  through  rusty  bars,  at  the  staring  faces 
below,  while  the  sun,  darting  fiercely  aslant  into  their 
little  cells,  seemed  to  dry  up  their  brains,  and  worry  them, 
as  if  they  were  baited  by  a  pack  of  dogs. 

We  were  pretty  well  accommodated  at  the  Hotel  du 
Paradis,  situated  in  a  narrow  street  of  very  high  houses, 
with  a  hairdresser's  shop  opposite,  exhibiting  in  one  of  its 
windows  two  full-length  waxen  ladies,  twirling  round  and 
round  :  which  so  enchanted  the  hairdresser  himself,  that 
he  and  his  family  sat  in  arm-chairs,  and  in  cool  undresses, 
on  the  pavement  outside,  enjoying  the  gratification  of  the 
passers-by,  with  lazy  dignity.  The  family  had  retired  to 
rest  when  we  went  to  bed,  at  midnight;  but  the  hair- 
dresser (a  corpulent  man,  in  drab  slippers)  was  still  sitting 
there,  with  his  legs  stretched  out  before  him,  and  evi- 
dently couldn't  bear  to  have  the  shutters  put  up. 

Next  day  we  went  down  to  the  harbor,  where  the  sailors 
of  all  nations  were  discharging  and  taking  in  cargoes  of 
all  kinds:  fruits,  wines,  oils,  silks,  stuffs,  velvets,  and 
every  manner  of  merchandise.  Taking  one  of  a  great 
number  of  lively  little  boats  with  gay-striped  awnings, 
we  rowed  awray,  under  the  sterns  of  great  ships,  under 
tow-ropes  and  cables,  against  and  among  other  boats, 
and  very  much  too  near  the  sides  of  vessels  that  were 
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faint  with  oranges,  to  the  Marie  Aritoinettb,  a  handsome 

steamer  bound  for  Genoa,  lying  near  the  month  of  the 
harbor.  By  and  by,  the  carriage,  that  unwieldy  '*  trifle 
from  the  Pantechnicon,"  on  a  flat  barge,  bumping  against 
everything,  and  giving  occasion  for  a  prodigious  quantity 

of  oaths  and  grimaces,  came  stupidly  alongside  ;  and  by 
five  o'clock  we  were  steaming  out  in  the  open  sea.  The 
vessel  was  beautifully  clean  ;  the  meals  were  served  uncles 
an  awning  on  deck  ;  the  night  was  calm  and  clear;  the 
quiet  beauty  of  the  sea  and  sky  unspeakable. 

We  were  off  Nice,  early  next  morning,  and  coasted 
along,  within  a  few  miles  of  the  Cornice  road  (of  which 
more  in  its  place)  nearly  all  day.  We  could  see  Genoa 
before  three;  and  watching  it  as  it  gradually  developed 
its  splendid  amphitheatre,  terrace  rising  above  terrace, 
garden  above  garden,  palace  above  palace,  height  above 
height,  was  ample  occupation  for  us,  till  we  ran  into  the 
stately  harbor.  Having  been  duly  astonished,  here,  by 
the  sight  of  a  few  Cappuccini  monks,  who  were  watching 
the  fair- weighing  of  some  wood  upon  the  wharf,  we  drove 
off  to  Albaro,  two  miles  distant,  where  we  had  engaged 
a  house. 

The  way  lay  through  the  main  streets,  but  not  through 
the  Strada  Nuova,  or  the  Strada  Balbi,  which  are  the 
famous  streets  of  palaces.  I  never,  in  my  life,  was  so  dis- 
mayed !  The  wonderful  novelty  of  everything,  the  un- 
usual smells,  the  unaccountable  tilth  (though  it  is  reck- 
oned the  cleanest  of  Italian  towns),  the  disorderly  jum- 
bling of  dirty  houses,  one  upon  the  roof  of  another ;  the 
passages  more  squalid  and  more  close  than  any  in  St. 
Giles's  or  old  Paris  :  in  and  out  of  which,  not  vagabonds, 
but  well-dressed  women,  with  white  veils  and  great  fans, 
were  passing  and  repassing;  the  perfect  absence  of  re- 
semblance in  any  dwelling-house,  or  shop,  or  wall,  or  post, 
or  pillar,  to  anything  one  had  ever  seen  before  ;  and  the 
disheartening  dirt,  discomfort,  and  decay;  perfectly  con- 
founded me.  I  fell  into  a  dismal  reverie.  I  am  conscious 
of  a  feverish  and  bewildered  vision  of  saints  and  virgins' 
shrines  at  the  street  corners — of  great  numbers  of  friars, 
monks,  and  soldiers — of  vast  red  curtains,  waving  in  the 
doorways  of  the  churches — of  always  going  uphill,  and 
yet  seeing  every  other  street  and  passage  going  higher 
up— of  fruit-stalls,  with  fresh  lemons  and  oranges  hang- 
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ing  in  garlands  made  o\  vitte-leaves-rof  a  guard-house, 
and  a  drawbridge— and  smut'  gateways — and  vendors  oi 
ioed  water,  sitting  with  little  trays  upon  the  margin  of 
(lie  kennel-  «nd  this  is  all  the  consciousness  I  had,  until 
1  was  set  down  in  a  rank,  dull,  weedy  courtyard,  attached 
to  a  kind  of  pink  jail;  and  was  told  I  Lived  there. 

[little  thought,  that  day,  that  I  should  evelr  <'<>nieto 
have  an  attachment  for  the  very  stones  in  the  streets  of 
Genoa,  and  to  look  back  upon  the  city  with  affection  as 
connected  with  many  hours  of  happiness  and  quiet  !  Hut 
these  are  my  first  impressions  honestly  set  down;  and 
how  they  changed,  I  will  set  down  too.  At  present,  let 
us  breathe  after  this  long-winded  journey. 


GENOA  AND  ITS  NEIGHBORHOOD. 

The  first  impressions  of  such  a  place  as  Alijaro,  the 
suburb  of  Genoa  where  I  am  now,  as  my  American  friends 
would  say,  "located,"  can  hardly  fail,  1  should  imagine, 
to  be  mournful  and  disappointing.  It  requires  a  little 
time  and  use  to  overcome  the  feeling  of  depression  con- 
sequent, at  first,  on  so  much  ruin  and  neglect.  Novelty, 
pleasant  to  most  people,  is  particularly  delightful,  I  think, 
to  me.  I  am  not  easily  dispirited  when  I  have  the  means 
of  pursuing  my  own  fancies  and  occupations ;  and  I  believe 
I  have  some  natural  aptitude  for  accommodating  myself 
to  circumstances.  But,  as  yet,  I  stroll  about  here,  in  all 
the  holes  and  corners  of  the  neighborhood,  in  a  perpetual 
state  of  forlorn  surprise;  and  returning  to  my  villa :  the 
Villa  Bagnerello  (it  sounds  romantic,  but  Signor  Bagne- 
rello  is  a  butcher  bard  by) ;  have  sufficient  occupation  in 
pondering  over  my  new  experiences,  and  comparing  them, 
very  much  to  my  own  amusement,  with  my  expectations, 
until  I  wander  out  again. 

The  Villa  Bagnerello  :  or  the  Pink  Jail,  a  far  more 
expressive  name  for  the  mansion :  is  in  one  of  the  most 
splendid  situations  imaginable.  The  noble  bay  of  Genoa, 
with  the  deep  blue  Mediterranean,  lies  stretched  out  near 
at  hand ;  monstrous  old  desolate  houses  and  palaces  are 
dotted  all  about;  lofty  hills,  with  their  tops  often  hidden 
in  the  clouds,  and  with  strong  forts  perched  high  up  on 
their  craggy  sides,  are  close  upon  the  left ;  and  in  front, 
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stretching  from  the  walls  of  the  house,  down  to  a  rained 
chapel  which  stands  upon  the  hold  and  picturesque  rocke 
on  the  sea-shore,  are  green  vineyards,  where  yon  may 
wander  all  day  long  in  partial  shade,  through  intermin- 
able vistas  of  grapes,  trained  on  a  rough  trellis-work 
across  the  narrow  paths. 

This  sequestered  spot  is  approached  by  lanes  so  very 
narrow,  that  when  we  arrived  at  the  Custom-house,  we 
found  the  people  here  had  taken  the  measure  of  the  narrow- 
est among  them,  and  were  waiting  to  apply  it  to  tin- 
carriage;  which  ceremony  was  gravely  performed  in  the 
street,  while  we  all  stood  by,  in  breathless  suspense.  It 
was  found  to  he  a  very  tight  fit,  but  just  a  possibility, 
and  no  more — as  I  am  reminded  every  day,  by  the  sight 
of  various  large  holes  which  it  punched  in  the  walls  on 
either  side  as  it  came  along.  We  are  more  fortunate,  I 
am  told,  than  an  old  lady  who  took  a  house  in  these  parts 
not  long  ago,  and  who  stuck  fast  in  her  carriage  in  a  lane ; 
and  as  it  was  impossible  to  open  one  of  the  doors,  she  was 
obliged  to  submit  to  the  indignity  of  being  hauled  through 
one  of  the  little  front  windows,  like  a  harlequin. 

When  you  have  got  through  these  narrow  lanes,  you 
come  to  an  archway,  imperfectly  stopped  up  by  a  rusty 
old  gate — my  gate.  The  rusty  old  gate  has  a  bell  to 
correspond,  which  you  ring  as  long  as  you  like,  and  which 
nobody  answers,  as  it  has  no  connection  whatever  with 
the  house.  But  there  is  a  rusty  old  knocker,  too— very 
loose,  so  that  it  slides  round  when  you  touch  it — and  if 
you  learn  the  trick  of  it,  and  knock  long  enough,  some- 
body comes.  The  Brave  Courier  comes,  and  gives  you 
admittance.  You  walk  into  a  seedy  little  garden,  all  wild 
and  weedy,  from  which  the  vineyard  opens;  cross  it, 
enter  a  square  hall  like  a  cellar,  walk  up  a  cracked  marble 
staircase,  and  pass  into  a  most  enormous  room  with  a 
vaulted  roof  and  whitewashed  walls:  not  unlike  a  great 
Methodist  chapel.  This  is  the  sala.  It  has  five  windows 
and  five  doors,  and  is  decorated  with  pictures  which  would 
gladden  the  heart  of  one  of  those  picture-cleaners  in 
London  who  hang  up,  as  a  sign,  a  picture  divided,  like 
Death  and  the  Lady,  at  the  top  of  the  old  ballad  :  which 
always  leaves  you  in  a  state  of  uncertainty  whether  the 
ingenious  professor  has  cleaned  one  half  or  dirtied  the 
other.     The  furniture  of  this  sala  is  a  sort  of  red  brocade. 
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All  the  chairs  arc  immovable,  and  i  he  sofa  weighs  several 
tons. 

<  )n  i  lie  same  floor,  and  opening  out  of  the  Mme  chamber, 

aiv  dining-room,  drawing-r< ,  and   divers   bedrooms; 

each  with  a  multiplicity  of  doors  and  windows.  Upstairs 
divers  oilier  gaunt  chambers,  and  a  kitchen;  and 
downstairs  is  another  kitchen,  which,  with  all  sorts  of 
strange  contrivances  for  burning  charcoal,  looks  like  an 
alchemical  laboratory.  There  are  also  some  half-dozen 
small  sitting-rooms,  where  the  servants,  in  this  hot  July, 
may  escape  from  I  he  heat  of  I  be  fire,  and  w  here  the  Bravo 
Courier  plays  all  sorts  of  musical  instruments  of  his  own 
manufacture,  all  theevenirig  long.  Atoiightiy  old,  wander- 
ing, ghostly,  echoing,  grim,  bare  house  it  is,  as  ever  I 
beheld  or  thought  of. 

There  is  a  little  vine-covered  terrace,  opening  from  the 
drawing-room;  and  under  this  terrace,  and  forming  one 
side  of  the  little  garden,  is  what  used  to  be  the  stahle. 
It  is  now  a  cow-house,  and  has  three  cows  in  it,  so  that 
we  get  new  milk  by  the  bucketful.  There  is  no  pastur- 
age near,  and  they  never  go  out,  but  are  constantly  lying 
down  and  surfeiting  themselves  with  vine-leaves — per- 
fect Italian  cows — enjoying  the  dolce far* niente  all  day 
long.  They  are  presided  over,  and  slept  with,  by  an  old 
man  named  Antonio,  and  his  son  :  two  burnt-sienna 
natives  with  naked  legs  and  feet,  who  wear,  each,  a  shirt, 
a  pair  of  trousers,  and  a  red  sash,  with  a  relic,  or  some 
sacred  charm  like  a  bonbon  off  a  twelfth-cake,  hanging 
round  the  neck.  The  old  man  is  very  anixous  to  convert 
me  to  the  Catholic  faith  ;  and  exhorts  me  frequently. 
We  sit  upon  a  stone  by  the  door,  sometimes,  in  the  even- 
ing, like  Robinson  Crusoe  and  Friday  reversed  ;  and  he 
generally  relates,  towards  my  conversion,  an  abridg- 
ment of  the  History  of  Saint  Peter— chiefly,  I  believe, 
from  the  unspeakable  delight  he  has  in  his  imitation  of 
the  cock. 

The  view,  as  I  have  said,  is  charming;  but  in  the  day 
you  must  keep  the  lattice-blinds  close  shut,  or  the  sun 
would  drive  you  mad  ;  and  when  the  sun  goes  down  you 
must  shut  up  all  the  windows,  or  the  mosquitoes  would 
tempt  you  to  commit  suicide.  So  at  this  time  of  the  year, 
you  don't  see  much  of  the  prospect  within  doors.  As  for 
the  flics,  you  don't  mind  them.  Xor  the  fleas,  whose  size 
is  prodigious,  and  whose  name  is  Legion,  and  who  popu- 
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late  the  coach-house  to  that  extent  that  I  daily  expect  to 
seethe  carriage  going  off  bodily,  drawn  by  myriads  of 

industrious  fleas  in  harness.  The  rats  are  kept  away, 
quite  comfortably,  by  scores  of  lean  cats,  who  roam  about 
the  garden  for  that  purpose.  The  lizards,  of  course, 
nobody  cares  for;  they  play  in  the  sun,  and  don't  bite. 
The  little  scorpions  are  merely  curious.  The  beetles  are 
rather  late,  and  have  not  appeared  yet.  The  frogs  are 
company.  There  is  a  preserve  of  them  in  the  grounds  of 
the  next  villa;  and  after  nightfall,  one  would  think  that 
scores  upon  scores  of  women  in  pattens  were  going  up 
and  down  a  wet  stone  pavement  without  a  moment's  ces- 
sation.    That  is  exactly  the  noise  they  make. 

The  ruined  chapel,  on  the  picturesque  and  beautiful 
sea-shore,  was  dedicated,  once  upon  a  time,  to  Saint  John 
the  Baptist.  I  believe  there  is  a  legend  that  Saint  John's 
bones  were  received  there,  with  various  solemnities, 
when  they  were  first  brought  to  Genoa ;  for  Genoa  pos- 
sesses them  to  this  day.  When  there  is  any  uncommon 
tempest  at  sea,  they  are  brought  out  and  exhibited  to 
the  raging  weather,  which  they  never  fail  to  calm.  In 
consequence  of  this  connection  of  Saint  John  with  the 
city,  great  numbers  of  the  common  people  are  christened 
Giovanni  Battista,  which  latter  name  is  pronounced  in 
the  Genoese  patois  "  Batcheetcha,"  like  a  sneeze.  To 
hear  everybody  calling  everybody  else  Batcheetcha, 
on  a  Sunday,  or  Festa-day,  when  there  are  crowds  in 
the  streets,  is  not  a  little  singular  and  amusing  to  a 
stranger. 

The  narrow  lanes  have  great  villas  opening  into  them, 
whose  walls  (outside  walls,  I  mean)  are  profusely  painted, 
with  all  sorts  of  subjects,  grim  and  holy.  But  time  and 
the  sea-air  have  nearly  obliterated  them;  and  they  look 
like  the  entrance  to  Vauxhall  Gardens  on  a  sunny  day. 
The  courtyards  of  these  houses  are  overgrown  with 
grass  and  weeds ;  all  sorts  of  hideous  patches  cover  the 
bases  of  the  statues,  as  if  they  were  afflicted  with  a 
cutaneous  disorder ;  the  outer  gates  are  rusty ;  and  the 
iron  bars  outside  the  lower  windows  are  all  tumbling 
down.  Firewood  is  kept  in  halls  where  costly  treasures 
might  be  heaped  up,  mountains  high  ;  waterfalls  are  dry 
and  choked;  fountains,  too  dull  to  play,  and  too  lazy  to 
work,  have  just  enough  recollection  of  their  identity, 
in  their  sleep,  to  make  the  neighborhood  damp;  and 
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fche  sirocco  wind  is  often  blowing  ovei  all  these  tilings 
for  days  together,  like  ;i  gigantic  oven  out  for  a  holi- 
day. 

Not  long  ago,  there  was  a  festa-day,  in  honour  of  the 
Virgin? 8  mother^  when  the  young  men  of  the  neighbour- 
hood, having  worn  green  wreaths  of  the  vine  in  some 
procession  or  other,  bathed  in  them,  by  scores.  It  looked 
very  odd  and  pretty.  Though  1  am  bound  to  confess 
(not  knowing  of  the  festa  at  that  time),  that  I  thought, 
and  was  quite  satisfied,  they  wore  them  as  horses  do — to 

keep  the  Hies  off. 

Soon  afterwards,  there  was  another  festa-day,  in  honor 
of  St.  Nazaro.  One  of  the  Albarp  young  men  brought 
two  large  bouquets  soon  after  breakfast,  and  coming  up- 
stairs into  the  great  sala,  presented  them  himself.  This 
was  a  polite  way  of  begging  for  a  contribution  towards 
the  expenses  of  some  music  in  the  Saint's  honor,  so  we 
gave  him  whatever  it  may  have  been,  and  his  messenger 
departed:  well  satisfied.  At  six  o'clock  in  the  evening 
we  went  to  the  church — close  at  hand — a  very  gaudy 
place,  hung  all  over  with  festoons  and  bright  draperies, 
and  filled,  from  the  altar  to  the  main  door,  with  women, 
all  seated.  They  wear  no  bonnets  here,  simply  a  long 
wdiite  veil — the  "mezzero;"  and  it  was  the  most  gauzy, 
ethereal-looking  audience  I  ever  saw\  The  young  women 
are  not  generally  pretty,  but  they  walk  remarkably  well, 
and  in  their  personal  carriage  and  the  management  of 
their  veils,  display  much  innate  grace  and  elegance. 
There  were  some  men  present:  not  very  many:  and  a 
few  of  these  were  kneeling  about  the  aisles,  while  every- 
body else  tumbled  over  them.  Innumerable  tapers  were 
burning  in  the  church ;  the  bits  of  silver  and  tin  about 
the  saints  (especially  in  the  Virgin's  necklace)  sparkled 
brilliantly ;  the  priests  were  seated  about  the  chief  altar; 
the  organ  played  away,  lustily,  and  a  full  band  did  the 
like;  while  a  conductor,  in  a  little  gallery  opposite  to  the 
band,  hammered  awray  on  the  desk  before  him,  with  a 
scroll ;  and  a  tenor,  without  any  voice,  sang.  The  band 
played  one  way,  the  organ  played  another,  the  singer 
went  a  third,  and  the  unfortunate  conductor  banged  and 
banged,  and  flourished  his  scroll  On  some  principle  of  his 
own :  apparently  well  satisfied  with  the  wdiole  perform- 
ance. I  never  did  hear  such  a  discordant  din.  The  heat 
was  intense  all  the  time. 
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The  men,  in  red  caps,  and  with  loose  emits  hanging  on 
their  shoulders  (they  never  put  fchem  on),  were  playing 
bowls,  and  buying  sweetmeats,  immediately  outside  the 
church.  When  half-a-dozen  of  them  finished  a  game,  .they 
came  into  the  aisle,  crossed  themselves  with  the  holy 
water,  knelt  on  one  knee  for  an  instant,  and  walked  off 
again  to  play  another  game  at  bowls.  They  are  remark- 
ably expert  at  this  diversion,  and  will  play  in  the  stony 
lanes  and  streets,  and  on  the  most  uneven  and  disastrous 
ground  for  such  a  purpose,  with  as  much  nicety  as  on 
a  billiard-table.  But  the  most  favorite  game  is  the 
national  one  of  Mora,  which  they  pursue  with  surprising 
ardor,  and  at  which  they  will  stake  everything  they  pos- 
sess. It  is  a  destructive  kind  of  gambling,  requiring  no 
accessories  but  the  ten  fingers,  which  are  always — I 
intend  no  pun — at  hand.  Two  men  play  together.  One 
calls  a  number — say  the  extreme  one,  ten.  lie  marks 
what  portion  of  it  he  pleases  by  throwing  out  three,  or 
four,  or  five  fingers;  and  his  adversary  has,  in  the  same 
instant,  at  hazard,  and  without  seeing  his  hand,  to  throw 
out  as  many  fingers,  as  will  make  the  exact  balance. 
Their  eyes  and  hands  become  so  used  to  this,  and  act 
with  such  astonishing  rapidity,  that  an  uninitiated  by- 
stander would  find  it  very  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  to 
follow  the  progress  of  the  game.  The  initiated,  how- 
ever, of  whom  there  is  always  an  eager  group  looking 
on,  devour  it  with  the  most  intense  avidity  ;  and  as 
they  are  always  ready  to  champion  one  side  or  the  other 
in  case  of  a  dispute,  and  are  frequently  divided  in  their 
partisanship,  it  is  often  a  very  noisy  proceeding.  It  is 
never  the  quietest  game  in  the  world ;  for  the  numbers 
are  always  called  in  a  loud  sharp  voice,  and  follow  as 
close  upon  each  other  as  they  can  be  counted.  On  a  holi- 
day evening,  standing  at  a  window,  or  walking  in  a  garden, 
or  passing  through  the  streets,  or  sauntering  in  any  quiet 
place  about  the  town,  you  will  hear  this  game  in  progress 
in  a  score  of  wine-shops  at  once;  and  looking  over  any 
vineyard  walk,  or  turning  almost  any  corner,  will  come 
upon  a  knot  of  players  in  full  cry.  It  is  observable  that 
most  men  have  a  propensity  to  throw  out  some  particular 
number  oftener  than  another;  and  the  vigilance  with 
which  two  sharp-eyed  players  will  mutually  endeavor  to 
detect  this  weakness,  and  adapt  their  game  to  it,  is  very 
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curious  and  entertaining.  The  effect  ts  greatly  heightened 
by  the  universal  suddenness  and  vehemence  of  gesture] 
two  men  playing  for  half  a  farthing  with  an  intensity  as 
all-absorbing  as  if  the  stake  were  life. 

Hani  by  here  is  a  large  Palazzo,  formerly  belonging  to 
some  member  of  the  Brignole  family,  bui  just  now  hired 
by  a  school  of  Jesuits  for  their  summer  quarters.  I 
walked  into  its  dismantled  precincts  the  other  evening 
about  Bunset,  and  couldn't  help  pacing  up  and  down  for 
a  little  time,  drowsily  taking  in  tin-  aspect  of  the  place : 
which  is  repeated  hereabouts  in  all  directions. 

I  loitered  to  and  fro,  under  a  colonnade,  forming  two 
sides  of  a  weedy,  grass-grown  courtyard,  whereof  the 
house  formed  a  third  side,  and  a  low  terrace-walk,  .over- 
looking the  garden  and  the  neighboring  hills,  the  fourth. 
I  don't  believe  there  was  an  un cracked  stone  in  the  whole 
pavement.  In  the  centre  was  a  melancholy  statue,  so 
piebald  in  its  decay,  that  it  looked  exactly  as  if  it  had 
been  covered  with  sticking-plaster,  and  afterwards 
powdered.  The  stables,  coach-houses,  offices,  were  all 
empty,  all  ruinous,  all  utterly  deserted. 

Doors  had  lost  their  hinges,  and  were  holding  on  by 
their  latches  ;  windows  were  broken,  painted  plaster  had 
peeled  off,  and  was  lying  about  in  clods  ;  fowls  and  cats 
had  so  taken  possession  of  the  outbuildings,  that  I  couldn't 
help  thinking  of  the  fairy  tales,  and  eyeing  them  with  sus- 
picion, as  transformed  retainers,  waiting  to  be  changed 
back  again.  One  old  Tom  in  particular  :  a  scraggy  brute, 
with  a  hungry  green  eye  (a  poor  relation,  in  reality,  I  am 
inclined  to  think) :  came  prowling  round  and  round  me, 
as  if  he  half  believed,  for  the  moment,  that  I  might  be 
the  hero  come  to  marry  the  lady,  and  set  all  to  rights ; 
but  discovering  his  mistake,  he  suddenly  gave  a  grim 
snarl,  and  walked  away  with  such  a  tremendous  tail,  that 
be  couldn't  get  into  the  little  hole  where  he  lived,  but 
was  obliged  to  wait  outside,  until  his  indignation  and 
his  tail  had  gone  down  together. 

In  a  sort  of  summerdiouse,  or  whatever  it  may  be,  in 
this  colonnade,  some  Englishmen  had  been  living,  like 
grubs  in  a  nut;  but  the  Jesuits  had  given  them  notice  to 
go,  and  they  had  gone,  and  that  was  shut  up  too.  The 
house:  a  wandering,  echoing,  thundering  barrack  of  a 
place,  with  the  lower  windows  barred  up,  as  usual,  was 
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ride  open  at  the  door:  and  I  have  no  doubt  I  might  I 
gone  in,  and  gone  to  bed,  and  gone  dead,  and  nobody  a  bit 
the  wiser.  Only  one  snit  of  rooms  on  an  upper  floor  was 
tenanted;  and  from  one  of  these,  the  voice  of  a  young- 
lady  vocalist,  practising  bravura  lustily,  came  Haunting 
out  upon  the  silent  evening. 

I  went  down  into  the  garden,  intended  to  be  prim  and 
quaint,  with  avenues,  and  terraces,  and  orange-trees,  and 
Statues,  and  water  in  stone  basins  ;  and  everything  was 
green,  gaunt,  weedy,  straggling,  under  grown  or  over 
grown,  mildewy,  damp,  redolent  of  all  sorts  of  slabby, 
clammy,  creeping,  and  uncomfortable  life.  There  was 
nothing  bright  in  the  whole  scene  but  a  firefly — one  soli- 
tary firefly — showing  against  the  dark  bushes  like  the 
last  little  speck  of  the  departed  (dory  of  the  house  ;  and 
even  it  went  flitting  up  and  down  at  sudden  angles,  and 
leaving  a  place  with  a  jerk,  and  describing  an  irregular 
circle,  and  returning  to  the  same  place  with  a  twitch  that 
startled  one :  as  if  it  were  looking  for  the  rest  of  the 
Glory,  and  wondering  (Heaven  knows  it  might !)  what 
had  become  of  it. 

In  the  course  of  two  months,  the  flitting  shapes  and 
shadows  of  my  dismal  entering  reverie  gradually  resolved 
themselves  into  familiar  forms  and  substances ;  and  I 
already  began  to  think  that  when  the  time  should  come, 
a  year  hence,  for  closing  the  long  holiday  and  turning 
back  to  England,  I  might  part  from  Genoa  with  anything 
but  a  glad  heart. 

It  is  a  place  that  "grows  upon  you"  every  day.  There 
seems  to  be  always  something  to  find  out  in  it.  There 
are  the  most  extraordinary  alleys  and  by-ways  to  walk 
about  in.  You  can  lose  your  way  (what  a  comfort  that 
is,  when  you  are  idle !)  twenty  times  a-day,  if  you  like ; 
and  turn  up  again,  under  the  most  unexpected  and  sur- 
prising difficulties.  It  abounds  in  the  strangest  contrasts ; 
things  that  are  picturesque,  ugly,  mean,  magnificent,  de- 
lightful, and  offensive,  break  upon  the  view  at  every 
turn. 

They  who  would  know  how  beautiful  the  country  im- 
mediately surrounding  Genoa  is,  should  climb  (in  clear 
weather)  to  the  top  of  Monte  Faccio,  or,  at  least,  rid 
round  the  city  walls  :  a  feat  more  easily  performed.     Kc, 
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prospect  can  be  more  diversified  and  lovely  than  thecbanfc 
ing  views  of  the  harbor,  and  the  valleys  Of  t lie  two 
rivers,  the  Polcevera  and  the   BizagnO,  from  the  heights 

along  which  the  Btrongly-fortifled  walls  are  carried, "like 
the  great  wall  of  China  iii  little.  In  not  the  least  pictur- 
esque part  of  this  ride,  there  is  ;i  fair  specimen  of  a  real 
Genoese  tavern,  where  the  visitor  may  derive  good  enter- 
tainment from  real  Genoese  dishes,  such  as  TagHaririi ; 
Ravioli;  German  sausages,  strong  of  garlic,  sliced  ami 
eaten  with  fresh  green  figs ;  corks'  comhs  and  sheep- 
kidneys,  chopped  up  with  mutton-chops  and  liver;  small 
pieces  of  some  unknown  part  of  a  calf,  twisted  into  small 
shreds,  fried,  and  served  up  in  a  great  dish  like  white- 
bait; and  other  curiosities  of  that  kind.  They  often  get 
wine  at  these  suburban  Trattorie,  from  France  and  Spain 
and  Portugal,  which  is  brought  over  by  small  captains 
in  little  trading-vessels.  They  buy  it  at  so. much  a  bottle, 
without  asking  what  it  is,  or  caring  to  remember  if  any- 
body tells  them,  and  usually  divide  it  into  two  heaps ;  of 
which  they  label  one  Champagne,  and  the  other  Madeira. 
The  various  opposite  flavors,  qualities,  countries,  ages, 
and  vintages  that  are  comprised  under  these  two  general 
heads  is  quite  extraordinary.  The  most  limited  range 
is  probably  from  cool  Gruel  up  to  old  Marsala,  and  down 
again  to  apple  Tea. 

The  great  majority  of  the  streets  are  as  narrow  as  any 
thoroughfare  can  well  be,  where  people  (even  Italian 
people)  are  supposed  to  live  and  walk  about ;  being  mere 
lanes,  with  here  and  there  a  kind  of  well,  or  breathing- 
place.  The  houses  are  immensely  high,  painted  in  all 
sorts  of  colors,  and  are  in  every  stage  and  state  of 
damage,  dirt,  and  lack  of  repair.  They  are  commonly 
let  off  in  floors,  or  flats,  like  the  houses  in  the  old  town 
of  Edinburgh,  or  many  houses  in  Paris.  There  are  few 
street  doors ;  the  entrance  halls  are,  for  the  most  part, 
looked  upon  as  public  property  ;  and  any  moderately  en- 
terprising scavenger  might  make  a  fine  fortune  by  now 
and  then  clearing  them  out.  As  it  is  impossible  for 
coaches  to  penetrate  into  these  streets,  there  are  sedan 
chairs,  gilded  and  otherwise,  for  hire  in  divers  places.  A 
great  many  private  chairs  are  also  kept  among  the  no- 
bility and  gentry ;  and  at  night  these  are  trotted  to  and 
fro  in  all  directions,  preceded  by  bearers  of  great  lam 
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thorns,  made  of  linen  stretched  upon  a  frame.  The  sedans 
and  liinthorns  are  the  legitimate  successors  of  the  long 

strings  of  patient  and  much-abused  mules,  that  go  jin- 
gling their  little  bells  through  these  confined  streets  all 
day  long.  They  follow  them,  as  regularly  as  the  stars 
the  sun. 

When  shall  I  forget  the  Streets  of  Palaces  ;  the  Strada 
Nuova  and  the  Strada  Balbi,!  or  how  the  former  looked 
one  summer  day,  when  I  first  saw  it  underneath  the 
brightest  and  most  intensely  blue  of  summer  skies: 
which  its  narrow  perspective  of  immense  mansions,  re- 
duced to  a  tapering  and  most  precious  strip  of  bright- 
ness, looking  down  upon  the  heavy  shade  below!  A 
brightness  not  too  common,  even  in  July  and  August,  to 
be  well  esteemed  :  for,  if  the  Truth  must  out,  there  were 
not  eight  blue  skies  in  as  many  midsummer  weeks,  saving, 
sometimes,  early  in  the  morning ;  when,  looking  out  to 
sea,  the  water  and  the  firmament  were  one  world  of  deep 
and  brilliant  blue.  At  other  times,  there  were  clouds  and 
haze  enough  to  make  an  Englishman  grumble  in  his  own 
climate. 

The  endless  details  of  these  rich  Palaces :  the  walls  of 
some  of  them,  within,  alive  with  masterpieces  by  Van- 
dyke !  The  great,  heavy,  stone  balconies,  one  above  an- 
other, and  tier  over  tier;  with  here  and  there,  one  larger 
than  the  rest,  towering  high  up — a  huge  marble  platform; 
the  doorless  vestibules,  massively  barred  lower  windows, 
immense  public  staircases,  thick  marble  pillars,  strong 
dungeon-like  arches,  and  dreary,  dreaming,  echoing 
vaulted  chambers :  among  which  the  eye  wanders  again, 
and  again,  and  again,  as  every  palace  is  succeeded  by 
another — the  terrace  gardens  between  house  and  house, 
with  green  arches  of  the  vine,  and  groves  of  orange-trees, 
and  blushing  oleander  in  full  bloom,  twenty,  thirty,  forty 
feet  above  the  street — the  painted  halls,  mouldering,  and 
blotting,  and  rotting  in  the  damp  corners,  and  still  shining 
out  in  beautiful  colors  and  voluptuous  designs,  where 
the  walls  are  dry — the  faded  figures  on  the  outsides  of 
the  houses,  holding  wreaths,  and  crowns,  and  flying  up- 
ward, and  downward,  and  standing  in  niches,  and  here 
and  there  looking  fainter  and  more  feeble  than  elsewhere, 
by  contrast  with  some  fresh  little  Cupids,  who  on  a  more 
recently  decorated  portion  of  the  front,  are  stretching  out 
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what  seems  to  be  the  semblance  of  a  blanket,  but  is,  in- 
deed, a  sun-dial — the  steep,  steep,  up-hill  streets  of  small 
palaces  (but  very  large  palaces  for  all  that),  with  marble 
terraces  looking  down  into  close  by-ways — the  magnificent 
and  innumerable  Churches;  and  the  rapid  passage  from  a 
street  of  stately  edifices,  into  a  maze  of  the  vilest  squalor, 
steaming  with  unwholesome  stenches,  and  swarming  with 
half-naked  children  and  whole  worlds  of  dirty  people 
— make  up,  altogether,  such  a  scene  of  wonder :  so  lively, 
and  yet  so  dead  :  so  noisy,  and  yet  so  quiet :  so  obtrusive, 
and  yet  so  shy  and  lowering  :  so  wide  awake,  and  yet  so  fast 
asleep :  that  it  is  a  sort  of  intoxication  to  a  stranger  to 
walk  on,  and  on,  and  on,  and  look  about  him.  A  bewilder- 
ing phantasmagoria,  with  all  the  inconsistency  of  a  dream, 
and  all  the  pain  and  all  the  pleasure  of  an  extravagant 
reality ! 

The  different  uses  to  which  some  of  these  Palaces  are 
applied,  all  at  once,  is  characteristic.  For  instance,  the 
English  Banker  (my  excellent  and  hospitable  friend)  has 
his  office  in  a  good-sized  Palazzo  in  the  Strada  Nuova.  In 
the  hall  (every  inch  of  which  is  elaborately  painted,  but 
which  is  as  dirty  as  a  police-station  in  London),  a  hook- 
nosed Saracen's  Head  with  an  immense  quantity  of  black 
hair  (there  is  a  man  attached  to  it)  sells  walking-sticks. 
On  the  other  side  of  the  doorway,  a  lady  with  a  showy 
handkerchief  for  head-dress  (wife  to  the  Saracen's  Head, 
I  believe)  sells  articles  of  her  own  knitting ;  and  sometimes 
flowers.  A  little  further  in,  two  or  three  blind  men 
occasionally  beg.  Sometimes,  they  are  visited  by  a  man 
without  legs,  on  a  little  go-cart,  but  who  has  such  a  fresh- 
colored,  lively  face,  and  such  a  respectable,  well-condi- 
tioned body,  that  he  looks  as  if  he  had  sunk  into  the  ground 
up  to  his  middle,  or  had  come,  but  partially,  up  a  flight  of 
cellar-steps  to  speak  to  somebody.  A  little  further  in,  a 
few  men,  perhaps,  lie  asleep  in  the  middle  of  the  day ;  or 
they  may  be  chairmen  waiting  for  their  absent  freight.  If 
so,  they  have  brought  their  chairs  in  with  them,  and  there 
they  stand  also.  On  the  left  of  the  hall  is  a  little  room  : 
a  hatter's  shop.  On  the  first  floor,  is  the  English  bank. 
On  the  first  floor  also,  is  a  whole  house,  and  a  good  large 
residence  too.  Heaven  knows  what  there  may  be  above 
that;  but  when  you  are  there,  you  have  only  just  begun 
to  go  upstairs.     And   yet,   coming  down  stairs  again, 
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thinking  of  this  ;  and  passing  out  at  a  great  crazy  door  in 
the  back  of  the  hall,  instead  of  turning  the  other  way,  to 
get  into  the  street  again ;  it  bangs  behind  you,  making 
the  dismallest  and  most  lonesome  echoes,  and  you  stand 
in  a  yard  (the  yard  of  the  same  house)  which  seems  to  have 
been  unvisited  by  human  foot,  for  a  hundred  years.  Not 
a  sound  disturbs  its  repose.  Not  a  head,  thrust  out  of 
any  of  the  grim,  dark,  jealous  windows,  within  sight, 
makes  the  weeds  in  the  cracked  pavement  faint  of  heart, 
by  suggesting  the  possibility  of  there  being  hands  to  grub 
them  up.  Opposite  to  you  is  a  giant  figure  carved  in 
stone,  reclining,  with  an  urn,  upon  a  lofty  piece  of  artificial 
rockwork ;  and  out  of  the  urn,  dangles  the  fag  end  of  a 
leaden  pipe,  which,  once  upon  a  time,  poured  a  small  tor- 
rent down  the  rocks.  But  the  eye-sockets  of  the  giant 
are  not  drier  than  this  channel  is  now.  He  seems  to  have 
given  his  urn,  which  is  nearly  upside  down,  a  final  tilt; 
and  after  crying,  like  a  sepulchral  child,  "All  gone!"  to 
have  lapsed  into  a  stony  silence. 

In  the  streets  of  shops,  the  houses  are  much  smaller, 
but  of  great  size  notwithstanding,  and  extremely  high. 
They  are  very  dirty :  quite  undrained,  if  my  nose  be  at 
all  reliable :  and  emit  a  peculiar  fragrance,  like  the  smell 
of  very  bad  cheese,  kept  in  very  hot  blankets.  Notwith- 
standing the  height  of  the  houses,  there  would  seem  to 
have  been  a  lack  of  room  in  the  City,  for  new  houses  are 
thrust  in  everywhere.  Wherever  it  has  been  possible 
to  cram  a  tumble-down  tenement  into  a  crack  or  corner, 
in  it  has  gone.  If  there  be  a  nook  or  angle  in  the  wall  of 
a  church,  or  a  crevice  in  any  other  dead  wall,  of  any  sort, 
there  you  are  sure  to  find  some  kind  of  habitation  :  look- 
ing as  if  it  had  grown  there,  like  a  fungus.  Against  the 
Government  House,  against  the  old  Senate  House,  round 
about  any  large  building,  little  shops  stick  close,  like 
parasite  vermin  to  the  great  carcase.  And  for  all  this, 
look  where  you  may :  up  steps,  down  steps,  anywhere, 
everywhere :  there  are  irregular  houses,  receding,  start- 
ing forward,  tumbling  down,  leaning  against  their  neigh- 
bors, crippling  themselves  or  their  friends  by  some  means 
or  other,  until  one,  more  irregular  than  the  rest,  chokes 
up  the  way,  and  you  can't  see  any  further. 

One  of  the  rottenest-looking  parts  of  the  town,  I  think, 
is  down  by  the  landing- wharf :  though  it  may  be,  that  its 
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being  associated  with  a  great  deal  of  rottenness  on  the 
evening  of  onr  arrival,  has  stamped  it  deeper  i*i  my 
mind.  Here,  again,  the  houses  are  very  high,  and  are  of 
an  infinite  variety  of  deformed  shapes,  and  have  (as  most 
of  the  houses  have)  something  hanging  out  of  a  great 
many  windows,  and  wafting  its  frowsy  fragrance  on  the 
breeze.  Sometimes,  it  is  a  curtain;  sometimes,  it  is  a 
carpet ;  sometimes.,  it  is  a  bed  ;  sometimes,  a  whole  line- 
full  of  clothes;  but  there  is  almost  always  something. 
Before  the  basement  of  these  houses,  is  an  arcade  over 
the  pavement:  very  massive,  dark,  and  low,  like  an  old 
crypt.  The  stone,  or  plaster,  of  which  it  is  made,  has 
turned  quite  black ;  and  against  every  one  of  these  black 
piles,  all  sorts  of  filth  and  garbage  seem  to  accumulate 
spontaneously.  Beneath  some  of  the  arches,  the  sellers 
of  maccaroni  and  polenta  establish  their  stalls,  which  are 
by  no  means  inviting.  The  offal  of  a  fish-market,  near  at 
hand — that  is  to  say,  of  a  baek  lane,  where  people  sit 
upon  the  ground  and  on  various  old  bulk-heads  and  sheds, 
and  sell  fish  when  they  have  any  to  dispose  of — and  of  a 
vegetable  market,  constructed  on  the  same  principle — are 
contributed  to  the  decoration  of  this  quarter ;  and  as  all 
the  mercantile  business  is  transacted  here,  and  it  is 
crowded  all  day,  it  has  a  very  decided  flavor  about  it. 
The  Porto  Franco,  or  Free  Port  (where  goods  brought  in 
from  foreign  countries  pay  no  duty  until  they  are  sold  and 
taken  out,  as  in  a  bonded  warehouse  in  England),  is  down 
here  also;  and  two  portentous  officials,  in  cocked  hats, 
stand  at  the  gate  to  search  you  if  they  choose,  and  to  keep 
out  Monks  and  Ladies.  For  Sanctity  as  well  as  Beauty 
has  been  known  to  yield  to  the  temptation  of  smuggling, 
and  in  the  same  way:  that  is  to  say  by  concealing  the 
smuggled  property  beneath  the  loose  folds  of  its  dress. 
So  Sanctity  and  Beauty  may,  by  no  means,  enter. 

The  streets  of  Genoa  would  be  all  the  better  for  the 
importation  of  a  few  Priests  of  prepossessing  appearance. 
Every  fourth  or  fifth  man  in  the  street  is  a  Priest  or  a 
Monk ;  and  there  is  pretty  sure  to  be  at  least  one  itinerant 
ecclesiastic  inside  or  outside  every  hackney  carriage  on 
the  neighboring  roads.  I  have  no  knowledge,  elsewhere, 
of  more  repulsive  countenances  than  are  to  be  found 
among  these  gentry.  If  nature's  handwriting  be  at  all 
legible,  greater  varieties  of  sloth,  deceit,  and  intellectual 
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torpor,  could  hardly  be  observed  among  any  class  of  men 
in  the  world. 

Mr.  Fepys  once  heard  a  clergyman  assert  in  his  sermon, 
in  illustration  of  his  respect  for  the  Priestly  office,  that  if 
he  could  meet  a  Priest  and  angel  together,  he  would 
salute  the  Priest  first.  I  am  rather  of  the  opinion  of 
Petrarch,  who,  when  his  pupil  Boccaccio  wrote  to  him 
in  great  tribulation,  that  he  had  been  visited  and 
admonished  for  his  writings  by  a  Carthusian  Friar  who 
claimed  to  be  a  messenger  immediately  commissioned  by 
Heaven  for  that  purpose,  replied,  that  for  his  own  part, 
he  would  take  the  liberty  of  testing  the  reality  of  the 
commission  by  personal  observation  of  the  Messenger's 
face,  eyes,  forehead,  behavior,  and  discourse.  1  cannot 
but  believe  myself,  from  similar  observation,  that  many 
unaccredited  celestial  messengers  may  be  seen  skulking 
through  the  streets  of  Genoa,  or  droning  away  their  lives 
in  other  Italian  towns. 

Perhaps  the  Cappuccini,  though  not  a  learned  body, 
are,  as  an  order,  the  best  friends  of  the  people.  They 
seem  to  mingle  with  them  more  immediately,  as  their 
counsellors  and  comforters;  and  to  go  among  them  more, 
when  they  are  sick ;  and  to  pry  less  than  some  other 
orders,  into  the  secrets  of  families,  for  the  purpose  of 
establishing  a  baleful  ascendancy  over  their  weaker 
members ;  and  to  be  influenced  by  a  less  fierce  desire  to 
make  converts,  and  once  made,  to  let  them  go  to  ruin, 
soul  and  body.  They  may  be  seen,  in  their  coarse  dress, 
in  all  parts  of  the  town  at  all  times,  and  begging  in  the 
markets  early  in  the  morning.  The  Jesuits  too,  muster 
strong  in  the  streets,  and  go  slinking  noiselessly  about, 
in  pairs,  like  black  cats. 

In  some  of  the  narrow  passages,  distinct  trades  con- 
gregate. There  is  a  street  of  jewellers,  and  there  is  a  row 
of  booksellers ;  but  even  down  in  places  where  nobody 
ever  can,  or  ever  could,  penetrate  in  a  carriage,  there  are 
mighty  old  palaces  shut  in  among  the  gloomiest  and 
closest  walls,  and  almost  shut  out  from  the  sun.  Very 
few  of  the  tradesmen  have  any  idea  of  setting  forth  their 
goods,  or  disposing  them  for  show.  If  you,  a  stranger, 
want  to  buy  anything,  you  usually  look  round  the  shop 
till  you  see  it ;  then  clutch  it  if  it  be  within  reach ;  and 
inquire  how  much.     Everything  is  sold  at  the  most  un- 
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likely  place.  If  you  want  coffee,  you  go  to  a  sweetmeat 
shop;  and  if  you  want  meat,  you  will  probably  find  it 
behind  an  old  checked  curtain,  down  half-a-dozen  steps, 
in  some  sequestered  nook  as  hard  to  find  as  if  the  com- 
modity were  poison,  and  Genoa's  law  were  death  to  any 
that  uttered  it. 

Most  of  the  apothecaries'  shops  are  great  lounging 
places.  Here,  grave  men  with  sticks,  sit  down  in  the 
shade  for  hours  together,  passing  a  meagre  Genoa 
paper  from  hand  to  hand,  and  talking,  drowsily  and 
sparingly,  about  the  News.  Two  or  three  of  these  are 
poor  physicians,  ready  to  proclaim  themselves  on  an  emer- 
gency, and  tear  off  with  any  messenger  who  may  arrive. 
You  may  know  them  by  the  way  in  which  they  stretch 
their  necks  to  listen,  when  you  enter ;  and  by  the  sigh 
with  which  they  fall  back  again  into  their  dull  corners, 
on  finding  that  you  only  want  medicine.  Few  people 
lounge  in  the  barbers'  shops ;  though  they  are  very 
numerous,  as  hardly  any  man  shaves  himself.  But  the 
apothecary's  has  its  group  of  loungers,  who  sit  back 
among  the  bottles,  with  their  hands  folded  over  the  tops 
of  their  sticks.  So  still  and  quiet,  that  either  you  don't 
see  them  in  the  darkened  shop,  or  mistake  them — as  I 
did  one  ghostly  man  in  bottle-green,  one  day,  with  a  hat 
like  a  stopper — for  Horse  Medicine. 

On  a  summer  evening,  the  Genoese  are  as  fond  of  put- 
ting themselves,  as  their  ancestors  were  of  putting 
houses,  in  every  available  inch  of  space  within  and  about 
the  town.  In  all  the  lanes  and  alleys,  and  up  every  little 
ascent,  and  on  every  dwarf  wall,  and  on  every  flight  of 
steps,  they  cluster  like  bees.  Meanwhile  (and  especially 
on  Festa-days)  the  bells  of  the  churches  ring  incessantly ; 
not  in  peals,  or  any  known  form  of  sound,  but  in  a  hor- 
rible, irregular,  jerking,  dingle,  dingle,  dingle :  with  a 
sudden  stop  at  every  fifteenth  dingle  or  so,  which  is 
maddening.  This  performance  is  usually  achieved  by  a 
boy  up  in  the  steeple,  who  takes  hold  of  the  clapper,  or 
a  little  rope  attached  to  it,  and  tries  to  dingle  louder  than 
every  other  boy  similarly  employed.  The  noise  is  sup- 
posed to  be  particularly  obnoxious  to  Evil  Spirits ;  but 
looking  up  into  the  steeples,  and  seeing  (and  hearing) 
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these  young  Christians  thus  engaged,  one  might  very 
naturally  mistake  them  for  the  Enemy. 

Festa-days,  early  in  the  autumn,  are  very  numerous. 
All  the  shops  were  shut  up,  twice  within  a  week,  for 
these  holidays ;  and  one  night,  all  the  houses  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  a  particular  church  were  illuminated,  while 
the  church  itself  was  lighted,  outside,  with  torches  :  and 
a  grove  of  blazing  links  was  erected,  in  an  open  place 
outside  one  of  the  city  gates.  This  part  of  the  ceremony 
is  prettier  and  more  singular  a  little  way  in  the  country, 
where  you  can  trace  the  illuminated  cottages  all  the  way 
up  a  steep  hillside;  and  where  you  pass  festoons  of 
tapers,  wasting  away  in  the  starlight  night,  before  some 
lonely  little  house  upon  the  road. 

On  these  days,  they  always  dress  the  church  of  the 
saint  in  whose  honor  the  Festa  is  holden,  very  gayly. 
Gold-embroidered  festoons  of  different  colors,  hang  from 
the  arches ;  the  altar  furniture  is  set  forth ;  and,  some- 
times, even  the  lofty  pillars  are  swathed  from  top  to 
bottom  in  tight-fitting  draperies.  The  cathedral  is  dedi- 
cated to  St.  Lorenzo.  On  St.  Lorenzo's  day,  we  went 
into  it,  just  as  the  sun  was  setting.  Although  these 
decorations  are  usually  in  very  indifferent  taste,  the  effect, 
just  then,  was  very  superb,  indeed.  For  the  whole  build- 
ing was  dressed  in  red ;  and  the  sinking  sun,  streaming 
in,  through  a  great  red  curtain  in  the  chief  doorway, 
made  all  the  gorgeousness  its  own.  When  the  sun  went 
down,  and  it  gradually  grew  quite  dark  inside,  except 
for  a  few  twinkling  tapers  on  the  principal  altar,  and 
some  small  dangling  silver  lamps,  it  was  very  mysterious 
and  effective.  But,  sitting  in  any  of  the  churches  to- 
wards evening,  is  like  a  mild  dose  of  opium. 

With  the  money  collected  at  a  Festa,  they  usually  pay 
for  the  dressing  of  the  church,  and  for  the  hiring  of  the 
band,  and  for  the  tapers.  If  there  be  any  left  (which 
seldom  happens,  I  believe)  the  souls  in  Purgatory  get 
the  benefit  of  it.  They  are  also  supposed  to  have  the 
benefit  of  the  exertions  of  certain  small  boys,  who  shake 
money-boxes  before  some  mysterious  little  buildings 
like  rural  turnpikes,  which  (usually  shut  up  close)  fly 
open  on  Red-letter  days,  and  disclose  an  image  and  some 
flowers  inside. 

Just  without  the  city  gate,  on  the  Albaro  road,  is  ;i 
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small  house,  with  an  altar  in  it,  raid  ;i  stationary  money- 
box: also  for  the  benefit  of  the  souls  in  Purgatory.  Still 
further  to  stimulate  the  charitable,  there  is  a  monstrous 
painting-  on  the  plaster,  on  either  side  of  the  grated  door, 
representing  a  select  party  of  souls,  frying.  One  of 
them  has  a  gray  moustache,  and  an  elaborate  bead  of 
gray  hair:  as  if  he  had  been  taken  out  of  a  hairdresser's 
window  and  east  into  the  furnace.  There  he  is:  a  most 
grotesque  and  hideously  comic  old  soul  :  forever  blister- 
ing in  the  real  sun,  and  melting  in  the  mimic  fire,  for 
the  gratification  and  improvement  (and  the  contributions) 
of  the  poorer  Genoese. 

They  are  not  a  very  joyous  people,  and  are  seldom 
seen  to  dance  on  their  holidays  :  the  staple  places  of 
entertainment  among  the  women,  being  the  churches 
and  the  public  walks.  They  are  very  good-tempered, 
obliging,  and  industrious.  Industry  has  not  made  them 
clean,  for  their  habitations  are  extremely  filthy,  and 
their  usual  occupation  on  a  fine  Sunday  morning,  is  to 
sit  at  their  doors,  hunting  in  each  other's  heads.  But 
their  dwellings  are  so  close  and  confined  that  if  those 
parts  of  the  city  had  been  beaten  down  by  Messena  in 
the  time  of  the  terrible  Blockade,  it  would  have  at  least 
occasioned  one  public  benefit  among  many  misfortunes. 

The  Peasant  Women,  with  naked  feet  and  legs,  are  so 
constantly  washing  clothes,  in  the  public  tanks,  and  in 
every  stream  and  ditch,  that  one  cannot  help  wondering, 
in  the  midst  of  all  this  dirt,  who  wears  them  when  they 
are  clean.  The  custom  is  to  lay  the  wet  linen  which  is 
being  operated  upon,  on  a  smooth  stone,  and  hammer 
away  at  it,  with  a  flat  wooden  mallet.  This  they  do,  as 
furiously  as  if  they  were  revenging  themselves  on  dress 
in  general  for  being  connected  with  the  Fall  of  Man- 
kind. 

It  is  not  unusual  to  see,  lying  on  the  edge  of  the  tank  at 
these  times,  or  on  another  flat  stone,  an  unfortunate  baby, 
tightly  swathed  up,  arms  and  legs  and  all,  in  an  enormous 
quantity  of  wrapper,  so  that  it  is  unable  to  move  a  toe  or 
finger.  This  custom  (which  we  often  see  represented  in 
old  pictures)  is  universal  among  the  common  people.  A 
child  is  left  anywhere  without  the  possibility  of  crawling 
away,  or  is  accidentally  knocked  off  a  shelf,  or  tumbled 
out  of  bed,  or  is  hung  up  to  a  hook  now  and  then,  and 
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left  dangling  like  a  doll  at  an  English  rag  shop,  without 
the  least  inconvenience  to  anybody. 

I  was  sitting,  one  Sunday,  soon  after  my  arrival,  in  the 
little  country  church  of  San  Martino,  a  couple  of  miles 
from  the  city,  while  a  baptism  took  place.  I  saw  the 
priest,  and  an  attendant  with  a  large  taper,  and  a  man, 
and  a  woman,  and  some  others  ;  but  I  had  no  more  idea, 
until  the  ceremony  was  all  over,  that  it  was  a  baptism, 
or  that  the  curious  little  stiff  instrument,  that  was  passed 
from  one  to  another,  in  the  course  of  the  ceremony,  by 
the  handle — like  a  short  poker — was  a  child,  than  I  had 
that  it  was  my  own  christening.  I  borrowed  the  child 
afterwards,  for  a  minute  or  two  (it  was  lying  across  the 
font  then),  and  found  it  very  red  in  the  face  but  per- 
fectly quiet,  and  not  to  be  bent  on  any  terms.  The 
number  of  cripples  in  the  streets,  soon  ceased  to  surprise 
me. 

There  are  plenty  of  Saints'  and  Virgin's  Shrines,  of 
course  ;  generally  at  the  corners  of  streets.  The  favorite 
memento  to  the  Faithful,  about  Genoa,  is  a  painting, 
representing  a  peasant  on  his  knees,  with  a  spade  and 
some  other  agricultural  implements  beside  him;  and  the 
Madonna,  with  the  Infant  Saviour  in  her  arms,  appearing 
to  him  in  a  cloud.  This  is  the  legend  of  the  Madonna 
della  Guardia:  a  chapel  on  a  mountain  within  a  few 
miles,  which  is  in  high  repute.  It  seems  that  this  peas- 
ant lived  all  alone  by  himself,  tilling  some  land  atop  of 
the  mountain,  where,  being  a  devout  man,  he  daily  said 
his  prayers  to  the  Virgin  in  the  open  air;  for  his  hut  was 
a  very  poor  one.  Upon  a  certain  day,  the  Virgin  ap- 
peared to  him,  as  in  the  picture,  and  said,"  Why  do  you 
pray  in  the  open  air,  and  without  a  priest?"  The  peas- 
ant explained  because  there  was  neither  priest  nor  church 
at  hand — a  very  uncommon  complaint  indeed  in  Italy. 
"I  should  wish,  then,"  said  the  Celestial  Visitor,  "  to 
have  a  chapel  built  here,  in  which  the  prayers  of  the 
Faithful  may  be  offered  up."  But  Santissima  Madonna," 
said  the  peasant,  "I  am  a  poor  man  ;  and  chapels  cannot 
be  built  without  money.  They  must  be  supported,  too, 
Santissima ;  for  to  have  a  chapel  and  not  support  it 
liberally,  is  a  wickedness — a  deadly  sin."  This  sentiment 
gave  great  satisfaction  to  the  visitor.  "Go!"  said  she. 
"  There  is  such  a  village  in  the  valley  on  the  left,  and 
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such  another  village  in  the  valley  on  the  right,  and  such 
another  village  elsewhere,  that  will  gladly  contribute  to 
the  building  of  a  chapel.  Go  to  them  !  Relate  what  you 
have  seen  ;  and  do  not  doubt  that  sufficient  money  will 
be  forthcoming  to  erect  my  chapel,  or  that  it  will,  after- 
wards, be  handsomely  maintained."  All  of  which  (mi- 
raculously) turned  out  to  be  quite  true.  And  in  proof  of 
this  prediction  and  revelation,  there  is  the  chapel  of  the 
Madonna  della  Guardia,  rich  and  flourishing  at  this  day. 

The  splendor  and  variety  of  the  Genoese  churches, 
can  hardly  be  exaggerated.  The  church  of  the  Annun- 
ciata  especially  :  built,  like  many  of  the  others,  at  the 
cost  of  one  noble  family,  and  now  in  slow  progress  of  re- 
pair :  from  the  outer  door  to  the  utmost  height  of  the 
high  cupola,  is  so  elaborately  painted  and  set  in  gold,  that 
it  looks  (as  SmoisD  describes  it,  in  his  charming  book  on 
Italy)  like  a  great  enamelled  snuff-box.  Most  of  the 
richer  churches  contain  some  beautiful  pictures,  or  other 
embellishments  of  great  price,  almost  universally  set, 
side  by  side,  with  sprawling  effigies  of  maudlin  monks, 
and  the  veriest  trash  and  tinsel  ever  seen. 

It  may  be  a  consequence  of  the  frequent  direction  of  the 
popular  mind,  and  pocket,  to  the  souls  in  Purgatory,  but 
there  is  very  little  tenderness  for  the  bodies  of  the  dead 
here.  For  the  very  poor,  there  are,  immediately  outside 
one  angle  of  the  walls,  and  behind  a  jutting  point  of  the 
fortification,  near  the  sea,  certain  common  pits — one  for 
every  day  in  the  year — which  all  remain  closed  up,  until 
the  turn  of  each  comes  for  its  daily  reception  of  dead 
bodies.  Among  the  troops  in  the  town,  there  are  usually 
some  Swiss  :  more  or  less.  When  any  of  these  die,  they 
are  buried  out  of  a  fund  maintained  by  such  of  their 
countrymen  as  are  resident  in  Genoa.  Their  providing 
coffins  for  these  men,  is  matter  of  great  astonishment  to 
the  authorities. 

Certainly,  the  effect  of  this  promiscuous  and  indecent 
splashing  doAvn  of  dead  people  into  so  many  wells,  is  bad. 
It  surrounds  Death  with  revolting  associations,  that 
insensibly  become  connected  with  those  whom  Death  is 
approaching.  Indifference  and  avoidance  are  the  natural 
result ;  and  all  the  softening  influences  of  the  great  sorrow 
are  harshly  disturbed. 

There  is  a  ceremony  when  an  old  Cavalicre  or  the  like, 
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expires,  of  erecting  a  pile  of  benches  in  the  cathedral,  to 
represent  his  bier;  covering  them  over  with  a  pall  of 
black  velvet ;  putting  his  hat  and  sword  on  the  top ;  mak- 
ing a  little  square  of  seats  about,  the  whole ;  and  sending 
out  formal  invitations  to  his  friends  and  acquaintance  to 
come  and  sit  there,  and  hear  Mass  :  which  is  performed 
at  the  principal  Altar,  decorated  with  an  infinity  of  candles 
for  that  purpose. 

When  the  better  kind  of  people  die,  or  are  at  the  point 
of  death,  their  nearest  relations  generally  walk  oft':  retir- 
ing into  the  country  for  a  little  change,  and  leaving  the 
body  to  be  disposed  of,  without  any  superintendence  from 
them.  The  procession  is  usually  formed,  and  the  coffin 
borne,  and  the  funeral  conducted,  by  a  body  of  persons 
called  a  Confraternita,  who,  as  a  kind  of  voluntary 
penance,  undertake  to  perform  these  offices,  in  regular 
rotation,  for  the  dead  ;  but  who,  mingling  something  of 
pride  with  their  humility,  are  dressed  in  a  loose  garment 
covering  their  whole  person,  and  wear  a  hood  concealing 
the  face ;  with  breathing  holes  and  apertures  for  the  eyes. 
The  effect  of  this  costume  is  very  ghastly  :  especially  in 
the  case  of  a  certain  Blue  Confraternita  belonging  to 
Genoa,  who,  to  say  the  least  of  them,  are  very  ugly 
customers,  and  who  look — suddenly  encountered  in  their 
pious  ministration  in  the  streets — as  if  they  were  Ghouls 
or  Demons,  bearing  off  the  body  for  themselves. 

Although  such  a  custom  may  be  liable  to  the  abuse 
attendant  on  many  Italian  customs,  of  being  recognized 
as  a  means  of  establishing  a  current  account  with  Heaven, 
on  which  to  draw,  too  easily,  for  future  bad  actions,  or  as 
an  expiation  for  past  misdeeds,  it  must  be  admitted  to  be 
a  good  one  and  a  practical  one,  and  one  involving  unques- 
tionably good  works.  A  voluntary  service  like  this,  is 
surely  better  than  the  imposed  penance  (not  at  all  an  in- 
frequent one)  of  giving  so  many  licks  to  such  and  such  a 
stone  in  the  pavement  of  the  cathedral  ;  or  than  a  vow  to 
the  Madonna  to  wear  nothing  but  blue  for  a  year  or  two. 
This  is  supposed  to  give  great  delight  above ;  blue  being 
(as  is  well  known)  the  Madonna's  favorite  color.  Women 
who  have  devoted  themselves  to  this  act  of  Faith,  are 
very  commonly  seen  walking  in  the  streets. 

There  are  three  theatres  in  the  city,  besides  an  old  one 
now  rarely  opened.  The  most  important— the  Carlo 
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Felice:  the  opera-house  of  Genoa— is  a  very  splendid, 
commodious,  and  beautiful  theatre.  A  company  of  com- 
edians were  acting  there,  when  we  arrived  :  and  after  their 
departure,  a  second-rate  opera  company  came.  The  great 
season  is  not  until  the  carnival  time — in  the  spring. 
Nothing  impressed  me,  so  much,  in  my  visits  here  (which 
were  pretty  numerous)  as  the  uncommonly  hard  and 
cruel  character  of  the  audience,  who  resent  the  slightest 
defect,  take  nothing  good-humoredly,  seem  to  be  always 
lying  in  wait  for  an  opportunity  to  hiss,  and  spare  the 
actresses  as  little  as  the  actors.  But,  as  there  is  nothing 
else  of  a  public  nature  at  which  they  are  allowed  to  express 
the  least  disapprobation,  perhaps  they  are  resolved  to 
make  the  most  of  this  opportunity. 

There  are  a  great  number  of  Piedmontese  officers  too, 
who  are  allowed  the  privilege  of  kicking  their  heels  in  the 
pit,  for  next  to  nothing:  gratuitous,  or  cheap  accommo- 
dation for  these  gentlemen  being  insisted  on,  by  the 
Governor,  in  all  public  or  semi-public  entertainments. 
They  are  lofty  critics  in  consequence,  and  infinitely  more 
exacting  than  if  they  made  the  unhappy  manager's  fortune. 

The  Teatko  Diurxo,  or  Day  Theatre,  is  a  covered  stage 
in  the  open  air,  where  the  performances  take  place  by  day- 
light, in  the  cool  of  the  afternoon  ;  commencing  at  four  or 
five  o'clock,  and  lasting  some  three  hours.  It  is  curious, 
sitting  among  the  audience,  to  have  a  fine  view  of  the 
neighboring  hills  and  houses,  and  to  see  the  neighbors  at 
their  windows  looking  on,  and  to  hear  the  bells  of  the 
churches  and  convents  ringing  at  most  complete  cross- 
purposes  with  the  scene.  Beyond  this,  and  the  novelty  of 
seeing  a  play  in  the  fresh  pleasant  air,  with  the  darkening 
evening  closing  in,  there  is  nothing  very  exciting  or  charac- 
teristic in  the  performances.  The  actors  are  indifferent; 
and  though  they  sometimes  represent  one  of  Goldoni's  com- 
edies, the  staple  of  the  Drama  is  French.  Anything  like 
nationality  is  dangerous  to  despotic  governments,  and 
Jesuit-beleaguered  kings. 

The  Theatre  of  Puppets,  or  Marionetti — a  famous  com- 
pany from  Milan — is,  without  any  exception,  the  drollest 
exhibition  I  ever  beheld  in  my  life.  I  never  saw  any- 
thing so  exquisitely  ridiculous.  They  look  between  four 
and  five  feet  high,  but  are  really  much  smaller ;  for  when 
a  musician  in  the  orchestra  happens  to  put  his  hat  on  the 
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stage,  it  becomes  alarmingly  gigantic,  and  almost  blots 
out  an  actor.  They  usually  play  a  comedy,  and  a  ballet. 
The  comic  man  in  the  comedy  I  saw  one  summer  night, 
is  a  waiter  at  an  hotel.  There  never  was  such  a  locomotive 
actor,  since  the  world  began.  Great  pains  are  taken  with 
him.  He  has  extra  joints  in  his  legs  :  and  a  practical  eye, 
with  which  he  winks  at  the  pit,  in  a  manner  that  is  abso- 
lutely insupportable  to  a  stranger,  but  which  the  initiated 
audience,  mainly  composed  of  the  common  people,  receive 
(so  they  do  everything  else)  quite  as  a  matter  of  course, 
and  as  if  he  were  a  man.  His  spirits  are  prodigious.  He 
continually  shakes  his  legs,  and  winks  his  eye.  And 
there  is  a  heavy  father  with  gray  hair,  who  sits  down  on 
the  regular  conventional  stage-bank,  and  blesses  his 
daughter  in  the  regular  conventional  way,  who  is  tremen- 
dous. No  one  would  suppose  it  possible  that  anything 
short  of  a  real  man  could  be  so  tedious.  It  is  the  triumph 
of  art. 

In  the  ballet,  an  Enchanter  runs  away  with  the  Bride, 
in  the  very  hour  of  her  nuptials.  He  brings  her  to  his 
cave,  and  tries  to  soothe  her.  They  sit  down  on  a  sofa 
(the  regular  sofa  !  in  the  regular  place,  O.  P.  Second 
Entrance  !)  and  a  procession  of  musicians  enter  ;  one 
creature  playing  a  drum,  and  knocking  hirnnelf  off  his 
legs  at  every  blow.  These  failing  to  delight  h-3r,  dancers 
appear.  Four  first  ;  then  two  ;  the  two  ;  the  flesh- 
colored  two.  The  way  in  which  they  dance  ;  the  height 
to  which  they  spring  ;  the  impossible  and  inhuman 
extent  to  which  they  pirouette  ;  the  revelation  of  their 
preposterous  legs  ;  the  coming  down  with  a  pause,  on 
the  very  tips  of  their  toes,  when  the  music  requires  it  ; 
the  gentleman's  retiring  up,  when  it  is  the  lady's  turn  ; 
and  the  lady's  retiring  up,  when  it  is  the  gentleman's 
turn  ;  the  final  passion  of  a  pas-de-deux  ;  and  the  going 
off  with  a  bound  ! — I  shall  never  see  a  real  ballet,  with  a 
composed  countenance,  again. 

I  went,  another  night,  to  see  these  Puppets  act  a  play 
called  "St.  Helena,  or  the  Death  of  Napoleon."  It  began 
by  the  disclosure  of  Napoleon,  with  an  immense  head, 
seated  on  a  sofa  in  his  chamber  at  St.  Helena  ;  to  whom 
his  valet  entered,  with  this  obscure  announcement : 

"  Sir  Yew  ud  se  on  Low  !  "  (the  ow,  as  in  cow). 

Sir  Hudson  (that  you  could  have  seen  his  regimentals !) 
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was  a  perfect  mammoth  of  a  man,  to  Napoleon  ;  hideously 
ugly  ;  with  a  monstrously  disproportionate  face,  and  a 
great  clump  for  the  lower  jaw,  to  express  his  tyrannical 
and  obdurate  nature.  He  began  his  system  of  persecu- 
tion, by  calling  his  prisoner  "  General  Bonaparte  ;  " 
to  which  the  latter  replied,  with  the  deepest  tragedy, 
"  Sir  Yew  ud  se  on  Low,  call  me  not  thus.  Repeat  that 
phrase  and  leave  me  !  I  am  Napoleon,  Emperor  of 
France  ! "  Sir  Yew  ud  se  on,  nothing  daunted,  pro- 
ceeded to  entertain  him  with  an  ordinance  of  the  British 
Government,  regulating  the  state  he  should  preserve, 
and  the  furniture  of  his  rooms  :  and  limiting  his  attend- 
ants to  four  or  five  persons.  "  Four  or  five  for  me/" 
said  Napoleon.  "  Me !  One  hundred  thousand  men  were, 
lately  at  my  sole  command  ;  and  this  English  officer 
talks  of  four  or  five  for  me ! "  Throughout  the  piece, 
Napoleon  (who  talked  very  like  the  real  Napoleon,  and 
was,  forever,  having  small  soliloquies  by  himself)  was 
very  bitter  on  "  these  English  officers,"  and  "  these 
English  soldiers  :  "  to  the  great  satisfaction  of  the  au- 
dience, who  were  perfectly  delighted  to  have  Low  bullied ; 
and  who,  whenever  Low  said  "  General  Bonaparte" 
(which  he  always  did  :  always  receiving  the  same  correc- 
tion) quite  execrated  him.  It  would  be  hard  to  say  why  ; 
for  Italians  have  little  cause  to  sympathize  with  Napoleon, 
Heaven  knows. 

There  was  no  plot  at  all,  except  that  a  French  officer, 
disguised  as  an  Englishman,  came  to  propound  a  plan  of 
escape  ;  and  being  discovered,  but  not  before  Napoleon 
had  magnanimously  refused  to  steal  his  freedom,  was 
immediately  ordered  off  by  Low  to  be  hanged.  In  two 
very  long  speeches,  which  Low  made  memorable,  by 
winding  up  with  "  Yas  !  " — to  show  that  he  was  English 
— which  brought  down  thunders  of  applause.  Napoleon 
was  so  affected  by  this  catastrophe,  that  he  fainted  away 
on  the  spot,  and  was  carried  out  by  two  other  puppets. 
Judging  from  what  followed,  it  would  appear,  that  he 
never  recovered  the  shock ;  for  the  next  act  showred  him, 
in  a  clean  shirt,  in  his  bed  (curtains  crimson  and  white), 
where  a  lady,  prematurely  dressed  in  mourning,  brought 
two  little  children,  who  kneeled  down  by  the  bedside, 
while  he  made  a  decent  end  ;  the  last  word  on  his  lips 
being  "  Vatterlo." 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  53 

It  was  unspeakably  ludicrous.  Bonaparte's  boots  were 
so  wonderfully  beyond  control,  and  did  sucb  marvellous 
tilings  of  their  own  accord  :  doubling  themselves  up,  and 
getting  under  tables,  and  dangling  in  the  air,  and  some- 
times skating  away  with  him,  out  of  all  human  knowl- 
edge, when  he  was  in  full  speech — mischances  which 
were  not  rendered  the  less  absurd,  by  a  settled  melan- 
choly depicted  in  his  face.  To  put  an  end  to  one 
conference  with  Low,  he  had  to  go  to  a  table,  and  read  a 
book  :  when  it  was  the  finest  spectacle  I  ever  beheld,  to 
see  his  body  bending  over  the  volume,  like  a  boot-jack, 
and  his  sentimental  eyes  glaring  obstinately  into  the  pit. 
He  was  prodigiously  good,  in  bed,  with  an  immense  collar 
to  his  shirt,  and  his  little  hands  outside  the  coverlet.  So 
was  Dr.  Antonomarchi,  represented  by  a  puppet  with  long 
lank  hair,  like  Mawworm's,  who,  in  consequence  of  some 
derangement  of  his  wires,  hovered  about  the  couch  like  a 
vulture,  and  gave  medical  opinions  in  the  air.  He  was 
almost  as  good  as  Low,  though  the  latter  was  great  at  all 
times — a  decided  brute  and  villain,  beyond  all  possibility 
of  mistake.  Low  was  especially  fine  at  the  last,  when, 
hearing  the  doctor  and  the  valet  say,  "  The  Emperor  is 
dead  ! "  he  pulled  out  his  watch,  and  wound  up  the  piece 
(not  the  watch)  by  exclaiming,  with  characteristic 
brutality,  "  Ha  !  ha  !  Eleven  minutes  to  six  !  The  Gen- 
eral dead  !  and  the  spy  hanged  ! "  This  brought  the 
curtain  down,  triumphantly. 

There  is  not  in  Italy,  they  (say  and  I  believe  them),  a 
lovelier  residence  than  the  Palazzo  Peschiere,  or  Palace 
of  the  Fishponds,  whither  we  removed  as  soon  as  our 
three  months'  tenancy  of  the  Pink  Jail  at  Albaro  had 
ceased  and  determined. 

It  stands  on  a  height  within  the  walls  of  Genoa,  but 
aloof  from  the  town  :  surrounded  by  beautiful  gardens 
of  its  own,  adorned  with  statues,  vases,  fountains,  marble 
basins,  terraces,  walks  of  orange-trees  and  lemon-trees, 
groves  of  roses  and  camellias.  All  its  apartments  are 
beautiful  in  their  proportions  and  decorations;  but  the 
great  hall,  some  fifty  feet  in  height,  with  three  large 
windows  at  the  end,  overlooking  the  whole  town  of  Genoa, 
the  harbor,  and  the  neighboring  sea,  affords  one  of  the 
most  fascinating  and  delightful  prospects  in  the  world. 
Any  house  more  cheerful  and  habitable  than  the  great 
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rooms  are,  within,  it  would  be  difficult  to  conceive;  and 
certainly  nothing  more  delicious  thai)  the  scene  without, 
in  sunshine  or  in  moonlight,  could  be  imagined.  It  is 
more  like  an  enchanted  place  in  an  Eastern  story  than  a 
grave  and  sober  lodging. 

How  you  may  wander  on,  from  room  to  room,  and 
never  tire  of  the  wild  fancies  on  the  walls  mid  ceilings', 
as  bright  in  their  fresh  coloring  as  if  they  had  been 
painted  yesterday  ;  or  how  one  floor,  or  even  the  great 
hall  which,  opens  on  eight  other  looms,  is  a  spacious 
promenade;  or  how  there  are  corridors  and  bed-chambers 
above,  which  we  never  use  and  rarely  visit,  and  scarcely 
know  the  way  through  ;  or  how  there  is  a  view  of  a  per- 
fectly different  character  on  each  of  the  four  sides  of  the 
building;  matters  little.  But  that  prospect  from  the 
hall  is  like  a  vision  to  me.  I  go  back  to  it,  in  fancy,  as  I 
have  done  in  calm  reality  a  hundred  times  a  day  ;  and 
stand  there,  looking  out,  with  the  sweet  scents  from  the 
garden  rising  up  about  me,  in  a  perfect  dream  of  happi- 
ness. 

There  lies  all  Genoa,  in  beautiful  confusion,  with  its 
many  churches,  monasteries,  and  convents,  pointing  up 
into  the  sunny  sky ;  and  down  below  me,  just  where  the 
roofs  begin,  a  solitary  convent  parapet,  fashioned  like  a 
gallery,  with  an  iron  cross  at  the  end,  where  sometimes 
early  in  the  morning,  I  have  seen  a  little  group  of  dark- 
veiled  nuns  gliding  sorrowfully  to  and  fro,  and  -stopping 
now  and  then  to  peep  down  upon  i  he  waking  world  in 
which  they  have  no  part.  Old  Monte  Faccio,  brightest 
of  hills  in  good  weather,  but  sulkiest  when  storms  are 
coming  on,  is  here,  upon  the  left.  The  Fort  within  the 
walls  (the  good  King  built  it  to  command  the  town,  and 
beat  the  houses  of  the  Genoese  about  their  ears,  in  case 
they  should  be  discontented)  commands  that  height  upon 
the  right.  The  broad  sea  lies  beyond,  in  front  there; 
and  that  line  of  coast,  beginning  by  the  light-house,  and 
tapering  awa3%  a  mere  speck  in  the  rosy  distance,  is  the 
beautiful  coast  road  that  leads  to  Nice.  The  garden  near 
at  hand,  among  the  roofs  and  hou  >?s :  all  red  with  roses 
and  fresh  with  little  fountains:  is  the  Acqua  Sola — a 
public  promenade,  where  the  military  band  plays  gayly, 
and  the  white  veils  cluster  thick,  and  the  Genoese  nobil- 
i.y  ride  round,  and  round,  and  round;  in  state-clothe*  and 
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coaches  at  least,  if  not  in  absolute  wisdom.  Within  a 
stone's  throw,  as  it  seems,  the  audience  of  the  Day 
Theatre  sit :  their  faces  turned  this  way.  But  as  the 
stage  is  hidden,  it  is  very  odd,  without  a  knowledge  of 
the  cause,  to  see  their  faces  changed  so  suddenly  from 
earnestness  to  laughter ;  and  odder  still,  to  hear  the 
rounds  upon  rounds  of  applause,  rattling  in  the  evening 
air,  to  which  the  curtain  falls.  But,  being  Sunday  night, 
they  act  their  best  and  most  attractive  play.  And  now, 
the  sun  is  going  down,  in  such  magnificent  array  of  red, 
and  green,  and  golden  light,  as  neither  pen  nor  pencil 
could  depict;  and  to  the  ringing  of  the  vesper  bells, 
darkness  sets  in  at  once,  without  a  twilight.  Then, 
lights  begin  to  shine  in  Genoa,  and  on  the  country  road; 
and  the  revolving  lantern  out  at  sea  there,  flashing,  for 
an  instant,  on  this  palace,  front  and  portico,  illuminates 
it  as  if  there  were  a  bright  moon  bursting  from  behind  a 
cloud;  then,  merges  it  in  deep  obscurity.  And  this,  so 
far  as  I  know,  is  the  only  reason  why  the  Genoese  avoid 
it  after  dark,  and  think  it  haunted. 

My  memory  will  haunt  it,  many  nights,  in  time  to 
come;  but  nothing  worse,  I  will  engage.  The  same  Ghost 
will  occasionally  sail  away,  as  I  did  one  pleasant  autumn 
evening,  into  the  bright  prospect,  and  snuff  the  morning 
air  at  Marseilles. 

The  corpulent  hairdresser  was  still  sitting  in  his  slip- 
pers outside  his  shop-door  there,  but  the  twirling  ladies 
in  the  window,  with  the  natural  inconstancy  of  their  sex, 
had  ceased  to  twirl,  and  were  languishing,  stock  still, 
with  their  beautiful  faces  addressed  to  blind  corners  of 
the  establishment,  where  it  was  impossible  for  admirers 
to  penetrate. 

The  steamer  had  come  from  Genoa  in  a  delicious  run 
of  eighteen  hours,  and  we  were  going  to  run  back  again 
by  the  Cornice  road  from  Nice:  not  being  satisfied  to 
have  seen  only  the  outsides  of  the  beautiful  towns  that 
rise  in  picturesque  white  clusters  from  among  the  olive 
woods,  and  rocks,  and  hills,  upon  the  margin  of  the  Sea. 

The  Boat  started  for  Nice  that  night,  at  eight  o  clock, 
was  very  small,  and  so  crowded  with  goods  that  there 
was  scarcely  room  to  move;  neither  was  there  anything 
to  eat  on  board,  except  bread ;  nor  to  drink,  except  coffee. 
But  being  due  at  Nice  at  about  eight  or  so  in  the  morn- 
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rag,  this  was  of  no  consequence:  so  when  we  began  tn 
wink  :n  bhe  bright  stars,  in  involuntary  acknowledgment 
of  their  Winking  at  us,. we  turned  into  our  berths,  in  a 
crowded,  but  cool  little  cabin,  and  slept  soundly  till 
morning. 

The  Boat  being  as  dull  and  dogged  a  little  boat  as 
ever  was  built,  it  was  within  an  hour  of  noon  when  we 
turned  into  Nice  Harbor,  where  we  very  little  expected 
anything  but  breakfast.  But  we  were  laden  with  wool. 
Wool  must  not  remain  in  the  Custom-house  at  Marseilles 
more  than  twelve  months  at  a  stretch,  without  paying 
duty.  It  is  the  custom  to  make  fictitious  removals  of 
unsold  wool  to  evade  this  law ;  to  take  it  somewhere  when 
the  twelve  months  are  nearly  out ;  bring  it  straight  back 
again ;  and  warehouse  it,  as  a  new  cargo,  for  nearly 
twelve  months  longer.  This  wool  of  ours,  had  come 
Originally  from  some  place  in  the  East.  It  was  recognized 
as  Eastern  produce,  the  moment  we  entered  the  harbor. 
Accordingly,  the  gay  little  Sunday  boats,  full  of  holiday 
people,  which  had  come  off  to  greet  us,  were  warned  away 
by  the  authorities ;  we  were  declared  in  quarantine ;  and 
a  great  flag  was  solemnly  run  up  to  the  mast-head  on  the 
wharf,  to  make  it  known  to  all  the  town. 

It  was  a  very  hot  day  indeed.  We  were  unshaved, 
unwashed,  undressed,  unfed,  and  could  hardly  enjoy  the 
absurdity  of  lying  blistering  in  a  lazy  harbor,  with  the 
town  looking  on  from  a  respectable  distance,  all  man- 
ner of  whiskered  men  in  cocked  hats  discussing  our 
fate  at  a  remote  guard-house,  with  gestures  (we  looked 
very  hard  at  them  through  telescopes)  expressive  of  a 
week's  detention  at  least:  and  nothing  whatever  the 
matter  all  the  time.  But  even  in  this  crisis  the  Brave 
Courier  achieved  a  triumph.  He  telegraphed  somebody 
(/saw  nobody)  either  naturally  connected  with  the  hotel, 
or  put  en  rapport  with  the  establishment  for  that  occasion 
only.  The  telegraph  was  answered,  and  in  half  an  hour 
or  less,  there  came  a  loud  shout  from  the  guard-house. 
The  captain  was  wanted.  Everybody  helped  the  captain 
into  his  boat.  Everybody  got  his  luggage,  and  said  we 
were  going.  The  captain  rowed  away,  and  disappeared 
behind  a  little  jutting  corner  of  the  Galley-slaves'  Prison: 
and  presently  came  back  with  something,  very  sulkily. 
The  Brave  Courier  met  him  at  the  side,  and  received  the 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  57 

something  as  its  rightful  owner.  It  was  a  wicket  basket, 
folded  in  a  linen  cloth  ;  and  in  it  were  two  great  bottles 
of  wine,  a  roust  fowl,  some  salt  fish  chopped  with  garlic, 
a  great  loaf  of  bread,  a  dozen  or  so  of  peaches,  and  a  few 
other  tr-ifles.  When  we  had  selected  our  own  breakfast, 
the  Brave  Courier  invited  a  chosen  party  to  partake  of 
these  refreshments,  and  assured  them  that  they  need  not 
be  deterred  by  motives  of  delicacy,  as  he  would  order  a 
second  basket  to  be  furnished  at  their  expense.  Which 
he  did — no  one  knew  how — and  by  and  by,  the  captain 
being  again  summoned,  again  sulkily  returned  with 
another  something;  over  which  my  popular  attendant 
presided  as  before :  carving  with  a  clasp-knife,  his  own 
personal  property,  something  smaller  than  a  Roman 
sword.  • 

The  whole  party  on  board  were  made  merry  by  these 
unexpected  supplies ;  but  none  more  so  than  a  loquacious 
little  Frenchman,  who  got  drunk  in  five  minutes,  and  a 
-sturdy  Cappuccino  Friar,  who  had  taken  everybody's 
fancy  mightily,  and  was  one  of  the  best  friars  in  the  world, 
I  verily  believe. 

He  had  a  free,  open  countenance ;  and  a  rich  brown, 
flowing  beard;  and  was  a  remarkably  handsome  man,  of 
about  fifty.  He  had  come  up  to  us,  early  in  the  morning, 
and  inquired  whether  we  were  sure  to  be  at  Nice  by 
eleven ;  saying  that  he  particularly  wanted  to  know,  be- 
cause if  we  reached  it  by  that  time  he  would  have  to  per- 
form Mass,  and  must  deal  with  the  consecrated  wafer, 
fasting ;  whereas,  if  there  were  no  chance  of  his  being  in 
time,  he  would  immediately  breakfast.  He  made  this 
communication,  under  the  idea  that  the  Brave  Courier 
was  the  captain ;  and  indeed  he  looked  much  more  like 
it  than  anybody  else  on  board.  Being  assured  that  we 
should  arrive  in  good  time,  he  fasted,  and  talked,  fasting, 
to  everybody,  with  the  most  charming  good-humor ; 
answering  jokes  at  the  expense  of  friars,  with  other  jokes 
at  the  expense  of  laymen,  and  saying  that  friar  as  he 
was,  he  would  engage  to  take  up  the  two  strongest  men 
on  board,  one  after  the  other,  with  his  teeth,  and  carry 
them  along  the  deck.  Nobody  gave  him  the  opportunity, 
but  I  dare  say  he  could  have  done  it ;  for  he  was  a  gal- 
lant, noble  figure  of  a  man,  even  in  the  Cappuccino  dress, 
which  is  the  ugliest  and  most  ungainly  that  can  well  be. 
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All  this  had  given  great  delight  to  the  loquacious 
Frenchman,  who  gradually  patronized  the  Friar  very 
much,  and  seemed  to  commiserate  him  as  one  who  might 
have  been  horn  a  Frenchman  himself,  but  for  an  unfort- 
unate destiny.  Although  his  patronage  was  such  as  a 
mouse  might  bestow  upon  a  lion,  he  had  a  vast  opinion 
of  its  condescension  ;  and  in  the  warmth  of  that  senti- 
ment, occasionally  rose  on  tiptoe,  to  slap  the  Friar  on 
the  back. 

When  the  baskets  arrived:  it  being  then  too  late  for 
Mass  :  the  Friar  went  to  work  bravely  ;  eating  prodigi- 
ously of  the  cold  meat  and  bread,  drinking  deep  draughts 
of  the  wine,  smoking  cigars,  taking  snuff,  sustaining  an 
uninterrupted  conversation  with  all  hands,  and  occa- 
sionally running  to  the  boat's  side  and  hailing  somebody 
on  shore  with  the  intelligence  that  we  must  be  got  out  of 
this  quarantine  somehow  or  other,  as  he  had  to  take  part 
in  a  great  religious  procession  in  the  afternoon.  After 
this,  he  would  come  back,  laughing  lustily  from  pure 
good-humor :  while  the  Frenchman  wrinkled  his  small 
face  into  ten  thousand  creases,  and  said  how  droll  it  was, 
and  what  a  brave  boy  was  that  Friar!  At  length  the 
heat  of  the  sun  without,  and  the  wine  within,  made  the 
Frenchman  sleepy.  So,  in  the  noontide  of  his  patronage 
of  his  gigantic  protege,  he  lay  down  among  the  wool,  and 
began  to  snore. 

It  was  four  o'clock  before  we  were  released ;  and  the 
Frenchman,  dirty  and  woolly,  and  snuffy,  was  still  sleep- 
ing when  the  Friar  went  ashore.  As  soon  as  we  were 
free,  we  all  hurried  away,  to  wash  and  dress,  that  we 
might  make  a  decent  appearance  at  the  procession ;  and 
I  saw  no  more  of  the  Frenchman  until  we  took  up  our 
station  in  the  main  street  to  see  it  pass,  when  he  squeezed 
himself  into  a  front  place,  elaborately  renovated  ;  threw 
back  his  little  coat,  to  show  a  broad-barred  velvet  waist- 
coat, sprinkled  all  over  with  stars ;  and  adjusted  himself 
and  his  cane  so  as  utterly  to  bewilder  and  transfix  the 
Friar,  when  he  should  appear. 

The  procession  was  a  very  long  one,  and  included  an 
immense  number  of  people  divided  into  small  parties; 
each  party  chanting  nasally,  on  its  own  account,  without 
reference  to  any  other,  and  producing  a  most  dismal 
result.     There  were  angels,  crosses,  Virgins  carried  on 
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flat  boards  surrounded  by  Cupids,  crowns,  saints,  missals, 
infantry,  tapers,  monks,  nuns,  relics,  dignitaries  of  the 
Church  in  green  hats,  walking  under  crimson  parasols  : 
and,  here  and  there,  a  species  of  sacred  street-lamp 
hoisted  on  a  pole.  We  looked  out  anxiously  for  the  Cap- 
puccini,  and  presently  their  brown  robes  and  corded 
girdles  were  seen  coming  on,  in  a  body. 

I  observed  the  little  Frenchman  chuckle  over  the  idea 
that  when  the  Friar  saw  him  in  the  broad-barred  waist- 
coat, he  would  mentally  exclaim,  "Is  that  my  Patron? 
That  distinguished  man  ! "  and  would  be  covered  with 
confusion.  Ah  !  never  was  the  Frenchman  so  deceived. 
As  our  friend  the  Cappuccini  advanced,  with  folded  arms, 
he  looked  straight  into  the  visage  of  the  little  French- 
man, with  a  bland,  serene,  composed  abstraction,  not  to 
be  described.  There  was  not  the  faintest  trace  of  recog- 
nition or  amusement  on  his  features;  not  the  smallest 
consciousness  of  bread  and  meat,  wine,  snuff,  or  cigars. 
"  C'est  lui-meme,"  I  heard  the  little  Frenchman  say,  in 
some  doubt.  Oh  yes,  it  was  himself.  It  was  not  his 
brother  or  his  nephew,  very  like  him.  It  was  he.  He 
walked  in  great  state:  being  one  of  the  Superiors  of  the 
Order:  and  looked  his  part  to  admiration.  There  never 
was  anything  so  perfect  of  its  kind  as  the  contemplative 
way  in  which  he  allowed  his  placid  gaze  to  rest  on  us, 
his  late  companions,  as  if  he  had  never  seen  us  in  his  life 
and  didn't  see  us  then.  The  Frenchman,  quite  humbled, 
took  off  his  hat  at  last,  but  the  Friar  still  passed  on,  with 
the  same  imperturbable  serenity :  and  the  broad-barred 
waistcoat,  fading  into  the  crowd,  was  seen  no  more. 

The  procession  wound  up  with  a  discharge  of  musketry 
that  shook  all  the  windows  in  the  town.  Next  afternoon 
we  started  for  Genoa,  by  the  famed  Cornice  road. 

The  half-French,  half-Italian  Vetturino,  who  under, 
took,  with  his  little  rattling  carriage  and  pair,  to  convey 
ns  thither  in  three  days,  was  a  careless,  good-looking 
fellow,  whose  light-heartedness  and  singing  propensities 
knew  no  bounds  as  long  as  we  went  on  smoothly.  So 
long,  he  had  a  word  and  a  smile,  and  a  flick  of  his  whip, 
for  all  the  peasant  girls,  and  odds  and  ends  of  the  Son- 
nambula  for  all  the  echoes.  So  long,  he  went  jingling 
through  every  little  village,  with  bells  on  his  horses  and 
rings  in  his  ears:  a  very  meteor  of  gallantry  and  cheer- 
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fulness.  But,  it  was  highly  characteristic  to  see  him 
under  ;i  slight  reverse  of  circumstances,  when,  in  one 
part  of  the  journey,  we  came  to  a  narrow  place  where  a 
wagon  had  broken  down  and  stopped  up  the  road.  His 
hands  were  twined  in  his  hair  immediately,  as  if  a  combi- 
nation of  all  the  direst  accidents  in  life  had  suddenly 
fallen  on  his  devoted  head.  He  swore  in  French,  prayed 
in  Italian,  and  went  up  and  down,  beating  his  feet  on  the 
ground  In  a  very  ecstacy  of  despair.  There  were  various 
carters  and  mule-drivers  assembled  round  the  broken 
wagon,  and  at  last  some  man  of  an  original  turn  of 
mind,  proposed  that  a  genera!  and  joint  effort  should  be 
made  to  get  things  to  rights  again,  and  clear  the  way — 
an  idea  winch  I  verily  believe  would  never  have  presented 
itself  to  our  friend,  though  we  had  remained  there  until 
now.  It  was  done  at  no  great  cost  of  labor  ;  but  at  every 
pause  in  the  doing,  his  hands  wrere  wound  in  his  hair 
again,  as  if  there  were  no  ray  of  hope  to  lighten  his 
misery.  The  moment  he  was  on  his  box  once  more,  and 
clattering  briskly  down  hill,  he  returned  to  the  Sonnam- 
bula  and  the  peasant  girls,  as  if  it  were  not  in  the  power 
of  misfortune  to  depress  him. 

Much  of  the  romance  of  the  beautiful  towns  and 
villages  on  this  beautiful  road,  disappears  when  they  are 
entered,  for  many  of  them  are  very  miserable.  The 
streets  are  narrow,  dark,  and  dirty ;  the  inhabitants  lean 
and  squalid;  and  the  withered  old  women,  with  their 
wiry  gray  hair  twisted  up  into  a  knot  orj  the  top  of  the 
head,  like  a  pad  to  carry  loads  on,  are  so  intensely  ugly, 
both  along  the  Riviera,  and  in  Genoa  too,  that,  seen 
straggling  about  in  dim  doorways  with  their  spindles,  or 
crooning  together  in  by-corners,  they  are  like  a  popula- 
tion of  Witches — except  that  they  certainly  are  not  to  be 
suspected  of  brooms  or  any  other  instrument  of  cleanli- 
ness. Neither  are  the  pig-skins,  in  common  use  to  hold 
wine,  and  hung  out  in  the  sun  in  all  directions,  by  any 
means  ornamental,  as  they  always  preserve  the  form 
of  very  bloated  pigs,  with  their  heads  and  legs  cut  off, 
dangling  upside-down  by  their  own  tails. 

These  towns,  as  they  are  seen  in  the  approach,  however : 
nestling,  with  their  clustering  roofs,  and  towers,  among 
trees  on  steep  hill-sides,  or  built  upon  the  brink  of  noble 
bays:    are   charming.      The  vegetation   is,   everywhere, 
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luxuriant  and  beautiful,  and  the  Palm-tree  makes  a  novel 
feature  in  the  novel  scenery.  In  one  town,  San  Remo— 
a  most  extraordinary  place,  built  on  gloomy  open  arches, 
so  that  one  might  ramble  underneath  the  whole  town — 
there  are  pretty  terrace  gardens  ;  in  other  towns,  there  is 
the  clang  of  shipwrights'  hammers,  and  the  building  of 
small  vessels  on  the  beach.  In  some  of  the  broad  bays, 
the  fleets  of  Europe  might  ride  at  anchor.  In  every  case, 
each  little  group  of  houses  presents,  in  the  distance,  some 
enchanting  confusion  of  picturesque  and  fanciful  shapes. 
The  road  itself — now  high  above  the  glittering  sea, 
which  breaks  against  the  foot  of  the  precipice:  now  turn- 
ing inland  to  sweep  the  shore  of  a  bay  :  now  crossing  the 
stony  bed  of  a  mountain  stream  :  now  low  down  on  the 
beach  :  now  winding  among  riven  rocks  of  many  forms 
and  colors  ;  now  checkered  by  a  solitary  ruined  tower,, 
one  of  a  chain  of  towers  built,  in  old  time,  to  protect  the 
coast  from  the  invasions  of  the  Barbary  Corsairs — presents 
new  beauties  every  moment.  When  its  own  striking 
scenery  is  passed,  and  it  trails  on  through  a  long  line 
of  suburb,  lying  on  the  flat  sea-shore,  to  Genoa,  then,  the 
changing  glimpses  of  that  noble  city  and  its  harbor, 
awaken  a  new  source  of  interest  ;  freshened  by  every 
huge,  unwieldy,  half-inhabited  old  house  in  its  outskirts; 
and  coming  to  its  climax  when  the  city  gate  is  reached, 
and  all  Genoa  with  its  beautiful  harbor,  and  neighbor- 
ing hills,  bursts  proudly  on  the  view. 


TO  PARMA,  MODENA,  AND  BOLOGNA. 

I  strolled  away  from  Genoa  on  the  6th  of  November, 
bound  for  a  good  many  places  (England  among  them), 
but  first  for  Piacenza  ;  for  which  town  I  started  in  the 
coupe  of  a  machine  something  like  a  travelling  caravan, 
in  company  with  the  Brave  Courier,  and  a  lady  with  a 
large  dog,  who  howled  dolefully,  at  intervals,  all  night. 
It  was  very  wet,  and  very  cold  ;  very  dark,  and  very  dis- 
mal; we  travelled  at  the  rate  of  barely  four  miles  an 
hour,  and  stopped  nowhere  for  refreshment.  At  ten 
o'clock  next  morning,  we  changed  coaches  at  Alessandria, 
where  we  were  packed  up  in  another  coach  (the  body 
whereof  would  have  been  small  for  a  fly),  in  company 
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with  a  very  old  priest ;  a  young  Jesuit,  his  companion 
— who  carried  their  breviaries  and  other  books,  and  who, 
in  the  exertion  of  getting  into  the  coach,  had  made  a  gash 
of  pink  leg  between  his  black  stocking  and  his  black  knee- 
shorts,  that  reminded  one  of  Hamlet  in  Ophelia's  closet, 
only  it  was  visible  on  both  legs — a  provincial  Avvocato ; 
and  a  gentleman  with  a  red  nose  that  had  an  uncommon 
and  singular  sheen  upon  it,  which  I  never  observed  in 
the  human  subject  before.  In  this  way  we  travelled  on, 
until  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  ;  the  roads  being  still 
very  heavy,  and  the  coach  very  slow.  To  mend  the 
matter,  the  old  priest  was  troubled  with  cramps  in  his 
legs,  so  that  he  had  to  give  a  terrible  yell  every  ten 
minutes  or  so,  and  be  hoisted  out  by  the  united  efforts  of 
the  company;  the  coach  always  stopping  for  him,  with 
great  gravity.  This  disorder,  and  the  roads,  formed  the 
main  subject  of  conversation.  Finding,  in  the  afternoon, 
that  the  coupe  had  discharged  two  people,  and  had  only 
one  passenger  inside — a  monstrous  ugly  Tuscan,  with  a 
great  purple  moustache,  of  which  no  man  could  see  the 
ends  when  he  had  his  hat  on — I  took  advantage  of  its 
better  accommodation,  and  in  company  with  this  gentle- 
man (who  was  very  conversational  and  good-humored) 
travelled  on,  until  nearly  eleven  o'clock  at  night,  when 
the  driver  reported  that  he  couldn't  think  of  going  any 
farther,  and  we  accordingly  made  a  halt  at  a  place  called 
Stradella. 

The  inn  was  a  series  of  strange  galleries  surrounding 
a  yard ;  where  our  coach,  and  a  wagon  or  two,  and  a 
lot  of  fowls,  and  firewood,  were  all  heaped  up  together, 
higgledy-piggledy;  so  that  you  didn't  know,  and  couldn't 
have  taken  your  oath,  which  was  a  fowl  and  which  was 
a  cart.  We  followed  a  sleepy  man  with  a  flaring  torch, 
into  a  great,  cold  room,  where  there  were  two  immensely 
broad  beds,  on  what  looked  like  two  immensely  broad 
deal  dining-tables  ;  another  deal  table  of  similar  dimen- 
sions in  the  middle  of  the  bare  floor ;  four  windows  ;  and 
two  chairs.  Somebody  said  it  was  my  room  ;  and  I 
walked  up  and  down  it,  for  half  an  hour  or  so,  staring  at 
the  Tuscan,  the  old  priest,  the  young  priest,  and  the 
Avvocato  (Red-Nose  lived  in  the  town,  and  had  gone 
home),  who  sat  upon  their  beds,  and  stared  at  me  in 
return. 
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The  rather  dreary  whimsicality  of  this  stage  of  the 
proceeding's,  is  interrupted  by  an  announcement  from  the 
Brave  (he  has  been  cooking)  that  supper  is  ready  ;  and  to 
the  priest's  chamber  (the  next  room  and  the  counterpart 
of  mine)  we  all  adjourn.  The  first  dish  is  a  cabbage, 
boiled  with  a  great  quantity  of  rice  in  a  tureen  full  of 
water,  and  flavored  with  cheese.  It  is  so  hot,  and  we  are 
so  cold,  that  it  appears  almost  jolly.  The  second  dish  is 
some  little  bits  of  pork,  fried  with  pigs'  kidneys.  The 
third,  two  red  fowls.  The  fourth,  two  little  red  turkeys. 
The  fifth,  a  huge  stew  of  garlic  and  truffles,  and  I  don't 
know  what  else;  and  this  concludes  the    entertainment. 

Before  I  can  sit  down  in  my  own  chamber,  and  think 
it  of  the  dampest,  the  door  opens,  and  the  Brave  comes 
moving  in,  in  the  middle  of  such  a  quantity  of  fuel  that 
he  looks  like  Birnam  Wood  taking  a  winter  walk.  He 
kindles  this  heap  in  a  twinkling,  and  produces  a  jorum 
of  hot  brandy  and  water  ;  for  that  bottle  of  his  keeps  com- 
pany with  the  seasons,  and  now  holds  nothing  but  the 
purest  eau  de  me.  When  he  has  accomplished  this  feat, 
he  retires  for  the  night ;  and  I  hear  him,  for  an  hour  after- 
wards, and  indeed  until  I  fall  asleep,  making  jokes  in 
some  out-house  (apparently  under  the  pillow),  where  he 
is  smoking  cigars  with  a  party  of  confidential  friends. 
He  never  was  in  the  house  in  his  life  before;  but  he  knows 
everybody  everywhere,  before  he  has  been  anywhere  five 
minutes  ;  and  is  certain  to  have  attracted  to  himself,  in 
the  meantime,  the  enthusiastic  devotion  of  the  whole 
establishment. 

This  is  at  twelve  o'clock  at  night.  At  four  o'clock  next 
morning,  he  is  up  again,  fresher  than  a  new-blown  rose; 
making  blazing  fires  without  the  least  authority  from  the 
landlord  ;  producing  mugs  of  scalding  coffee  when  nobody 
else  can  get  anything  but  cold  water;  and  going  out  into 
the  dark  streets,  and  roaring  for  fresh  milk,  on  the  chance 
of  somebody  with  a  cow  getting  up  to  supply  it.  While 
the  horses  are  "  coming,"  I  stumble  out  into  the  town  too. 
It  seems  to  be  all  one  little  piazza,  with  a  cold  damp  wind 
blowing  in  and  out  of  the  arches,  alternately,  in  a  sort  of 
pattern.  But  it  is  profoundly  dark,  and  raining  heavily  ; 
and  T  shouldn't  know  it  to-morrow,  if  I  were  taken  there 
to  try.     Which  Heaven  forbid. 

The  horses  arrived  in  about  an  hour.     In  the  interval, 
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the  driver  swears:  sometimes  Christian  oaths,  sometimes 
pagan  oaths.  Sometimes,  when  it  is  a  Long,  compound 
oath,  he  begins  with  Christianity  and  merges  into  Pagan- 
ism. Various  messengers  are  despatched  ;  not  so  much 
after  the  horses,  as  after  e;ich  other;  for  the  lirsL  mes- 
senger never  conies  back,  and  all  the  rest  imitate  him. 
At  length  the  horses  appear,  surrounded  hy  all  the  mes- 
sengers ;  some  kicking  them,  and  some  dragging  them, 
and  all  shouting  ahuse  to  them.  Then,  the  old  priest, 
the  young  priest,  the  Avvoeato,  the  Tuscan,  and  all  of  us, 
take  our  places ;  and  sleepy  voices  proceeding  from  the 
doors  of  extraordinary  hutches  in  divers  parts  of  the  yard 
cry  out  "  Addio  eorriere  mio!  Buon'  viaggio,  eorriere  !  " 
Salutations  which  the  courier,  with  his  face  one  monstrous 
grin,  returns  in  like  manner  as  we  go  jolting  and  wallow- 
ing away,  through  the  mud. 

At  Piacenza,  which  was  four  or  five  hours' journey  from 
the  inn  at  Stradella,  we  broke  up  our  little  company  he- 
fore  the  hotel  door,  with  divers  manifestations  of  friendly 
feeling  on  all  sides.  The  old  priest  was  taken  with  the 
cramp  again,  before  he  had  got  half-way  down  the  street; 
and  the  young  priest  laid  the  bundle  of  books  on  a  door- 
step, while  he  dutifully  rubbed  the  old  gentleman's  legs. 
The  client  of  the  Avvoeato  was  waiting  for  him  at  the 
yard-gate,  and  kissed  him  on  each  cheek,  with  such  a  re- 
sounding smack,  that  I  am  afraid  he  had  either  a  very 
bad  case,  or  a  scantily-furnished  purse.  The  Tuscan, 
with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth,  went  loitering  off,  carrying  his 
hat  in  his  hand  that  he  might  the  better  trail  up  the  ends 
of  his  dishevelled  moustache.  And  the  Brave  Courier, 
as  he  and  I  strolled  away  to  look  about  us,  began  immedi- 
ately to  entertain  me  with  the  private  histories  and  family 
affairs  of  the  whole  party. 

A  brown,  decayed,  old  town,  Piacenza  is.  A  deserted, 
solitary,  grass-grown  place,  with  ruined  ramparts;  half 
filled-up  trenches,  which  afford  a  frowsy  pasturage  to  the 
lean  kine  that  wander  about  them,  the  streets  of  stern 
houses,  moodily  frowning  at  the  other  houses  over  the 
way.  The  sleepiest  and  shabbiest  of  soldiery  go  wander- 
ing about,  with  the  double  curse  of  laziness  and  poverty, 
uncouthly  wrinkling  their  misfitting  regimentals;  the 
dirtiest  of  children  play  with  their  impromptu  toys  (p'ffs 
and  mud)  in  the  feeblest  of  gutters  ;  and  the  gauntest  of 
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dogs  trot  in  and  out  of  the  dullest  of  archways,  in  per- 
petual search  of  something  to  eat,  which  they  never  seem 
to  find.  A  mysterious  and  solemn  Palace,  guarded  by 
two  colossal  statues,  twin  Genii  of  the  place,  stands 
gravely  in  the  midst  of  the  idle  town ;  and  the  king  with 
the  marble  legs,  who  flourished  in  the  time  of  the  Thousand 
and  One  Nights,  might  live  contentedly  inside  of  it,  and 
never  have  the  energy,  in  his  upper  half  of  flesh  and 
blood,  to  want  to  come  out. 

What  a  strange,  half-sorrowful  and  half-delicious  doze 
it  is,  to  ramble  through  these  places  gone  to  sleep  and 
basking  in  the  sun !  Each,  in  its  turn,  appeals  to  be,  of  all 
the  moldy,  dreary,  God-forgotten  towns  in  the  wide 
world,  the  chief.  Sitting  on  this  hillock  where  a  bastion 
used  to  be,  and  where  a  noisy  fortress  was,  in  the  time  of 
the  old  Roman  station  here,  I  become  aware  that  I  have 
never  known  till  now,  what  it  is  to  be  lazy.  A  dormouse 
must  surely  be  in  very  much  the  same  condition  before  he 
retires  under  the  wool  in  his  cage  ;  or  a  tortoise  before  he 
buries  himself.  I  feel  that  I  am  getting  rusty.  That  any 
attempt  to  think,  would  be  accompanied  with  a  creaking 
noise.  That  there  is  nothing,  anywhere,  to  be  done,  or 
needing  to  be  done.  That  there  is  no  more  human  prog- 
ress, motion,  effort,  or  advancement,  of  any  kind  beyond 
this.  That  the  whole  scheme  stopped  here  centuries  ago, 
and  laid  down  to  rest  until  the  Day  of  Judgment. 

Never  while  the  Brave  Courier  lives  !  Behold  him 
jingling  out  of  Piacenza,  and  staggering  this  way,  in  the 
tallest  posting-chaise  ever  seen,  so  that  he  looks  out  of  the 
front  window  as  if  he  were  peeping  over  a  garden  wall ; 
while  the  postilion,  concentrated  essence  of  all  the  shab- 
biness  of  Italy,  pauses  for  a  moment  in  his  animated  con- 
versation, to  touch  his  hat  to  a  blunt-nosed  little  Virgin, 
hardly  less  shabby  than  himself,  enshrined  in  a  plaster 
Punch's  show  outside  the  town. 

In  Genoa,  and  thereabouts,  they  train  the  vines  on 
trellis-work,  supported  on  square  clumsy  pillars,  which, 
in  themselves,  are  anything  but  picturesque.  But,  here, 
they  twine  them  around  trees,  and  let  them  trail  among 
the  hedges ;  and  the  vineyards  are  full  of  trees,  regularly 
planted  for  this  purpose,  each  with  its  own  vine  twining 
and  clustering  about  it.  Their  leaves  are  now  of  the 
brightest  gold  and  deepest  red ;  and  never  was  anything  so 
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enohantingly  graceful  and  full  of  beauty.  Through  miles  ot 
these  delightful  forms  and  colors,  the  road  winds  its  way. 
The  wild  Festoons,  the  elegant  wreaths,  and  crowns,  and 
garlands  of  all  shapes;  the  fairy  nets  flung  over  great 
trees,  and  making  them  prisoners  in  sport;  the  tumbled 
iieaps  and  mounds  of  exquisite  shapes  upon  the  ground; 
how  rich  and  beautiful  they  are!  And  every  now  and 
then  a  long-,  long  line  of  trees,  will  be  all  hound  and  gar- 
landed together:  as  if  they  had  taken  hold  of  one  another, 
and  were  coming  dancing  down  the  Meld  ! 

Parma  has  cheerful,  st  bring  streets,  for  an  Italian  town  ; 
and  consequently  is  not  so  characteristic  as  many  places 
of  less  note.  Always  excepting  the  retired  Piazza,  where 
the  Cathedral,  Baptistery,  and  Campanile — ancient  build- 
ings, of  a  sombre  brown,  embellished  with  innumerable 
grotesque  monsters  and  dreamy-looking  creatures  carved 
in  marble  and  red  stone — are  clustered  in  a  noble  and 
magnificent  repose.  Their  silent  presence  was  only  in- 
vaded, when  I  saw  them,  by  the  twittering  of  the  many 
birds  that  were  flying  in  and  out  of  the  crevices  in  the 
stones  and  little  nooks  in  the  architecture,  where  they 
had  made  their  nests.  They  were  busy,  rising  from  the 
cold  shade  of  Temples  made  with  bands,  into  the  sunny 
air  of  Heaven.  Not  so  the  worshippers  within,  who  were 
listening  to  the  same  drowsy  chaunt,  or  kneeling  before 
the  same  kinds  of  images  and  tapers,  or  whispering,  with 
their  heads  bowed  down,  in  the  selfsame  dark  confes- 
sionals, as  I  had  left  in  Genoa  and  everywhere  else. 

The  decayed  and  mutilated  paintings  with  which  this 
church  is  covered,  have,  to  my  thinking,  a  remarkably 
mournful  and  depressing  influence.  It  is  miserable  to  see 
great  works  of  art — something  of  the  Souls  of  Painters — 
perishing  and  fading  away,  like  human  forms.  This  cathe- 
dral is  odorous  with  the  rotting  of  Correggio's  frescoes 
in  the  Cupola.  Heaven  knows  how  beautiful  they  may 
have  been  at  one  time.  Connoisseurs  fall  into  raptures 
with  them  now;  but  such  a  labyrinth  of  arms  and  legs  : 
such  heaps  of  foreshortened  limbs,  entangled  and  involved 
and  jumbled  together ;  no  operative  surgeon,  gone  mad, 
could  imagine  in  his  wildest  delirium. 

There  is  a  very  interesting  subterranean  church  here  ; 
the  roof  supported  by  marble  pillars,  behind  each  of  which 
there  seemed  to  be  at  least  one  beggar  in  ambush :  to  say 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  G7 

nothing  of  the  torahs  and  secluded  altars.  From  every 
one  of  these  lurking-places,  such  crowds  of  phantom-look- 
ing- men  and  women,  leading  other  men  and  women,  with 
twisted  limbs,  or  chattering  jaws,  or  paralytic  gestures, 
or  idiotic  heads,  or  some  other  sad  infirmity,  came  hob- 
bling out  to  beg,  that  if  the  ruined  frescoes  in  the  cathe- 
dral above,  had  been  suddenly  animated,  and  had  retired 
to  this  lower  church,  they  could  hardly  have  made  a 
greater  confusion,  or  exhibited  a  more  confounding  dis- 
play of  arms  and  legs. 

There  is  Petrarch's  Monument,  too ;  and  there  is  the 
Baptistery,  with  its  beautiful  arches  and  immense  font; 
and  there  is  a  gallery  containing  some  very  remarkable 
pictures,  whereof  a  few  were  being  copied  by  hairy-faced 
artists,  with  little  velvet  caps  more  off  their  heads  than 
on.  There  is  the  Farnese  Palace,  too ;  and  in  it  one  of 
the  dreariest  spectacles  of  decay  that  ever  was  seen — a 
grand,  old,  gloomy  theatre,  moldering  away. 

It  is  a  large  wooden  structure,  of  the  horse-shoe  shape  ; 
the  lower  seats  arranged  upon  the  Roman  plan,  but  above 
them,  great  heavy  chambers,  rather  than  boxes,  where 
the  Nobles  sat,  remote  in  their  proud  state.  Such  desola- 
tion as  has  fallen  on  this  theatre,  enhanced  in  the  spec- 
tator's fancy  by  its  gay  intention  and  design,  none  but 
worms  can  be  familiar  with.  A  hundred  and  ten  years 
have  passed,  since  any  play  was  acted  here.  The  sky 
shines  in  through  the  gashes  in  the  roof;  the  boxes  are 
dropping  down,  wasting  away,  and  only  tenanted  by  rats ; 
damp  and  mildew  smear  the  faded  colors,  and  make 
spectral  maps  upon  the  panels;  lean  rags  are  dangling 
down  where  there  were  gay  festoons  ?u  the  Proscenium  ; 
the  stage  has  rotted  so,  that  a  narrow  wooden  gallery  is 
thrown  across  it,  or  it  would  sink  beneath  the  tread,  and 
bury  the  visitor  in  the  gloomy  depth  beneath.  The  des- 
olation and  decay  impress  themselves  on  all  the  senses. 
The  air  has  a  mouldering  smell,  and  an  earthy  taste; 
any  stray  outer  sounds  that  straggle  in  with  some  lost 
sunbeam,  are  muffled  and  heavy;  and  the  worm,  the  mag- 
got, and  the  rot  have  changed  the  surface  of  the  wood 
beneath  the  touch,  as  time  will  seam  and  roughen  a 
smooth  hand.  If  ever  Ghosts  act  plays,  they  act  them  on 
this  ghostly  stage. 

It  was  most  delicious  weather,  when  we  came  into 
Modena,  where  the  darkness  of  the  somber  colonnades 
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over  the  footways  skirting  the  main  street  on  either  side, 
was  made  refreshing  and  agreeable  by  the  bright  sky,  so 
wonderfully  blue.  I  passed  from  all  the  glory  of  the  day, 
into  a  dim  cathedral,  where  High  Mass  was  performing, 
feeble  tapers  were  burning,  people  were  kneeling  in  all 
directions  before  all  manner  of  shrines,  and  officiating 
priests  were  crooning  the  usual  chaunt,  in  the  usual  low, 
dull,  drawling,  melancholy  tone. 

Thinking  how  strange  it  was  to  find,  in  every  stagnant 
town,  this  same  Heart  beating  with  the  same  monoton- 
ous pulsation,  the  centre  of  the  same  torpid,  listless  sys- 
tem, I  came  out  by  another  door,  and  was  suddenly  scared 
to  death  by  a  blast  from  the  shrillest  trumpet  that  ever 
was  blown.  Immediately,  came  tearing  round  the  corner, 
an  equestrian  company  from  Paris;  marshalling  them- 
selves under  the  walls  of  the  church,  and  flouting,  with 
their  horses'  heels,  the  griffins,  lions,  tigers,  and  other 
monsters  in  stone  and  marble,  decorating  its  exterior. 
First,  there  came  a  stately  nobleman  with  a  great  deal  of 
hair,  and  no  hat,  bearing  an  enormous  banner,  on  which 
was  inscribed,  Mazeppa  !  to-night!  Then,  a  Mexican 
chief,  with  a  great  pear-shaped  club  on  his  shoulder,  like 
Hercules.  Then,  six  or  eight  Roman  chariots :  each  with 
a  beautiful  lady  in  extremely  short  petticoats,  and  un- 
naturally pink  tights,  erect  within :  shedding  beaming 
looks  upon  the  crowd,  in  which  there  was  a  latent  ex- 
pression of  discomposure  and  anxiety,  for  which  I  couldn't 
account,  until,  as  the  open  back  of  each  chariot  pres- 
ented itself,  I  saw  the  immense  difficulty  with  which  the 
pink  legs  maintained  their  perpendicular,  over  the  un- 
even pavement  of  tl)1;  town  :  which  gave  me  quite  a  new 
idea  of  the  ancient  Romans  and  Britons.  The  procession 
was  brought  to  a  close,  by  some  dozen  indomitable  war- 
riors of  different  nations,  riding  two  and  twro,  and 
haughtily  surveying  the  tame  population  of  Modena  : 
among  whom,  however,  they  occasionally  condescended 
to  scatter  largesse  in  the  form  of  a  few  handbills.  After 
caracolling  among  the  lions  and  tigers,  and  proclaiming 
that  evening's  entertainments  with  blast  of  trumpet,  it 
then  filed  off,  by  the  other  end  of  the  square,  and  left  a 
new  and  greatly  increased  dulness  behind. 

When  the  procession  had  so  entirely  passed  awray,  that 
the  shrill  trumpet  was  mild  in  the  distance,  and  the  tail 
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I  of  the  last  horse  was  hopelessly  round  the  corner,  the 

|  people  who  had  come  out  of  the  church  to   stare  at  it, 

I  went  back  again.     But  one  old  lady,  kneeling  on   the 

i  pavement  within,  near  the  door,  had  seen  it  all,  and  had 

!  been  immensely  interested,  without  getting  up;  and  this 

i  old  lady's  eye,  at  that  juncture,  I  happened  to  catch :  to 

j  our  mutual  confusion.     She  cut  our  embarrassment  very 

short,  however,  by  crossing  herself  devoutly,  and  going 

down,  at  full  length,  on  her  face,  before  a  figure  in  a 

i  fancy  petticoat  and  a  gilt  crown  ;   which  was  so  like  one 

of  the  procession-figures,  that  perhaps  at  this  hour  she 

may  think  the  whole  appearance  a  celestial  vision.     Any- 

!  how,  I  must  certainly  have  forgiven  her  her  interest  in 

j  the  Circus,  though  I  had  been  her  Father  Confessor. 

There  was  a  little  fiery-eyed  old  man  with  a  crooked 
i  shoulder,  in  the  cathedral,  "who  took  it  very  ill  that  I 
made  no  effort  to  see  the  bucket  (kept  in  an  old  tower) 
j  which  the  people  of  Modena  took  away  from  the  people 
of  Bologna  in  the  fourteenth  century,  and  about  which 
there  was  war  made  and  a  mock-heroic  poem  by  Tasso, 
too.  Being  quite  content,  however,  to  look  at  the  outside 
of  the  tower,  and  feast,  in  imagination,  on  the  bucket 
within  ;  and  preferring  to  loiter  in  the  shade  of  the  tall 
Campanile,  and  about  the  cathedral  ;  I  have  no  personal 
knowledge  of  this  bucket,  even  at  the  present  time. 

Indeed,  we  were  at  Bologna,  before  the  little  old  man 
(or  the  Guide- Book)  would  have  considered  that  we  had 
I  half  done  justice  to  the  wonders  of  Modena.  But  it  is 
such  a  delight  to  me  to  leave  new  scenes  behind,  and  still 
go  on,  encountering  newer  scenes — and,  moreover,  I  have 
I  such  a  perverse  disposition  in  respect  of  sights  that  are 
cut,  and  dried,  and  dictated — that  I  fear  I  sin  against 
similar  authorities  in  every  place  I  visit. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  in  the  pleasant  Cemetery  of  Bologna, 
I  found  myself  walking  next  Sunday  morning,  among  the 
stately  marble  tombs  and  colonnades,  in  company  with  a 
crowd  of  Peasants,  and  escorted  by  a  little  Cicerone  of 
that  town,  who  was  excessively  anxious  for  the  honor  of 
the  place,  and  most  solicitous  to  divert  my  attention  from 
| the  bad  monuments  :  whereas  he  was  never  tired  of  ex- 
j  tolling  the  good  ones.  Seeing  this  little  man  (a  good- 
humored  little  man  he  was,  who  seemed  to  have  nothing 
in  his  face  but  shining  teeth  and  eyes)  looking,  wistfully, 
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at  a  certain  plot  of  grass,  I  asked  him  who  was  buried 
there.  "The  poor  people,  Signore,"  he  said,  with  a  shrug 
and  a  smile,  and  stopping  to  look  back  at  me — for  he 
always  went  on  a  little  before,  and  took  off  bis  hat  to  in- 
troduce every  new  monument.  "Only  the  poor,  Signore ! 
It's  very  cheerful.  It's  very  lively.  How  green  it  is, 
how  cool!  It's  like  a  meadow  !  There  are  five," — hold- 
ing up  all  the  fingers  of  his  right  hand  to  express  the 
number,  which  an  Italian  peasant  will  always  do,  if  it  be 
within  the  compass  of  his  ten  fingers,— "there  are  five  of 
my  little  children  buried  there,  Signore;  just  there;  a 
little  to  the  right.  Well!  Thanks  to  God!  It's  very 
cheerful.  How  green  it  is,  how  cool  it  is  !  It's  quite  a 
meadow !  " 

He  looked  me  very  hard  in  the  face,  and  seeing  I  was 
sorry  for  him,  took  a  pinch  of  snuff  (every  Cicerone  takes 
snuff),  and  made  a  little  bowT ;  partly  in  deprecation  of 
his  having  alluded  to  such  a  subject,  and  partly  in 
memory  of  the  children  and  of  his  favorite  saint.  It  was 
as  unaffected  and  as  perfectly  natural  a  little  bow,  as 
ever  man  made.  Immediately  afterwards,  he  took  his 
hat  off  altogether,  and  begged  to  introduce  me  to  the 
next  monument ;  and  his  eyes  and  his  teeth  shone 
brighter  than  before. 


THROUGH  BOLOGNA  AND  FERRARA. 

There  was  such  a  very  smart  official  in  attendance  at 
the  Cemetery  where  the  little  Cicerone  had  buried  his 
children,  that  when  the  little  Cicerone  suggested  to  me, 
in  a  whisper,  that  there  would  be  no  offence  in  present- 
ing this  officer,  in  return  for  some  slight  extra  service, 
with  a  couple  of  pauls  (about  ten  pence,  English  money), 
I  looked  incredulously  at  his  cocked  hat,  wash-leather 
gloves,  well-made  uniform,  and  dazzling  buttons,  and 
rebuked  the  little  Cicerone  with  a  grave  shake  of  the 
head.  For,  in  splendor  of  appearance,  he  was  at  least 
equal  to  the  Deputy  Usher  of  the  Black  Rod;  and  the 
idea  of  his  carrying,  as  Jeremy  Diddler  would  say,  "  such 
a  thing  as  tenpence  "  away  with  him,  seemed  monstrous. 
He  took  it  in  excellent  part,  however,  when  I  made  bold 
to  give   it  him,  and   pulled   off   his  cocked   hat  with  a 
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flourish  that  would  have  been  a  bargain  at  double  the 
money. 

It  seemed  to  be  his  duty  to  describe  the  monuments  to 
the  people — at  all  events  he  was  doing  so;  and  when  I 
compared  him,  like  Gulliver  in  B.robdingnag,  "  with  the 
Institutions  of  my  own  beloved  country,  I  could  not  refrain 
from  tears  of  pride  and  exultation."  lie  had  no  pace  at 
all;  no  more  than  a  tortoise,  lie  loitered  as  the  people 
loitered,  that  they  might  gratify  their  curiosity ;  and 
positively  allowed  them,  now  and  then,  to  read  the  in- 
scriptions on  the  tombs.  He  was  neither  shabby,  nor 
insolent,  nor  churlish,  nor  ignorant.  He  spoke  his  own 
language  with  perfect  propriety,  and  seemed  to  consider 
himself,  in  his  way,  a  kind  of  teacher  of  the  people,  and 
to  entertain  a  just  respect  both  for  himself  and  them. 
They  would  no  more  have  such  a  man  for  a  Verger  in 
Westminster  Abbey,  than  they  would  let  the  people 
in  (as  they  do  at  Bologna)  to  see  the  monuments  for 
nothing. 

Again,  an  ancient  sombre  town,  under  the  brilliant 
sky ;  with  heavy  arcades  over  the  footways  of  the  older 
streets,  and  lighter  and  more  cheerful  archways  in  the 
newer  portions  of  the  town.  Again,  brown  piles  of  sacred 
buildings,  with  more  birds  flying  in  and  out  of  chinks  in 
the  stones ;  and  more  snarling  monsters  for  the  bases  of 
the  pillars.  Again,  rich  churches,  drowsy  masses,  curl- 
ing incense,  tinkling  bells,  priests  in  bright  vestments : 
pictures,  tapers,  laced  altar  cloths,  crosses,  images,  and 
artificial  flowers. 

There  is  a  grave  and  learned  air  about  the  city,  and  a 
pleasant  gloom  upon  it,  that  would  leave  it,  a  distinct  and 
separate  impression  in  the  mind,  among  a  crowd  of  cities, 
though  it  were  not  still  further  marked  in  the  traveller's 
remembrance  by  the  two  brick  leaning  towers  (sufficiently 
unsightly  in  themselves,  it  must  be  acknowledged),  in- 
clining cross- wise  as  if  they  were  bowing  stiffly  to  each 
other — a  most  extraordinary  termination  to  the. perspec- 
tive of  some  of  the  narrow  streets.  The  colleges,  and 
churches  too,  and  palaces  :  and  above  all  the  Academy  of 
Fine  Arts,  where  there  are  a  host  of  interesting  pictures, 
especially  by  Guido,  Domextchino,  and  Ludovico  Caracci  : 
give  it  a  place  of  its  own  in  the  memory.  Even  though 
these  were  not,  and  there  were  nothing  else  to  remember 
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it  by,  the  great  Meridian  on  the  pavement  of  the  church 
of  S;ui  Petronio,  where  the  sunbeams  mark  the  time 
among  the  kneeling  people,  would  give  it  a  fanciful  and 
pleasant  interest. 

Bologna  being  very  full  of  tourists,  detained  there  by 
an  inundation  which  rendered  the  road  to  Florence  im- 
passable, I  was  quartered  up  at  the  top  of  an  hotel,  in 
an  out-of-the-way  room  which  I  never  could  find :  con- 
taining a  bed,  big  enough  for  a  boarding-school,  which 
I  couldn't  fall  asleep  in.  The  chief  among  the  waiters 
who  visited  this  lonely  retreat,  where  there  was  no  other 
company  but  the  swallows  in  the  broad  eaves  over  the 
window,  was  a  man  of  one  idea  in  connection  with  the 
English ;  and  the  subject  of  this  harmless  monomania, 
was  Lord  Byron.  I  made  the  discovery  by  accidentally 
remarking  to  him,  at  breakfast,  that  the  matting  with 
which  the  floor  was  covered,  was  very  comfortable  at 
that  season,  when  he  immediately  replied  that  Milor 
Beeron  had  been  much  attached  to  that  kind  of  matting. 
Observing,  at  the  same  moment,  that  I  took  no  milk,  he 
exclaimed  with  enthusiasm,  that  Milor  Beeron  had  never 
touched  it.  At  first,  I  took  it  for  granted,  in  my  in- 
nocence, that  he  had  been  one  of  the  Beeron  servants; 
but  no,  he  said,  no,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  speaking  about 
my  Lord,  to  English  gentlemen  ;  that  was  all.  He  knew 
all  about  him,  he  said.  In  proof  of  it,  he  connected  him 
with  every  possible  topic,  from  the  /Ionte  Pulciano  wine 
at  dinner  (which  was  grown  on  an  estate  he  had  owned), 
to  the  big  bed  itself,  which  was  the  very  model  of  his. 
When  I  left  the  inn,  he  coupled  with  his  final  bow  in  the 
yard,  a  parting  assurance  that  the  road  by  which  I  was 
going,  had  been  Milor  Beeron's  favorite  ride ;  and  be- 
fore the  horse's  feet  had  well  begun  to  clatter  on  the 
pavement,  he  ran  briskly  upstairs  again,  I  dare  say  to 
tell  some  other  Englishman  in  some  other  solitary  room 
that  the  guest  who  had  just  departed  was  Lord  Beeron's 
living  image. 

I  had  entered  Bologna  by  night — almost  midnight — 
and  all  along  the  road  thither,  after  our  entrance  into 
the  Papal  territory  :  which  is  not,  in  any  part,  supremely 
well  governed,  Saint  Peter's  keys  being  rather  rusty  now  : 
the  driver  had  so  worried  about  the  danger  of  robbers 
in  travelling  after  dark,  and  had  so  infected  the  Brave 
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Courier,  and  the  two  had  been  so  constantly  stopping 
and  getting  up  and  down  to  look  after  a  portmanteau 
which  was  tied  on  behind,  that  I  should  have  felt  almost 
obliged  to  any  one  who  would  have  had  the  goodness 
to  take  it  away.  Hence  it  was  stipulated,  that,  when- 
ever we  left  Bologna,  we  should  start  so  as  not  to  arrive 
at  Ferrara  later  than  eight  at  night;  and  a  delightful 
afternoon  and  evening  journey  it  was,  albeit  through  a 
flat  district  which  gradually  became  more  marshy  from 
the  overflow  of  brooks  and  rivers  in  the  recent  heavy 
rains. 

At  sunset,  when  I  was  walking  on  alone,  while  the 
horses  rested,  I  arrived  upon  a  little  scene,  which,  by  one 
of  those  singular  mental  operations  of  which  we  are  all 
conscious,  seemed  perfectly  familiar  to  me,  and  which  I 
see  distinctly  now.  There  was  not  much  in  it.  In  the 
blood-red  light,  there  was  a  mournful  sheet  of  water, 
just  stirred  by  the  evening  wind ;  upon  its  margin  a 
few  trees.  In  the  foreground  was  a  group  of  silent 
peasant  girls  leaning  over  the  parapet  of  a  little  bridge, 
and  looking,  now  up  at  the  sky,  now  down  into  the 
water;  in  the  distance,  a  deep  bell;  the  shadow  of  ap- 
proaching night  on  everything.  If  I  had  been  murdered 
there,  in  some  former  life,  I  could  not  have  seemed  to 
remember  the  pHice  more  thoroughly,  or  with  a  more 
emphatic  chilling  of  the  blood ;  and  the  real  remem- 
brance of  it  acquired  in  that  minute,  is  so  strengthened 
by  that  imaginary  recollection,  that  I  hardly  think  I  could 
forget  it. 

More  solitary,  more  depopulated,  more  deserted,  old 
Ferrara,  than  any  city  of  the  solemn  brotherhood !  The 
grass  so  grows  up  in  the  silent  streets,  that  any  one 
might  make  hay  there,  literally,  while  the  sun  shines. 
But  the  sun  shines  with  diminished  cheerfulness  in  grim 
Ferrara  ;  and  the  people  are  so  few  who  pass  and  repass 
through  the  places,  that  the  flesh  of  its  inhabitants  might 
be  grass  indeed,  and  growing  in  the  squares. 

I  wonder  why  the  head  coppersmith  in  an  Italian 
town,  always  lives  next  door  to  the  Hotel,  or  opposite : 
making  the  visitor  feel  as  if  the  beating  hammers  were 
his  own  heart,  palpitating  with  a  deadly  energy!  I 
wonder  why  jealous  corridors  surround  the  bedroom  on 
all  sides,  and  fill  it  with  unnecessary  doors  that  can't  be 
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shut,  and  will  not  open,  unci  abut  on  pitchy  darkness! 
1  wonder  why  it  is  not  enough  that  these  distrustful 
genii  stand  agape  at  one's  dreams  all  night,  but  there 
must  also  be  round  open  portholes,  high  in  the  wall, 
suggestive,  when  a  mouse  or  rat  is  heard  behind  the 
wainscot,  of  a  somebody  scraping  the  wall  with  his  toes, 
in  his  endeavors  to  reach  one  of  these  portholes  and 
look  in !  I  wonder  why  the  faggots  are  so  constructed, 
as  to  know  of  no  effect  but  an  agony  of  heat  when  they 
are  lighted  and  replenished,  and  an  agony  of  cold  and 
suffocation  at  all  other  times  !  I  wonder,  above  all,  why 
it  is  the  great  feature  of  domestic  architecture  in  Italian 
inns,  that  all  the  fire  goes  up  the  chimney,  except  the  smoke  ! 

The  answer  matters  little.  Coppersmiths,  doors,  port- 
holes, smoke,  and  faggots,  are  welcome  to  me.  Give  me 
the  smiling  face  of  the  attendant,  man  or  woman  ;  the 
courteous  manner;  the  amiable  desire  to  please  and  to 
be  pleased ;  the  light-hearted,  pleasant,  simple  air — so 
many  jewels  set  in  dirt — and  I  am  theirs  again  to- 
morrow ! 

Ariosto's  house,  Tasso's  prison,  a  rare  old  Gothic  cathe- 
dral, and  more  churches  of  course,  are  the  sights  of  Fer- 
rara.  But  the  long  silent  streets,  and  the  dismantled 
palaces,  where  ivy  waves  in  lieu  of  banners,  and  where 
rank  weeds  are  slowly  creeping  up  the  long-untrodden 
stairs,  are  the  best  sights  of  all. 

The  aspect  of  this  dreary  town,  half  an  hour  before 
sunrise  one  fine  morning,  when  I  left  it,  was  as  pictur- 
esque as  it  seemed  unreal  and  spectral.  It  was  no  matter 
that  the  people  were  not  yet  out  of  bed ;  for  if  they  had 
all  been  up  and  busy,  they  would  have  made  but  little 
difference  in  that  desert  of  a  place.  It  was  best  to  see  it, 
without  a  single  figure  in  the  picture  ;  a  city  of  the  dead, 
without  one  solitary  survivor.  Pestilence  might  have 
ravaged  streets,  squares,  and  market-places ;  and  sack 
and  siege  have  ruined  the  old  houses,  battered  down 
their  doors  and  windows,  and  made  breaches  in  their 
roofs.  In  one  part,  a  great  towTer  rose  into  the  air ;  the 
only  landmark  in  the  melancholy  view.  In  another,  a 
prodigious  castle,  with  a  moat  about  it,  stood  aloof:  a 
sullen  city  in  itself.  In  the  black  dungeons  of  this  castle, 
Parisina  and  her  lover  were  beheaded  in  the  dead  of 
night.     The  red  light,  beginning  to  shine  when  I  looked 
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back  upon  it,  stained  its  walls  without,  as  they  have, 
many  a  time,  been  stained  within,  in  old  days  ;  but  for 
any  sign  of  life  they  gave,  the  castle  and  the  city  might- 
have  been  avoided  by  all  human  creatures,  from  the 
moment  when  the  axe  went  down  upon  the  last  of  the 
two  lovers  :  and  might  have  never  vibrated  to  another 
sound. 

Beyond  the  blow  that  to  the  block 

Pierced  through  with  forced  and  sullen  shock. 

Coming  to  the  Po,  which  was  greatly  swollen,  and 
running  fiercely,  we  crossed  it  by  a  floating  bridge  of 
boats,  and  so  came  into  the  Austrian  territory,  and  re- 
sumed our  journey :  through  a  country  of  which,  for 
some  miles,  a  great  part  was  under  water.  The  Brave 
Courier  and  the  soldiery  had  first  quarrelled,  for  half  an 
hour  or  more,  over  our  eternal  passport.  But  this  was 
a  daily  relaxation  with  the  Brave,  who  was  always 
stricken  deaf  when  shabby  functionaries  in  uniform  came, 
as  they  constantly  did  come,  plunging  out  of  wooden 
boxes  to  look  at  it — or  in  other  words  to  beg — and  who, 
stone  deaf  to  my  entreaties  that  the  man  might  have 
a  trifle  given  him,  and  we  resume  our  journey  in  peace, 
was  wont  to  sit  reviling  the  functionary  in  broken  En- 
glish :  while  the  unfortunate  man's  face  was  a  portrait 
of  mental  agony  framed  in  the  coach  window,  from  his 
perfect  ignorance  of  what  was  being  said  to  his  dispar- 
agement. 

There  was  a  postilion,  in  the  course  of  this  day's  jour- 
ney, as  wild  and  savagely  good-looking  a  vagabond  as 
you  would  desire  to  see.  He  was  a  tall,  stout-made, 
dark-complexioned  fellow,  with  a  profusion  of  shaggy 
black  hair  hanging  all  over  his  face,  and  great  black 
whiskers  stretching  down  his  throat.  His  dress  was  a 
torn  suit  of  rifle  green,  garnished  here  and  there  with 
red  ;  a  steeple-crowned  hat  innocent  of  nap,  with  a  broken 
and  bedraggled  feather  stuck  in  the  band  ;  and  a  flaming 
red  neckerchief  hanging  on  his  shoulders.  He  was  not 
in  the  saddle,  but  reposed,  quite  at  his  ease,  on  a  sort  of 
low  footboard  in  front  of  the  postchaise,  down  amongst 
the  horses'  tails — convenient  for  having  his  brains  kicked 
out,  at  any  moment.  To  this  Brigand,  the  Brave  Courier, 
when  we  were  at  a  reasonable  trot,  happened  to  suggest 
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tin:  practicability  of  going  faster.  He  received  the  pro- 
posal with  ;i  perfect  yell  of  derision;  brandished  his 
whip  about  his  head  (such  a  whip!  it  was  more  like  a 
home-made  bow) ;  flung  up  his  heels,  much  higher  than 
the.horses;  and  disappeared,  in  a  paroxysm,  somewhere 
in  t lie  neighborhood  of  the  axletree.  I  fully  expected  to 
see  him  lying  in  the  road,  a  hundred  yards  behind,  but 
up  came  the  steeple-crowned  hat  again,  next  minute,  and 
he  was  seen  reposing,  as  on  a  sofa,  entertaining  himself 
with  the  idea,  and  crying,  "  Ha  ha !  what  next !  Oh  the 
devil  !  Faster  too  !  Shoo — boo— o — o  !  "  (This  last 
ejaculation,  an  inexpressibly  defiant  hoot.)  Being  anx- 
ious to  reach  our  immediate  destination  that  night,  I 
ventured,  by  and  by,  to  repeat  the  experiment  on  my 
own  account.  It  produced  exactly  the  same  effect. 
Round  flew  the  whip  with  the  same  scornful  flourish,  up 
came  the  heels,  down  went  the  steeple-crowned  hat,  and 
presently  he  reappeared,  reposing  as  before  and  saying 
to  himself,  "  Ha  ha !  what  next !  Faster  too !  Oh  the 
devil !     Shoo — boo— o — o !  " 


AN  ITALIAN  DREAM. 

I  had  been  travelling,  for  some  days  ;  resting  very 
little  in  the  night,  and  never  in  the  day.  The  rapid  and 
unbroken  succession  of  novelties  that  had  passed  before 
me,  came  back  like  half-formed  dreams :  and  a  crowd  of 
objects  wandered  in  the  greatest  confusion  through  my 
mind,  as  I  travelled  on,  by  a  solitary  road.  At  intervals, 
some  one  among  them  would  stop,  as  it  were,  in  its  rest- 
less flitting  to  and  fro,  and  enable  me  to  look  at  it,  quite 
steadily,  and  behold  it  in  full  distinctness.  After  a  few 
moments,  it  would  dissolve,  like  a  view  in  a  magic-lan- 
tern ;  and  while  I  saw  some  part  of  it  quite  plainly,  and 
some  faintly,  and  some  not  at  all,  would  show  me  another 
of  the  many  places  I  had  lately  seen,  lingering  behind  it, 
and  coming  through  it.  This  was  no  sooner  visible  than, 
in  its  turn,  it  melted  into  something  else. 

At  one  moment,  I  was  standing  again,  before  the  brown 
old  rugged  churches  of  Modena.  As  I  recognized  the 
curious  pillars  with  grim  monsters  for  their  bases,  I  seemed 
to  see  them,  standing  by  themselves  in  the  quiet  square  at 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  77 

Padua,  where  there  were  the  staid  old  University,  and  the 
figures,  demurely  gowned,  grouped  here  and  there  in 
the  open  space  about  it.  Then,  I  was  strolling  in  the  out- 
skirts of  that  pleasant  city,  admiring  the  unusual  neatness 
of  the  dwelling-houses,  gardens,  and  orchards,  as  I  had 
seen  them,  a  few  hours  before.  In  their  stead  arose,  im- 
mediately, the  two  towers  of  Bologna  ;  and  the  most 
obstinate  of  all  these  objects  failed  to  hold  its  ground,  a 
minute,  before  the  monstrous  moated  castle  of  Ferrara, 
which,  like  an  illustration  to  a  wild  romance,  came  back 
again  in  the  red  sunrise,  lording  it  over  the  solitary,  grass- 
grown,  withered  town.  In  short,  I  had  that  incoherent 
but  delightful  jumble  in  my  brain,  which  travellers  are 
apt  to  have,  and  are  indolently  willing  to  encourage. 
Every  shake  of  the  coach  in  which  I  sat,  half  dozing  in 
the  dark,  appeared  to  jerk  some  new  recollection  out  of 
its  place,  and  to  jerk  some  other  new  recollection  into  it ; 
and  in  this  state  I  fell  asleep. 

I  was  awakened  after  some  time  (as  I  thought)  by  the 
stopping  of  the  coach.  It  was  now  quite  night,  and  we 
were  at  the  water  side.  There  lay  here,  a  black  boat,  with 
a  little  house  or  cabin  in  it  of  the  same  mournful  color. 
When  I  had  taken  my  seat  in  this,  the  boat  was  paddled, 
by  two  men,  towards  a  great  light,  lying  in  the  distance 
on  the  sea. 

Ever  and  again,  there  was  a  dismal  sigh  of  wind.  It 
ruffled  the  water,  and  rocked  the  boat,  and  sent  the  dark 
clouds  flying  before  the  stars.  I  could  not  but  think  how 
strange  it  was,  to  be  floating  away  at  that  hour  :  leaving 
the  land  behind,  and  going  on,  towards  this  light  upon 
the  sea.  It  soon  began  to  burn  brighter :  and  from  being 
one  light  became  a  cluster  of  tapers,  twinkling  and  shin- 
ing out  of  the  water,  as  the  boat  approached  towards 
them  by  a  dreamy  kind  of  track,  marked  out  upon  the 
sea,  by  posts  and  piles. 

We  had  floated  on,  five  miles  or  so,  over  the  dark  water, 
when  I  heard  it  rippling,  in  my  dream,  against  some  ob- 
struction near  at  hand.  Looking  out  attentively,  I  saw, 
through  the  gloom,  a  something  black  and  massive — like 
a  shore,  but  lying  close  and  flat  upon  the  water,  like  a 
raft — which  we  were  gliding  past.  The  chief  of  the  two 
rowers  said  it  was  a  burial-place. 

Full  of  the  interest  and  wonder  which  a  cemetery  lying 
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out  there,  in  the  lonely  sea,  inspired,  I  turned  to  gaze 
upon  it  as  it  should  recede  in  our  path,  when  it  was 
quickly  shut  out  from  my  view.  JJefore  I  knewhy  what, 
or  how,  1  found  that  we  were  gliding  up  a  street — a 
phantom  street  ;  the  houses  rising  on  hoth  sides,  from 
the  water,  and  the  black  boat  gliding  on  beneath  their 
windows.  Lights  were  shining  from  some  of  these  case- 
ments, plumbing  the  depth  of  the  black  stream  with 
their  reflected  rays  ;  but  all  was  profoundly  silent. 

So  we  advanced  into  this  ghostly  city,  continuing  to 
hold  our  course  through  narrow  streets  and  lanes,  all 
filled  and  flowing  with  water.  Some  of  the  corners 
where  our  way  branched  off,  were  so  acute  and  narrow, 
that  it  seemed  impossible  for  the  long  slender  boat  to 
turn  them  ;  but  the  rowers,  with  a  low  melodious  cry  of 
warning,  sent  it  skimming  on  without  a  pause.  Some- 
times, the  rowers  of  another  black  boat  like  our  own, 
echoed  the  cry,  and  slackening  their  speed  (as  I  thought 
we  did  ours)  would  come  flitting  past  us,  like  a  dark 
shadow.  Other  boats,  of  the  same  sombre  hue,  were 
lying  moored,  I  thought,  to  painted  pillars,  near  to  dark 
mysterious  doors  that  opened  straight  upon  the  water. 
Some  of  these  were  empty  ;  in  some,  the  rowers  lay 
asleep  ;  towards  one,  I  saw  some  figures  coming  down  a 
gloomy  archway  from  the  interior  of  a  palace  :  gayly 
dressed,  and  attended  by  torch-bearers.  It  was  but  a 
glimpse  I  had  of  them  ;  for  a  bridge,  so  low  and  close 
upon  the  boat  that  it  seemed  ready  to  fall  down  and  crush 
us  :  one  of  the  many  bridges  that  perplexed  the  Dream : 
blotted  them  out,  instantly.  On  we  went,  floating  to- 
wards the  heart  of  this  strange  place — with  water  all 
about  us  where  never  water  was  elsewhere — clusters 
houses,  churches,  heaps  of  stately  buildings  growing  out  of 
of  it — and,  everywhere,  the  same  extraordinary  silence. 
Presently,  we  shot  across  a  broad  and  open  stream  ;  a,nd 
passing,  as  I  thought,  before  a  spacious  quay,  where  the 
bright  lamps  with  which  it  was  illuminated  showed  long 
rows  of  arches  and  pillars,  of  ponderous  construction  and 
great  strength,  but  as  light  to  the  eye  as  garlands  of  hoar- 
frost or  gossamer — and  where,  for  the  first  time,  I  saw 
people  walking — arrived  at  a  flight  of  steps  leading  from 
the  water  to  a  large  mansion,  where,  having  passed 
through  corridors  and  galleries  innumerable,  I  lay  down 
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to  rest ;  listening  to  the  black  boats  stealing  up  and  down 
below  the  window  on  the  rippling  water,  till  I  fell  asleep. 

The  glory  of  the  day  that  broke  upon  me  in  this  Dream  ; 
its  freshness,  motion,  buoyancy  ;  its  sparkles  of  the  sun 
in  water  ;  its  clear  blue  sky  and  rustling  air  ;  no  waking 
words  can  tell.  But,  from  my  window,  I  looked  down  on 
boats  and  harks ;  on  masts,  sails,  cordage,  flags  ;  on  groups 
of  busy  sailors,  working  at  the  cargoes  of  these  vessels ;  on 
wide  quays,  strewn  with  bales,  casks,  merchandise  of  many 
kinds  ;  on  great  ships,  lying  near  at  hand  in  stately  in- 
dolence ;  on  islands,  crowned  with  gorgeous  domes  and 
turrets  :  and  where  golden  crosses  glittered  in  the  light, 
atop  of  wondrous  churches,  springing  from  the  sea  ! 
Going  down  upon  the  margin  of  the  green  sea,  rolling  on 
before  the  door,  and  filling  all  the  streets,  I  came  upon  a 
place  of  such  surpassing  beauty,  and  such  grandeur,  that 
all  the  rest  was  poor  and  faded,  in  comparison  with  its 
absorbing  loveliness. 

It  was  a  great  Piazza,  as  I  thought;  anchored,  like  all 
the  rest,  in  a  deep  ocean.  On  its  broad  bosom,  was  a 
Palace,  more  majestic  and  magnificent  in  its  old  age,  than 
all  the  buildings  of  the  earth,  in  the  high  prime  and  ful- 
ness of  their  youth.  Cloisters  and  galleries  :  so  light,  they 
might  have  been  the  work  of  fairy  hands :  so  strong  that 
centuries  had  battered  them  in  vain :  wound  round  and 
round  this  palace,  and  enfolded  it  with  a  Cathedral,  gor- 
geous in  the  wild  luxuriant  fancies  of  the  East.  At  no 
great  distance  from  its  porch,  a  lofty  tower,  standing  by 
itself,  and  rearing  its  proud  head,  alone,  into  the  sky, 
looked  out  upon  the  Adriatic  Sea.  Near  to  the  margin  of 
the  stream,  were  two  ill-omened  pillars  of  red  granite ;  one 
having  on  its  top,  a  figure  with  a  sword  and  shield ;  the 
other,  a  winged  lion.  Not  far  from  these  again,  a  second 
tower :  richest  of  the  rich  in  all  its  decorations :  even  here, 
where  all  was  rich  :  sustained  aloft,  a  great  orb,  gleaming 
with  gold  and  deepest  blue:  the  Twelve  Signs  painted 
on  it,  and  a  mimic  sun  revolving  in  its  course  around  them  : 
while  above,  two  bronze  giants  hammered  out  the  hours 
upon  a  sounding  bell.  An  oblong  square  of  lofty  houses 
of  the  whitest  stone,  surrounded  by  alight  arid  beautiful 
arcade,  formed  part  of  this  enchanted  scene  ;  and,  here 
and  there,  gay  masts  for  flags  rose,  tapering,  from  the 
pavement  of  the  unsubstantial  ground. 
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1  thought  I  entered  the  Cathedral,  and  went  in  and  out 
among  its  many  arches:  traversing  its  whole  extent.  A 
grand  and  dreamy  structure,  of  immense  proportions; 
golden  with  old  mosaics  ;  redolent  of  perfumes  ;  dim  with 
the  smoke  of  incense  ;  costly  in  treasure  of  precious  stones 
and  metals,  glittering  through  iron  bars ;  holy  with  the 
bodies  of  deceased  saints  ;  rainbow-hued  with  windows  of 
stained  glass  ;  dark  with  carved  woods  and  colored  mar- 
bles ;  obscure  in  its  vast  heights,  and  lengthened  distances ; 
shining  with  silver  lamps  and  winking  lights;  unreal, 
fantastic,  solemn,  inconceivable  throughout.  I  thought 
I  entered  the  old  palace ;  pacing  silent  galleries  and  council- 
chambers,  where  the  old  rulers  of  this  mistress  of  the 
waters  looked  sternly  out,  in  pictures,  from  the  walls,  and 
where  her  high-prowed  galleys,  still  victorious  on  canvas, 
fought  and  conquered  as  of  old.  I  thought  I  wandered 
through  its  halls  of  state  and  triumph — bare  and  empty 
now! — and  musing  on  its  pride  and  might,  extinct:  for 
that  was  past ;  all  past :  heard  a  voice  say,  "  Some  tokens 
of  its  ancient  rule,  and  some  consoling  reasons  for  its 
downfall,  may  be  traced  here,  yet !  " 

I  dreamed  that  I  was  led  on,  then,  into  some  jealous 
rooms,  communicating  with  a  prison  near  the  palace  ; 
separated  from  it  by  a  lofty  bridge  crossing  a  narrow 
street ;  and  called,  I  dreamed,  The  Bridge  of  Sighs. 

But  first  T  passed  two  jagged  slits  in  a  stone  wall ;  the 
lions'  mouths — now  toothless — where,  in.  the  distempered 
horror  of  my  sleep,  I  thought  denunciations  of  innocent 
men  to  the  old  wicked  Council,  had  been  dropped  through, 
many  a  time,  when  the  night  was  dark.  So,  when  I  saw 
the  council-room  to  which  such  prisoners  were  taken  for 
examination,  and  the  door  by  which  they  passed  out,  when 
they  were  condemned — a  door  that  never  closed  upon  a 
man  with  life  and  hope  before  him — my  heart  appeared  to 
die  within  me. 

It  was  smitten  harder  though,  when,  torch  in  hand,  I 
descended  from  the  cheerful  day  into  two  ranges,  one 
below  another,  of  dismal,  awful,  horrible  stone  cells. 
They  were  quite  dark.  Each  had  a  loophole  in  its  mas- 
sive wall,  where,  in  the  old  time,  every  day,  a  torch  was 
placed— I  dreamed — to  light  the  prisoner  within,  for  half 
an  hour.  The  captives,  by  the  glimmering  of  these  brief 
rays,  had  scratched  and  cut  inscriptions  in  the  blackened 
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vaults.  I  saw  them.  For  their  labor  With  a  rusty  nail's 
point,  had  outlived  their  agony  and  them,  through  many 
generations. 

One  cell,  I  saw,  in  which  no  man  remained  for  more 
than  four-and-twenty  hours  ;  being  marked  for  dead  before 
he  entered  it.  Hard  by,  another,  and  a  dismal  one,  where- 
to, at  midnight,  the  confessor  came — a  monk  brown-robed, 
and  hooded — ghastly  in  the  day,  and  free  bright  air,  but 
in  the  midnight  of  that  murky  prison,  Hope's  extinguisher, 
and  Murder's  herald.  I  had  my  foot  upon  the  spot,  where, 
at  the  same  dread  hour,  the  shriven  prisoner  was  strangled ; 
and  struck  my  hand  upon  the  guilty  door— low-browed 
and  stealthy — through  which  the  lumpish  sack  was  carried 
out  into  a  boat,  and  rowed  away,  and  drowned  where  it 
was  death  to  cast  a  net. 

Around  this  dungeon  stronghold,  and  above  some  part 
of  it :  licking  the  rough  walls  without,  and  smearing  them 
with  damp  and  slime  within  :  stuffing  dank  weeds  and 
refuse  into  chinks  and  crevices,  as  if  the  very  stones  and 
bars  had  mouths  to  stop  :  furnishing  a  smooth  road  for 
the  removal  of  the  bodies  of  the  secret  victims  of  the 
State — a  road  so  ready  that  it  went  along  with  them,  and 
ran  before  them,  like  a  cruel  officer — flowed  the  same 
water  that  filled  this  Dream  of  mine,  and  made  it  seem 
one,  even  at  the  time. 

Descending  from  the  palace  by  a  staircase,  called,  I 
thought,  the  Giant's — I  had  some  imaginary  recollection 
of  an  old  man  abdicating,  coming,  more  slowly  and  more 
feebly,  down  it,  when  he  heard  the  bell,  proclaiming  his 
successor — I  glided  off,  in  one  of  the  dark  boats,  until  we 
came  to  an  old  arsenal  guarded  by  four  marble  lions. 
To  make  my  Dream  more  monstrous  and  unlikely,  one 
of  these  had  words  and  sentences  upon  its  body,  inscribed 
there,  at  an  unknown  time,  and  in  an  unknown  language ; 
so  that  their  purport  was  a  mystery  to  all  men. 

There  was  little  sound  of  hammers  in  this  place  for 
building  ships,  and  little  work  in  progess;  for  the  great- 
ness of  the  city  was  no  more,  as  I  have  said.  Indeed,  it 
seemed  a  very  wreck  found  drifting  on  the  sea;  a  strange 
flag  hoisted  in  its  honorable  stations,  and  strangers  stand- 
ing at  its  helm.  A  splendid  barge  in  which  its  ancient 
chief  had  gone  forth,  pompously,  at  certain  periods,  to 
wed  the  ocean,  lay  here,  I  thought,  no  more ;  but,  in  its 
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place,  there  was  a  tin}'  model,  made  from  recollection  like 
the  city's  greatness ;  and  it  told  of  what  had  heen  (so 
are  the  strong  and  weak  confounded  in  the  dust)  almost 
as  eloquently  as  the  massive  pillars,  arches,  roofs,  reared 
to  overshadow  stately  ships  that  had  no  other  shadow 
now,  upon  the  water  or  the  earth. 

An  armory  was  there  yet.  Plundered  and  despoiled : 
but  an  armory.  With  a  fierce  standard  taken  from  the 
Turks,  drooping  in  the  dull  air  of  its  cage.  Rich  suits  of 
mail  worn  by  great  warriors  were  hoarded  there;  cross- 
bows and  bolts  ;  quivers  full  of  arrows  ;  spears ;  swords, 
daggers,  maces,  shields,  and  heayy-headed  axes.  Plates 
of  wrought  steel  and  iron,  to  make  the  gallant  horse  a 
monster  cased  in  metal  scales ;  and  one  spring- weapon 
(easy  to  be  carried  in  the  breast)  designed  to  do  its  office 
noiselessly,  and  made  for  shooting  men  with  poisoned 
darts. 

One  press  or  case  I  saw,  full  of  accursed  instruments 
of  torture  :  horribly  contrived  to  cramp,  and  pinch,  and 
grind,  and  crush  men's  bones,  and  tear  and  twist  them 
with  the  torment  of  a  thousand  deaths.  Before  it,  were 
two  iron  helmets,  with  breast-pieces  :  made  to  close  up 
tight  and  smooth  upon  the  heads  of  living  sufferers  ;  and 
fastened  on  to  each,  was  a  small  knob  or  anvil,  where  the 
directing  devil  could  repose  his  elbow  at  his  ease,  and 
listen,  near  the  walled-up  ear,  to  the  lamentations  and 
confessions  of  the  wretch  within.  There  was  that  grim 
resemblance  in  them  to  the  human  shape — they  were 
such  moulds  of  sweating  faces,  pained  and  cramped — 
that  it  was  difficult  to  think  them  empty ;  and  terrible 
distortions  lingering  within  them,  seemed  to  follow  me, 
when,  taking  to  my  boat  again,  I  rowed  off  to  a  kind  of 
garden  or  public  walk  in  the  sea,  where  there  were  grass 
and  trees.  But  I  forgot  them  when  I  stood  upon  its 
farthest  brink — I  stood  there,  in  my  dream — and  looked 
along  the  ripple,  to  the  setting  sun :  before  me,  in  the 
sky  and  on  the  deep,  a  crimson  flush  ;  and  behind  me,  the 
whole  city  resolving  into  streaks  of  red  and  purple,  on 
the  water. 

In  the  luxurious  wonder  of  so  rare  a  dream,  I  took  but 
little  heed  of  time,  and  had  but  little  understanding  of 
its  flight.  But  there  were  days  and  nights  in  it;  and 
when  the  sun  was  high,  and  when  the  rays  of  lamps  were 
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I  crooked  in  the  running  water,  I  was  still  afloat,  I  thought : 
plashing   the  slippery  walls   and  houses  with  the  cleav- 

i  ings  of  the  tide,  as  my  black  boat,  borne  upon  it,  skimmed 
along  the  streets. 

Sometimes,  alighting  at  the  doors  of  churches  and  vast 
palaces,  I  wandered  on,  from  room  to  room,  from  aisle  to 
aisle,  through  labyrinths  of  rich  altars,  ancient  monu- 

i    ments ;   decayed  apartments    where  the  f  urniture,  half 

1  awful,  half  grotesque,  was  mouldering  away.  Pictures 
were  there,  replete  with  such  enduring  beauty  and  ex- 
pression :  with  such  passion,  truth,  and  power :  that  they 
seemed  so  many  young  and  fresh  realities  among  a  host 

I  of  spectres.  I  thought  these  often  intermingled  with  the 
old  days  of  the  city :  with  its  beauties,  tyrants,  captains, 

'    patriots,  merchants,  courtiers,  priests  :  nay,  with  its  very 

J  stones,  and  bricks,  and  public  places;  all  of  which  lived 
again,  about  me,  on  the  walls.     Then,  coming  down  some 

I  marble  staircase  where  the  water  lapped  and  oozed 
against  the  lower  steps,  I  passed  into  my  boat  again 
and  went  on  in  my  dream. 

Floating  down  narrow  lanes,  where  carpenters,  at  work 
with  plane  and  chisel  in  their  shops,  tossed  the  light 
shaving  straight  upon  the  water,  where  it  lay  like  weed, 
or  ebbed  away  before  me  in  a  tangled  heap.  Past  open 
doors,  decayed  and  rotten  from  long  steeping  in  the  wet, 
through  which  some  scanty  patch  of  vine  shone  green 
and  bright,  making  unusual  shadows  on  the  pavement 
with  its  trembling  leaves.  Past  quays  and  terraces, 
where  women,  gracefully  veiled,  were  passing  and  re- 
passing, and  where  idlers  were  reclining  in  the  sunshine, 
on  flagstones  and  on  flights  of  steps.  Past  bridges, 
where  there  were  idlers  too :  loitering  and  looking  over. 
Below  stone  balconies,  erected  at  a  giddy  height,  before 
the  loftiest  windows  of  the  loftiest  houses.  Past  plots 
of  garden,  theatres,  shrines,  prodigious  piles  of  archi- 
tecture— Gothic — Saracenic — fanciful  with  all  the  fancies 
of  all  times  and  countries.  Past  buildings  that  were 
high  and  low,  and  black,  and  white,  and  straight,  and 
crooked ;  mean  and  grand,  crazy  and  strong.  Twining 
among  a  tangled  lot  of  boats  and  barges,  and  shoot- 
ing out  at  last  into  a  Grand  Canal !  There,  in  the  errant 
fancy  of  my  dream,  I  saw  old  Shylock  passing  to  and 
fro  upon  a  bridge,  all  built  upon  with  shops  and  humming 
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with  the  tongues  of  men ;  a  form  I  seemed  to  know  for 
Desdemona's,  leaned  down  through  a  latticed  blind  to 
pluck  a  flower.  And,  in  the  dream,  I  thought  that 
Shakespeare's  spirit  was  abroad  upon  the  water  some- 
where: stealing  through  the  city. 

At  night,  when  two  votive  lamps  burnt  before  an 
image  of  the  Virgin,  in  a  gallery  outside  the  great  cathe- 
dral, near  the  roof,  I  fancied  that  the  great  piazza  of  the 
Winged  Lion  was  a  blaze  of  cheerful  light,  and  that  its 
whole  arcade  was  thronged  with  people;  while  crowds 
were  diverting  themselves  in  splendid  coffee-houses 
opening  from  it — which  were  never  shut,  I  thought,  but 
open  all  night  long.  When  the  bronze  giants  struck  the 
hour  of  midnight  on  the  bell,  I  thought  the  life  and  anima- 
tion of  the  city  were  all  centred  here ;  and  as  I  rowed 
away,  abreast  the  silent  quays,  I  only  saw  them  dotted, 
here  and  there,  with  sleeping  boatmen  wrrapped  up  in 
their  cloaks,  and  lying  at  full  length  upon  the  stones. 

But,  close  about  the  quays  and  churches,  palaces  and 
prisons :  sucking  at  their  walls,  and  welling  up  into  the 
secret  places  of  the  town  :  crept  the  water  always.  Noise- 
less and  watchful :  coiled  round  and  round  it,  in  its  many 
folds,  like  an  old  serpent :  waiting  for  the  time,  I  thought, 
when  people  should  look  down  into  its  depths  for  any 
stone  of  the  old  city  that  had  claimed  to  be  its  mistress. 

Thus  it  floated  me  away,  until  I  awoke  in  the  old 
market-place  at  Verona.  I  have,  many  and  many  a  time, 
thought  since,  of  this  strange  Dream  upon  the  water :  half- 
wondering  if  it  lie  there  yet,  and  if  its  name  be  Venice. 


BY  VERONA,  MANTUA,  AND  MILAN,  ACROSS  THE 
PASS  OF  THE  SIMPLON  INTO  SWITZERLAND. 

I  had  been  half  afraid  to  go  to  Verona,  lest  it  should  at 
all  put  me  out  of  conceit  with  Romeo  and  Juliet.  But,  I 
was  no  sooner  come  into  the  old  Market-place,  than  the 
misgiving  vanished.  It  is  so  fanciful,  quaint,  and  pict- 
uresque a  place,  formed  by  such  an  extroardinary  and 
rich  variety  of  fantastic  buildings,  that  there  could  be 
nothing  better  at  the  core  of  even  this  romantic  town: 
scene  of  one  of  the  most  romantic  and  beautiful  of  stories. 

It  was  natural  enough,  to  go  straight  from  the  Market- 
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place,  to  the  House  of  the  Capulets,  now  degenerated  into 
a  most  miserable  little  inn.  Noisy  vettun'ni  and  muddy 
market-carts  were  disputing-  possession  of  the  yard,  which 
was  ankle-deep  in  dirt,  with  a  brood  of  splashed  and 
bespattered  geese  ;  and  there  was  a  grim-visaged  dog, 
viciously  panting  in  a  doorway,  who  would  certainly  have 
had  Romeo  by  the  leg,  the  moment  he  put  it  over  the 
wall,  if  he  had  existed  and  been  at  large  in  those  times. 
The  orchard  fell  into  other  hands,  and  was  parted  off 
many  years  ago ;  but  there  used  to  be  one  attached  to  the 
house — or  at  all  events  there  may  have  been, — and  the 
Hat  (Cappello)  the  ancient  cognizance  of  the  family,  may 
still  be  seen,  carved  in  stone,  over  the  gateway  of  the 
yard.  The  geese,  the  market-carts,  their  drivers,  and  the 
dog,  were  somewhat  in  the  way  of  the  story,  it  must  be 
confessed ;  and  it  would  have  been  pleasanter  to  have 
found  the  house  empty,  and  to  have  been  able  to  walk 
through  the  disused  rooms.  But  the  Hat  was  unspeak- 
ably comfortable ;  and  the  place  where  the  garden  used  to 
be,  hardly  less  so.  Besides,  the  house  is  a  distrustful, 
jealous-looking  house  as  one  would  desire  to  see,  though  of 
a  very  moderate  size.  So  I  was  quite  satisfied  with  it,  as 
the  veritable  mansion  of  old  Capulet,  and  was  correspond- 
ingly grateful  in  my  acknowledgments  to  an  extremely 
unsentimental  middle-aged  lady,  the  Padrona  of  the 
Hotel,  who  was  lounging  on  the  threshold  looking  at  the 
geese ;  and  who  at  least  resembled  the  Capulets  in  the 
one  particular  of  being  very  great  indeed  in  the  "  Family  " 
way. 

From  Juliet's  home,  to  Juliet's  tomb,  is  a  transition  as 
natural  to  the  visitor,  as  to  fair  Juliet  herself,  or  to  the 
proudest  Juliet  that  ever  has  taught  the  torches  to  burn 
bright  in  any  time.  So,  I  went  off,  with  a  guide,  to  an 
old,  old  garden,  once  belonging  to  an  old,  old  convent,  I 
suppose ;  and  being  admitted,  at  a  shattered  gate,  by  a 
bright-eyed  woman  who  was  washing  clothes,  went  down 
some  walks  where  fresh  plants  and  young  flowers  were 
prettily  growing  among  fragments  of  old  wall,  and  ivy- 
covered  mounds ;  and  was  shown  a  little  tank,  or  water- 
trough,  which  the  bright-eyed  woman — drying  her  arms 
upon  her  'kerchief,  called  "La  tomba  di  Giulietta  la 
sfortunata."  With  the  best  disposition  in  the  world  to 
believe,  I  could  do  no  more  than  believe  that  the  bright- 
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eyed  woman  believed  ;  so  I  gave  her  that  much  credit, 
and  her  customary  fee  in  ready  money.  It  was  a  pleasure, 
rather  than  a  disappointment,  th.it  Juliet's  resting-place 
was  forgotten.  However  consolatory  it  may  have  been  to 
Yorick's  Ghost,  to  hear  the  feet  upon  the  pavement  over- 
head, and,  twenty  times  a  day,  the  repetition  of  his  name, 
it  is  better  for  Julet  to  lie  out  of  the  track  of  tourists,  and 
to  have  no  visitors  but  such  as  come  to  graves  in  spring- 
rain,  and  sweet  air,  and  sunshine. 

Pleasant  Verona !  With  its  beautiful  old  palaces,  and 
charming  country  in  the  distance,  seen  from  terrace  walks, 
and  stately,  balustraded  galleries.  With  its  Roman  gates, 
still  spanning  the  fair  street,  and  casting,  on  the  sunlight 
of  to-day,  the  shade  of  fifteen  hundred  years  ago.  With 
its  marble-fitted  churches,  lofty  towers,  rich  architecture, 
and  quaint  old  quiet  thoroughfares,  where  shouts  of  Mon- 
tageus  and  Capulets  once  resounded, 

And  made  Verona's  ancient  citizens 

Cast  by  their  grave,  beseeming  ornaments, 

To  wield  old  partizans. 

With  its  fast-rushing  river,  picturesque  old  bridge,  great 
castle,  waving  cypresses,  and  prospect  so  delightful,  and 
so  cheerful !     Pleasant  Verona  ! 

In  the  midst  of  it,  in  the  Piazza  di  Bra— a  spirit  of  old 
time  among  the  familiar  realities  of  the  passing  hour — is 
the  great  Roman  Amphitheatre.  So  well  preserved,  and 
carefully  maintained,  that  every  row  of  seats  is  there, 
unbroken.  Over  certain  of  the  arches,  the  old  Roman 
numerals  may  yet  be  seen ;  and  there  are  corridors,  and 
staircases,  and  subterranean  passages  for  beasts,  and 
winding  ways,  above  ground  and  below,  as  when  the 
fierce  thousands  hurried  in  and  out,  intent  upon  the  bloody 
shows  of  the  arena.  Nestling  in  some  of  the  shadows 
and  hollow  places  of  the  walls,  now,  are  smiths  with  their 
forges,  and  a  few  small  dealers  of  one  kind  or  other;  and 
there  are  green  weeds,  and  leaves,  and  grass,  upon  the 
parapet.     But  little  else  is  greatly  changed. 

When  I  had  traversed  all  about  it,  with  great  interest, 
and  had  gone  up  to  the  topmost  round  of  seats,  and  turn- 
ing from  the  lovely  panorama  closed  in  by  the  distant 
Alps,  looked  down  into  the  building,  it  seemed  to  lie 
before  me  like  the  inside  of  a  prodigious  hat  of  plaited 
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straw,  with  an  enormously  broad  brim  and  a  shallow 
crown  ;  the  plaits  being  represented  by  the  four-and- 
forty  rows  of  seats.  The  comparison  is  a  homely  and 
fantastic  one,  in  sober  remembrance  and  on  paper,  but 
it  was  irresistibly  suggested  at  the  moment,  nevertheless. 
An  equestrian  troop  bad  been  there,  a  short  time  before 
— the  same  troop,  I  dare  say,  that  appeared  to  the  old 
lady  in  the  church  at  Modena — and  had  scooped  out  a 
little  ring  at  one  end  of  the  arena  ;  where  their  per- 
formances had  taken  place,  and  where  the  marks  of  their 
horses'  feet  were  still  fresh.  I  could  not  but  picture  to 
myself,  a  handful  of  spectators  gathered  together  on  one 
or  two  of  the  old  stone  seats,  and  a  spangled  Cavalier 
being  gallant,  or  a  Folicinello  funny,  with  the  grim  walls 
looking  on.  Above  all,  I  thought  how  strangely  those 
Roman  mutes  would  gaze  upon  the  favorite  comic  scene 
of  the  travelling  English,  where  a  British  nobleman  (Lord 
John),  with  a  very  loose  stomach  :  dressed  in  a  blue  tailed 
coat  down  to  his  heels,  bright  yellow  breeches,  and 
a  white  hat :  comesabroad,  riding-double  on  a  rearing 
horse,  with  an  English  lady  (Lady  Betsey)  in  a  straw 
bonnet  and  green  veil,  and  a  red  spencer ;  and  who  always 
carries  a  gigantic  reticule,  and  a  put-up  parasol. 

I  walked  through  and  through  the  town  all  the  rest  of 
the  day,  and  could  have  walked  there  until  now,  I  think. 
In  one  place,  there  was  a  very  pretty  modern  theatre, 
where  they  had  just  performed  the  opera  (always  popular 
in  Verona)  of  Romeo  and  Juliet.  In  another  there  was  a 
collection,  under  a  colonnade,  of  Greek,  Roman,  and 
Etruscan  remains,  presided  over  by  an  ancient  man  who 
might  have  been  an  Etruscan  relic  himself ;  for  he  was 
not  strong  enough  to  open  the  iron  gate,  when  he  had 
unlocked  it,  and  had  neither  voice  enough  to  be  audible 
when  he  described  the  curiosities,  nor  sight  enough  to  see 
them :  he  was  so  very  old.  In  another  place,  there  was 
a  gallery  of  pictures :  so  abominably  bad,  that  it  was 
quite  delightful  to  see  them  mouldering  away.  But  any- 
where :  in  the  churches,  among  the  palaces,  in  the  streets, 
on  the  bridge,  or  down  beside  the  river:  it  was  always 
pleasant  Verona,  and  in  my  remembrance  always  will  be. 
I  read  Romeo  and  Juliet  in  my  own  room  at  the  inn 
that  night — of  course,  no  Englishman  had  ever  read  it 
there,  before — and  set  out  for  Mantua  next  day  at  sun- 
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rise,  repeating  to  myself  (in  the  coupe1  of  an  omnibus,  and 
next  to  the  conductor,  who  was  reading  the  Mysteries  of 
Paris) 

There  is  no  world  wtthoul  Verona's  walls 

But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  itself. 

Hence-banished  is  banished  from  the  world, 

Ami  world's  exile  is  death 

which  reminded  me  that  Ilomeo  was  only  banished  five- 
and-twenty  miles  after  all,  and  rather  disturbed  my  con- 
fidence in  his  energy  and  boldness. 

Was  the  way  to  Mantua  as  beautiful,  in  his  time,  I 
wonder  !  Did  it  wind  through  pasture  land  as  green, 
bright  with  the  same  glancing  streams,  and  dotted  with 
fresh  clumps  of  graceful  trees  !  Those  purple  mountains 
lay  on  the  horizon,  then,  for  certain  ;  and  the  dresses  of 
those  peasant  girls,  who  wear  a  great,  knobbed,  silver  pin 
like  an  English  "  life  preserver "  through  their  hair  be- 
hind, can  hardly  be  much  changed.  The  hopeful  feeling 
of  so  bright  a  morning,  and  so  exquisite  a  sunrise,  can 
have  been  no  stranger,  even  to  an  exiled  lover's  breast ; 
Mantua  itself  must  have  broken  on  him  in  the  prospect, 
with  its  towers,  and  walls,  and  water,  pretty  much  as  on 
a  commonplace  and  matrimonial  omnibus.  He  made  the 
same  sharp  twists  and  turns,  perhaps,  over  two  rumbling 
drawbridges  ;  passed  through  the  like  long,  covered 
wooden  bridge ;  and  leaving  the  marshy  water  behind, 
approached  the  rusty  gate  of  stagnant  Mantua. 

If  ever  a  man  were  suited  to  his  place  of  residence,  and 
his  place  of  residence  to  him,  the  lean  Apothecary  and 
Mantua  came  together  in  a  perfect  fitness  of  things.  It 
may  have  been  more  stirring  then,  perhaps.  If  so,  the 
Apothecary  was  a  man  in  advance  of  his  time,  and  knew 
what  Mantua  would  be,  in  eighteen  hundred  and  forty- 
four.  He  fasted  much,  and  that  assisted  him  in  his  fore- 
knowledge. 

I  put  up  at  the  Hotel  of  the  Golden  Lion,  and  was  in 
my  own  room  arranging  plans  with  the  Brave  Courier, 
when  there  came  a  modest  little  tap  at  the  door,  which 
opened  on  an  outer  gallery  surrounding  a  courtyard ;  and 
an  intensely  shabby  little  man  looked  in,  to  inquire  if  the 
gentleman  would  have  a  Cicerone  to  show  the  town. 
His  face  was  so  very  wistful  and  anxious,  in  the  half- 
opened  doorway,  and  there  was  so  much  poverty  expressed 
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in  his  faded  suit  and  little  pinched  hat,  and  in  the  thread- 
hare  worsted  glove  with  which  he  held  it — not  expressed 
the  less,  because  these  were  evidently  his  genteel  clothes, 
hastily  slipped  on — that  I  would  as  soon  have  trodden  on 
him  as  dismissed  him.  I  engaged  him  on  the  instant,  and 
he  stepped  in  directly. 

While  I  finished  the  discussion  in  which  I  was  engaged, 
he  stood,  beaming  by  himself  in  a  corner,  making  a  feint 
of  brushing  my  hat  with  his  arm.  If  his  fee  had  been  as 
many  napoleons  as  it  was  francs,  there  could  not  have 
shot  over  the  twilight  of  his  shabbiness  such  a  gleam  of 
sun,  as  lighted  up  the  whole  man,  now  that  he  was 
hired. 

"  Well !  "  said  I,  when  I  was  ready,  "  shall  we  go  out 
now?" 

"  If  the  gentleman  pleases.  It  is  a  beautiful  day.  A 
little  fresh,  but  charming;  altogether  charming.  The 
gentleman  will  allow  me  to  open  the  door.  This  is  the 
Inn  Yard.  The  courtyard  of  the  Golden  Lion !  The 
gentlemen  will  please  to  mind  his  footing  on  the  stairs." 

We  were  now  in  the  street. 

"  This  is  the  street  of  the  Golden  Lion.  This,  the  out- 
side of  the  Golden  Lion.  The  interesting  window  up 
there,  on  the  first  Piano,  where  the  pane  of  glass  is  broken, 
is  the  window  of  the  gentleman's  chamber !  " 

Having  viewed  all  these  remarkable  objects,  I  inquired 
if  there  were  much  to  see  in  Mantua. 

"  Well !  Truly,  no.  Not  much !  So,  so,"  he  said,  shrug- 
ging his  shoulders  apologetically. 

"  Many  churches?" 

"No.     Nearly  all  suppressed  by  the  French." 

"  Monasteries  or  convents  ?  " 

"No.  The  French  again!  Nearly  all  suppressed  by 
Napoleon." 

"  Much  business  ?  " 

"  Very  little  business." 

"  Many  strangers  ?  " 

"  Ah  Heaven !  " 

I  thought  he  would  have  fainted. 

"  Then,  when  we  have  seen  the  two  large  churches 
yonder,  what  shall  we  do  next  ?  "  said  I. 

He  looked  up  the  street,  and  down  the  street,  and 
rubbed  his  chin  timidly  ;  and  then  said,  glancing  in  my 
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face  as  if  a  light  had  broken  on  his  mind,  yet  with  a 
humble  appeal  to  my  forbearance  that  was  perfectly  irre- 
sistible : 

"  We  can  take  a  little  turn  about  the  town,  Signore!  " 
(Si  pud  far'  un  piccolo  giro  della  citta). 

It  was  impossible  to  be  anything  but  delighted  with  the 
proposal,  so  we  set  off  together  in  great  good-humor.  In 
the  relief  of  his  mind,  he  opened  his  heart,  and  gave  up 
as  much  of  Mantua  as  a  Cicerone  could. 

"  One  must  eat,"  he  said ;  "  but,  bah !  it  was  a  dull 
place,  without  doubt !  " 

He  made  as  much  as  possible  of  the  Basilica  of  Santa 
Andrea — a  noble  church — and  of  an  inclosed  portion  of 
the  pavement,  about  which  tapers  were  burning,  and  a 
few  people  kneeling,  and  under  which  is  said  to  be  pre- 
served the  Sangreal  of  the  old  Romances.  This  church 
disposed  of,  and  another  after  it  (the  cathedral  of  San 
Pietro),  we  went  to  the  Museum,  which  was  shut  up. 
"  It  was  all  the  same,"  he  said  ;  "  Bah  !  There  was  not 
much  inside ! "  Then,  we  went  to  see  the  Piazza  del 
Diavolo,  built  by  the  Devil  (for  no  particular  purpose)  in 
a  single  night ;  then,  the  Piazza  Virgiliana ;  then,  the 
statue  of  Virgil — our  Poet,  my  little  friend  said,  plucking 
up  a  spirit,  for  the  moment,  and  putting  his  hat  a  little 
on  one  side.  Then,  we  went  to  a  dismal  sort  of  farmyard, 
by  which  a  picture-gallery  was  approached.  The  moment 
the  gate  of  this  retreat  was  opened,  some  five  hundred 
geese  came  waddling  round  us,  stretching  out  their  necks, 
and  clamoring  in  the  most  hideous  manner,  as  if  they 
were  ejaculating,  "  Oh  !  here's  somebody  come  to  see  the 
Pictures!  Don't  go  up!  Don't  go  up!"  While  we 
went  up,  they  waited  very  quietly  about  the  door  in  a 
crowd,  cackling  to  one  another  occasionally,  in  a  subdued 
tone;  but  the  instant  we  appeared  again,  their  necks  came 
out  like  telescopes,  and  setting  up  a  great  noise,  which 
meant,  I  have  no  doubt,  "  What,  you  would  go,  would  you  ! 
What  do  you  think  of  it !  How  do  you  like  it ! "  they 
attended  us  to  the  outer  gate,  and  cast  us  forth,  derisively, 
into  Mantua. 

The  geese  who  saved  the  Capitol,  were,  as  compared 
with  these,  Pork  to  the  learned  Pig.  What  a  gallery  it 
was  !  I  would  take  their  opinion  on  a  question  of  art,  in 
preference  to  the  discourses  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds. 
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Now  that  we  were  standing  in  the  street,  after  heing 
thus  ignominionsly  escorted  thither,  my  little  friend  was 
plainly  reduced  to  the  "  piccolo  giro,"  or  little  circuit  of 
the  town,  he  had  formerly  proposed.  But  my  sugges- 
tion that  we  should  visit  the  Palazzo  Te  (of  which  I  had 
heard  a  great  deal,  as  a  strange  wild  place)  imparted  new 
life  to  him,  and  away  we  went. 

The  secret  of  the  length  of  Midas's  ears,  would  have 
been  more  extensively  known,  if  that  servant  of  his,  who 
whispered  it  to  the  reeds,  had  lived  in  Mantua,  where 
there  are  reeds  and  rushes  enough  to  have  published  it 
to  all  the  world.  The  Palazzo  Te  stands  in  a  swamp, 
among  this  sort  of  vegetation ;  and  is,  indeed,  as  singular 
a  place  as  I  ever  saw. 

Not  for  its  dreariness,  though  it  is  very  dreary.  Nor 
for  its  dampness,  though  it  is  very  damp.  Nor  for  its 
desolate  condition,  though  it  is  as  desolate  and  neglected 
as  house  can  be.  But  chiefly  for  the  unaccountable  night- 
mares with  which  its  interior  has  been  decorated  (among 
other  subjects  of  more  delicate  execution)  by  Giulio 
Romano.  There  is  a  leering  Giant  over  a  certain  chim- 
ney-piece, and  there  are  dozens  of  Giants  (Titans  warring 
writh  Jove)  on  the  walls  of  another  room,  so  inconceivably 
ugly  and  grotesque,  that  it  is  marvellous  how  any  man 
can  have  imagined  such  creatures.  In  the  chamber  in 
winch  they  abound,  these  monsters,  with  swollen  faces 
and  cracked  cheeks,  and  every  kind  of  distortion  of 
look  and  limb,  are  depicted  as  staggering  under  the 
weight  of  falling  buildings,  and  being  overwhelmed  in 
the  ruins  ;  upheaving  masses  of  rock,  and  burying  them- 
selves beneath  ;  vainly  striving  to  sustain  the  pillars  of 
heavy  roofs  that  topple  down  upon  their  heads ;  and, 
in  a  word,  undergoing  and  doing  every  kind  of  mad  and 
demoniacal  destruction.  The  figures  are  immensely  large, 
and  exaggerated  to  the  utmost  pitch  of  uncouthness ;  the 
coloring  is  harsh  and  disagreeable ;  and  the  whole  effect 
more  like  (I  should  imagine)  a  violent  rush  of  blood  to 
the  head  of  the  spectator,  than  any  real  picture  set  be- 
fore him  by  the  hand  of  an  artist.  This  apoplectic  per- 
formance was  shown  by  a  sickly-looking  woman,  whose 
appearance  was  referable,  I  dare  say,  to  the  bad  air  of 
the  marshes ;  but  it  was  difficult  to  help  feeling  as  if  she 
were  too  much  haunted  by  the  Giants,  and  they  were 
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frightening  her  to  death,  all  alone  in  that  exhausted  cis. 
tern  of  a  Palace,  among  the  reeds  and  rushes,  with  the 

mists  hovering  about  outside,  and  stalking  round  and 
round  it  continually. 

Our  walk  through  Mantua  showed  us,  in  almost  every 
street,  some  suppressed  church:  now  used  for  a  ware- 
house, now  for  nothing  at  all  :  all  as  crazy  and  disman- 
tled as  they  could  be,  short  of  tumbling  down  bodily. 
The  marshy  town  was  so  intensely  dull  and  flat,  that  the 
dirt,  upon  it  seemed  not  to  have  come  there  in  the  or- 
dinary course,  but  to  have  settled  and  mantled  on  its 
surface  as  on  standing  water.  And  yet  there  were  some 
business-dealings  going  on,  and  some  profits  realizing; 
for  there  were  arcades  full  of  Jews,  where  those  extraor- 
dinary people  were  sitting  outside  their  shops,  contem- 
plating their  stores  of  stuffs,  and  woollens,  and  bright 
handkerchiefs,  and  trinkets:  and  looking,  in  all  respects, 
as  wary  and  business-like,  as  their  brethren  in  Hounds- 
ditch,  London. 

Having  selected  a  Vetturino  from  among  the  neigh- 
boring Christians,  who  agreed  to  carry  us  to  Milan  in 
two  days  and  a  half,  and  to  start,  next  morning,  as  soon 
as  the  gates  were  opened,  I  returned  to  the  Golden  Lion, 
and  dined  luxuriously  in  my  own  room,  in  a  narrow  pas- 
sage between  two  bedsteads  :  confronted  by  a  smoky  fire, 
and  backed  up  by  a  chest  of  drawers.  At  six  o'clock 
next  morning,  we  were  jingling  in  the  dark  through  the 
wet  cold  mist  that  enshrouded  the  town ;  and,  before 
noon,  the  driver  (a  native  of  Mantua,  and  sixty  years  of 
age  or  thereabouts)  began  to  ask  the  way  to  Milan. 

It  lay  through  Bozzolo  :  formerly  a  little  republic, 
and  now  one  of  the  most  deserted  and  poverty-stricken 
of  towns :  where  the  landlord  of  the  miserable  inn  (God 
bless  him !  it  was  his  weekly  custom)  was  distributing 
infinitesimal  coins  among  a  clamorous  herd  of  women 
and  children,  whose  rags  were  fluttering  in  the  wind  and 
rain  outside  his  door,  where  they  were  gathered  to  receive 
his  charity.  It  lay  through  mist,  and  mud,  and  rain,  and 
vines  trained  low  upon  the  ground,  all  that  day  and  the 
next;  the  first  sleeping-place  being  Cremona,  memorable 
for  its  dark  brick  churches,  and  immensely  high  tower, 
the  Torrazzo — to  say  nothing  of  its  violins,  of  which  it 
certainly  produces  none  in  these  degenerate  days :  and 
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the  second,  Lodi.  Then  we  went  on,  through  more  mud, 
mist,  and  rain,  and  marshy  ground  :  and  through  such  a 
fog,  as  Englishmen,  strong  in  the  faith  of  their  own 
grievances,  are  apt  to  believe  is  nowhere  to  be  found  but 
in  their  own  country :  until  we  entered  the  paved  street 
of  Milan. 

The  fog  was  so  dense  here,  that  the  spire  of  the  far- 
famed  Cathedral  might  as  well  have  been  at  Bombay,  for 
anything  that  could  be  seen  of  it  at  that  time.  But  as 
we  halted  to  refresh,  for  a  few  days  then,  and  returned 
to  Milan  again  next  summer,  I  had  ample  opportunities 
of  seeing  the  glorious  structure  in  all  its  majesty  and 
beauty. 

All  Christian  homage  to  the  saint  who  lies  within  it ! 
There  are  many  good  and  true  saints  in  the  calendar,  but 
San  Carlo  Borromeo  has — if  I  may  quote  Mrs.  Primrose 
on  such  a  subject — "  my  warm  heart."  A  charitable 
doctor  to  the  sick,  a  munificent  friend  to  the  poor,  and 
this,  not  in  any  spirit  of  blind  bigotry,  but  as  the  bold 
opponent  of  enormous  abuses  in  the  Romish  church,  I 
honor  his  memory.  I  honor  it  none  the  less,  because  he 
was  nearly  slain  by  a  priest,  suborned,  by  priests,  to 
murder  him  at  the  altar:  in  acknowledgment  of  his  en- 
deavors to  reform  a  false  and  hypocritical  brotherhood  of 
monks.  Heaven  shield  all  imitators  of  San  Carlo  Bor- 
romeo as  it  shielded  him  !  A  reforming  Pope  would  need 
a  little  shielding,  even  now. 

The  subterranean  chapel  in  which  the  body  of  San 
Carlo  Borromeo  is  preserved,  presents  as  striking  and  as 
ghastly  a  contrast,  perhaps,  as  any  place  can  show.  The 
tapers  which  are  lighted  down  there,  flash  and  gleam  on 
alti-rilievi  in  gold  and  silver,  delicately  wrought  by  skil- 
ful hands,  and  representing  the  principal  events  in  the 
life  of  the  saint.  Jewels,  and  precious  metals,  shine  and 
sparkle  on  every  side.  A  windlass  slowly  removes  the 
front  of  the  altar;  and,  within  it,  in  a  gorgeous  shrine  of 
gold  and  silver,  is  seen,  through  alabaster,  the  shrivelled 
mummy  of  a  man  :  the  pontifical  robes  with  which  it  is 
adorned,  radiant  with  diamonds,  emeralds,  rubies :  every 
costly  and  magnificent  gem.  The  shrunken  heap  of  poor 
earth  in  the  midst  of  this  great  glitter,  is  more  pitiful 
than  if  it  lay  upon  a  dunghill.  There  is  not  a  ray  of  im- 
prisoned light  in  all  the  flash  and  fire  of  jewels,  but  seems 
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to  mock  the  dusty  holes  where  eyes  were,  once.  Every 
thread  of  silk  in  the  rich  vestments  seems  only  a  provision 
from  the  worms  that  spin,  for  the  behoof  of  worm  that 
propagate  in  sepulchres. 

In  the  old  refectory  of  the  dilapidated  Convent  of  Santa 
Maria  delle  Grazie,  is  the  work  of  art,  perhaps,  better 
known  than  any  other  in  the  world :  the  Last  Supper,  by 
Leonardo  da  Vinci — with  a  door  cut  through  it  by  the 
intelligent  Dominican  friars,  to  facilitate  their  operations 
at  dinner  time. 

I  am  not  mechanically  acquainted  with  the  art  of  paint- 
ing, and  have  no  other  means  of  judging  of  a  picture  than 
as  I  see  it  resembling  and  refining  upon  nature,  and  pre- 
senting graceful  combinations  of  forms  and  colors.  I  am, 
therefore,  no  authority  whatever,  in  reference  to  the 
"touch  "  of  this  or  that  master  ;  though  I  know  very  well 
(as  anybody  may,  who  chooses  to  think  about  the  matter) 
that  few  very  great  masters  can  possibly  have  painted,  in 
the  compass  of  their  lives,  one-half  of  the  pictures  that 
bear  their  names,  and  that  are  recognized  by  many  as- 
pirants to  a  reputation  for  taste,  as  undoubted  originals. 
But  this,  by  the  way.  Of  the  Last  Supper,  I  would  simply 
observe,  that  in  its  beautiful  composition  and  arrange- 
ment, there  it  is,  at  Milan,  a  wonderful  picture;  and  that, 
in  its  original  coloring,  or  in  its  original  expression  of 
any  single  face  or  feature,  there  it  is  not.  Apart  from 
the  damage  it  has  sustained  from  damp,  decay,  and 
neglect,  it  has  been  (as  Barry  shows)  so  retouched  upon, 
and  repainted,  and  that  so  clumsily,  that  many  of  the 
heads  are,  now,  positive  deformities,  with  patches  of  paint 
and  plaster  sticking  upon  them  like  wens,  and  utterly 
distorting  the  expression.  Where  the  original  artist  set 
that  impress  of  his  genius  on  a  face,  which,  almost  in  a 
line  or  touch,  separated  him  from  meaner  painters  and 
made  him  what  he  was,  succeeding  bunglers,  filling  up, 
or  painting  across  seams  and  cracks,  have  been  quite 
unable  to  imitate  his  hand ;  and  putting  in  some  scowls, 
or  frowns,  or  wrinkles,  of  their  own,  have  blotched  and 
spoiled  the  work.  This  is  so  well  established  as  an  histor- 
ical fact,  that  I  should  not  repeat  it,  at  the  risk  of  being 
tedious,  but  for  having  observed  an  English  gentleman 
before  the  picture,  who  was  at  great  pains  to  fall  into 
what  I  may  describe  as  mild  convulsions,  at  certain  minute 
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details  of  expression  which  are  not  left  in  it.  Whereas, 
it  would  be  comfortable  and  rational  for  travellers  and 
critics  to  arrive  at  a  general  understanding  that  it  cannot 
fail  to  have  been  a  work  of  extraordinary  merit,  once ; 
when,  with  so  few  of  its  original  beauties  remaining,  the 
grandeur  of  the  general  design  is  yet  sufficient  to  sustain 
it,  as  a  piece  replete  with  interest  and  dignity. 

We  achieved  the  other  sights  of  Milan,  in  due  course, 
and  a  fine  city  it  is,  though  not  so  unmistakably  Italian 
as  to  possess  the  characteristic  qualities  of  many  towns 
far  less  important  in  themselves.  The  Corso,  where  the 
Milanese  gentry  ride  up  and  down  in  carriages,  and  rather 
than  not  do  which,  they  would  half  starve  themselves  at 
home,  is  a  most  noble  public  promenade,  shaded  by  long 
avenues  of  trees.  In  the  splendid  theatre  of  La  Scala, 
there  was  a  ballet  of  action  performed  after  the  opera, 
under  the  title  of  Prometheus  ;  in  the  beginning  of  which, 
some  hundred  or  two  of  men  and  women  represented 
our  mortal  race  before  the  refinements  of  the  arts  and 
sciences,  and  loves  and  graces,  came  on  earth  to  soften 
them.  I  never  saw  anything  more  effective.  Generally 
speaking,  the  pantomimic  action  of  the  Italians  is  more 
remarkable  for  its  sudden  and  impetuous  character  than 
for  its  delicate  expression  ;  but,  in  this  case,  the  drooping 
monotony  :  the  weary,  miserable,  listless,  moping  life : 
the  sordid  passions  and  desires  of  human  creatures,  des- 
titute of  those  elevating  influences  to  which  we  owe  so 
much,  and  to  whose  promoters  we  render  so  little  :  were 
expressed  in  a  manner  really  powerful  and  affecting.  I 
should  have  thought  it  almost  impossible  to  present  such 
an  idea  so  strongly  on  the  stage,  without  the  aid  of 
speech. 

Milan  soon  lay  behind  us,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning ; 
and  before  the  golden  statue  on  the  summit  of  the 
cathedral  spire  was  lost  in  the  blue  sky,  the  Alps  stu- 
pendously confused  in  lofty  peaks  and  ridges,  clouds  and 
snow,  were  towering  in  our  path. 

Still,  we  continued  to  advance  towards  them  until  night- 
fall;  and,  all  day  long,  the  mountain  tops  presented 
strangely  shifting  shapes,  as  the  road  displayed  them  in 
different  points  of  view.  The  beautiful  day  was  just 
declining,  when  we  came  upon  the  Lago  Maggiore,  with 
its  lovely  islands.    For  however  fanciful  and  fantastic 
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the  [sola  Bella  may  be,  and  is,  it  still  is  beautiful.    Any- 
thing springing  out  of  that  blue  water,  with  that  scenery 

around  it,  must  be. 

It  was  ten  o'clock  at  night  when  we  got  to  Domo 
d'Ossola,  at  the  foot  of  the  Pass  of  the  Simplon.  But  as 
the  moon  was  shining  brightly,  and  there  was  not  a  cloud 
in  the  starlit  sky,  it  was  no  time  for  going  to  bed,  or 
going  anywhere  but  on.  So,  we  got  a  little  carriage, 
after  some  delay,  and  began  the  ascent. 

It  was  late  in  November  ;  and  the  snow  lying  four  or 
five  feet  thick  in  the  beaten  road  on  the  summit  (in  other 
parts  the  new  drift  was  already  deep),  the  air  was  pierc- 
ing cold.  But,  the  serenity  of  the  night,  and  the  grandeur 
of  the  road,  with  its  impenetrable  shadows,  and  deep 
glooms,  and  its  sudden  turns  into  the  shining  of  the 
moon,  and  its  incessant  roar  of  falling  water,  rendered 
the  journey  more  and  more  sublime  at  every  step. 

Soon  leaving  the  calm  Italian  villages  below  us,  sleep- 
ing in  the  moonlight,  the  road  began  to  wind  among  dark 
trees,  and  after  a  time  emerged  upon  a  barer  region,  very 
steep  and  toilsome,  where  the  moon  shone  bright  and 
high.  By  degrees,  the  roar  of  water  grew  louder ;  and 
the  stupendous  track,  after  crossing  the  torrent  by  a 
bridge,  struck  in  between  two  massive  perpendicular 
walls  of  rock  that  quite  shut  out  the  moonlight,  and 
only  left  a  few  stars  shining  in  the  narrow  strip  of  sky 
above.  Then,  even  this  was  lost,  in  the  thick  darkness 
of  a  cavern  in  the  rock,  through  which  the  way  was 
pierced;  the  terrible  cataract  thundering  and  roaring 
close  below  it,  and  its  foam  and  spray  hanging,  in  a  mist, 
about  the  entrance.  Emerging  from  this  cave,  and  com- 
ing again  into  the  moonlight,  and  across  a  dizzy  bridge,  it 
crept  and  twisted  upward,  through  the  Gorge  of  Gondo, 
savage  and  grand  beyond  description,  with  smooth-fronted 
precipices,  rising  up  on  either  hand,  and  almost  meeting 
overhead.  Thus  we  went,  climbing  on  our  rugged  way, 
higher  and  higher,  all  night,  without  a  moment's  weari- 
ness :  lost  in  the  contemplation  of  the  black  rocks,  the 
tremendous  heights  and  depths,  the  fields  of  smooth  snow 
lying  in  the  clefts  and  hollows,  and  the  fierce  torrents 
thundering  headlong  down  the  deep  abyss. 

Towards  daybreak,  we  came  among  the  snow,  where 
a  keen  wind  was  blowing  fiercely.     Having,  with  some 
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trouble,  awakened  the  inmates  of  a  wooden  house  in  this 
solitude  :  round  which  the  wind  was  howling  dismally, 
catching  up  the  snow  in  wreaths  and  hurling  it  away : 
we  got  some  breakfast  in  a  room  built  of  rough  timbers, 
but  well  warmed  by  a  stove,  and  well  contrived  (as  it  had 
need  to  be)  for  keeping  out  the  bitter  storms.  A  sledge 
being  then  made  ready,  and  four  horses  harnessed  to  it, 
we  went,  ploughing,  through  the  snow.  Still  upward,  but 
now  in  the  cold  light  of  morning,  and  with  the  great 
white  desert  on  which  we  travelled,  plain  and  clear. 

We  were  well  upon  the  summit  of  the  mountain:  and 
had  before  us  the  rude  cross  of  wood,  denoting  its  great- 
est altitude  above  the  sea :  when  the  light  of  the  rising 
sun,  struck,  all  at  once,  upon  the  waste  of  snow,  and 
turned  it  a  deep  red.  The  lonely  grandeur  of  the  scene, 
was  then  at  iis  height. 

As  we  went  sledging  on,  there  came  out  of  the  Hospice 
founded  by  Napoleon,  a  group  of  Peasant  travellers,  with 
staves  and  knapsacks,  who  had  rested  there  last  night : 
attended  by  a  monk  or  two,  their  hospitable  entertainers, 
trudging  slowly  forward  with  them,  for  company's  sake. 
It  was  pleasant  to  give  them  good  morning,  and  pretty, 
looking  back  a  long  way  after  them,  to  see  them  looking 
back  at  us,  and  hesitating  presently,  when  one  of  our 
horses  stumbled  and  fell,  whether  or  no  they  should 
return  and  help  us.  But  he  was  soon  up  again,  with  the 
assistance  of  a  rough  wagoner  whose  team  had  stuck 
fast  there  too  ;  and  when  we  had  helped  him  out  of  his 
difficulty,  in  return,  we  left  him  slowly  ploughing  to- 
wards them,  and  went  softly  and  swiftly  forward,  on  the 
brink  of  a  steep  precipice,  among  the  mountain  pines. 

Taking  to  our  wheels  again,  soon  afterwards,  we  began 
rapidly  to  descend;  passing  under  everlasting  glaciers, 
by  means  of  arched  galleries,  hung  with  clusters  of  drip- 
ping icicles :  under  and  over  foaming  waterfalls ;  near 
places  of  refuge,  and  galleries  of  shelter  against  sudden 
danger ;  through  caverns  over  whose  arched  roofs  the 
avalanches  slide,  in  spring,  and  bury  themselves  in  the 
unknown  gulf  beneath.  Down,  over  lofty  bridges,  and 
through  horrible  ravines :  a  little  shifting  speck  in  the 
vast  desolation  of  ice  and  snow,  and  monstrous  granite 
rocks  :  down  through  the  deep  Gorge  of  the  Saltine,  and 
deafened  by  the  torrent  plunging  madly  down,  among 
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the  liven  blocks  of  rock,  into  the  level  country,  far  be- 
low. Gradually  down,  by  zig-zag  roads,  lying  between  an 
upward  and  a  downward  precipice, into  warmer  weather, 
calmer  air,  and  softer  scenery,  until  there  lay  before  us, 
glittering  like  gold  or  silver  in  the  thaw  and  sunshine, 
the  metal-coveted,  red, 'green,  yellow,  domes  and  church- 
spires  of  a  Swiss  town. 

The  business  of  these  recollections  being  with  Italy,  and 
my  business,  consequently,  being  to  scamper  back  thither 
as  fast  as  possible,  I  will  not  recall  (though  1  am  sorely 
tempted)  how  the  Swiss  villages,  clustered  at  the  feet  of 
Giant  mountains,  looked  like  playthings  ;  or  how  con- 
fusedly the  houses  were  heaped  and  piled  together ;  or 
how  there  were  very  narrow  streets  to  shut  the  howling 
winds  out  in  the  winter  time;  and  broken  bridges,  which 
the  impetuous  torrents,  suddenly  released  in  spring,  had 
swept  away.  Or  how  there  were  peasant  women  here, 
with  great  round  fur  caps ;  looking,  when  they  peeped 
out  of  casements  and  only  their  heads  were  seen,  like  a 
population  of  Sword-bearers  to  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London  ; 
or  how  the  town  of  Vevey,  lying  on  the  smooth  lake  of 
Geneva,  was  beautiful  to  see  ;  or  how  the  statue  of  Saint 
Peter  in  the  street  at  Fribourg,  grasps  the  largest  key 
that  ever  was  beheld ;  or  how  Fribourg  is  illustrious  for 
its  two  suspension  bridges,  and  its  grand  cathedral 
organ. 

Or  how,  between  that  town  and  Bale,  the  road  mean- 
dered among  thriving  villages  of  wooden  cottages,  with 
overhanging  thatched  roofs,  and  low  protruding  windows, 
glazed  with  small  round  panes  of  glass  like  crown-pieces  ; 
or  how,  in  every  little  Swiss  homestead,  with  its  cart  or 
wagon  carefully  stowed  away  beside  the  house,  its  little 
garden,  stock  of  poultry,,  and  groups  of  red-cheeked 
children,  there  was  an  air  of  comfort,  very  new  and  very 
pleasant  after  Italy;  or  how  the  dresses  of  the  women 
changed  again,  and  there  were  no  more  sword-bearers  to 
be  seen ;  and  fair  white  stomachers,  and  great  black,  fan- 
shaped,  gauzy-looking  caps,  prevailed  instead. 

Or  how  the  country  by  the  Jura  mountains,  sprinkled 
with  snow,  and  lighted  by  the  moon,  and  musical  with 
falling  water,  was  delightful ;  or  how,  below  the  windows 
of  the  great  hotel  of  the  Three  Kings  at  Bale,  the  swollen 
lihine  ran  fast  and  green ;  or  how,  at  Strasbourg,  it  was 
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quite  as  fast  but  not  as  green  :  and  was  said  to  be  foggy 
lower  down  ;  and,  at  that  late  time  of  the  year,  was  a 
far  less  certain  means  of  progress,  than  the  highway  road 
to  Paris. 

Or  how  Strasbourg  itself,  in  its  magnificent  old  Gothic 
Cathedral,  and  its  ancient  houses  with  their  peaked  roofs 
and  gables,  made  a  little  gallery  of  quaint  and  interest- 
ing views ;  or  how  a  crowd  was  gathered  inside  the 
cathedral  at  noon,  to  see  the  famous  mechanical  clock  in 
motion,  striking  twelve.  How,  when  it  struck  twelve,  a 
whole  army  of  puppets  went  through  many  ingenious 
evolutions;  and,  among  them,  a  huge  puppet-cock, 
perched  on  the  top,  crowed  twelve  times,  loud  and  clear. 
Or  how  it  was  wonderful  to  see  this  cock  at  great  pains 
to  clap  its  wings,  and  strain  its  throat ;  but  obviously 
having  no  connection  whatever  with  its  own  voice,  which 
was  deep  within  the  clock,  a  long  way  down. 

Or  how  the  road  to  Paris,  was  one  sea  of  mud;  and 
thence  to  the  coast,  a  little  better  for  a  hard  frost.  Or 
how  the  cliffs  of  Dover  were  a  pleasant  sight,  and  Eng- 
land was  so  wonderfully  neat — though  dark,  and  lacking 
color  on  a  winter's  day,  it  must  be  conceded. 

Or  how,  a  few  days  afterwards,  it  was  cool,  re-crossing 
the  Channel,  with  ice  upon  the  decks,  and  snow  lying 
pretty  deep  in  France.  Or  how  the  Malle  Poste  scrambled 
through  the  snow,  headlong,  drawn  in  the  hilly  parts  by 
any  number  of  stout  horses  at  a  canter ;  or  how  there 
were,  outside  the  Post  Office  Yard  in  Paris,  before  day- 
break,  extraordinary  adventurers  in  heaps  of  rags,  grop- 
ing in  the  snowy  streets  with  little  rakes,  in  search  of 
odds  and  ends. 

Or  how,  between  Paris  and  Marseilles,  the  snow  being 
then  exceeding  deep,  a  thaw  came  on,  and  the  mail  waded 
rather  than  rolled  for  the  next  three  hundred  miles  or 
so;  breaking  springs  on  Sunday  nights,  and  putting  out 
its  two  passengers  to  warm  and  refresh  themselves  pend- 
ing the  repairs,  in  miserable  billiard-rooms,  where  hairy 
company,  collected  about  stoves,  were  playing  cards ;  the 
cards  being  very  like  themselves — extremely  limp  and 
dirty. 

Or  how  there  was  detention  at  Marseilles  from  stress 
of  weather;  and  steamers  were  advertised  to  go,  which 
did  not  go  ;  or  how  the  good  Steam-packet  Charlemagne 
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at  length  put  out,  and  met  such  weather  that  now  she 
threatened  to  run  into  Toulon,  and  now  into  Nice,  but, 
the  wind  moderating,  did  neither,  hut  ran  on  into  Genoa 
harbor  instead,  where  the  familiar  I  Jells  rang  sweetly  in 
my  ear.  Or  how  there  was  a  travelling  party  on  board, 
of  whom  one  member  was  very  ill  in  the  cabin  next  to 
mine,  and  being  ill  was  cross,  and  therefore  declined  to 
give  up  the  Dictionary,  which  he  kept  under  his  pillow; 
thereby  obliging  his  companions  to  come  down  to  him, 
constantly,  to  ask  what  was  the  Italian  for  a  lump  of 
sugar — a  glass  of  brandy  and  water — what's  o'clock?  and 
so  forth :  which  he  always  insisted  on  looking  out,  with 
his  own  seasick  eyes,  declining  to  entrust  the  book  to 
any  man  alive. 

Like  Grcmio,  I  might  have  told  you,  in  detail,  all  this 
and  something  more — but  to  as  little  purpose — were  I 
not  deterred  by  the  remembrance  that  my  business  is 
with  Italy.  Therefore,  like  Geumio's  story,  it  "  shall  die 
in  oblivion." 

TO  ROME  BY  PISA  AND  SIENA. 

There  is  nothing  in  Italy,  more  beautiful  to  me,  than 
the  coast- road  between  Genoa  and  Spezzia.  On  one  side : 
sometimes  far  below,  sometimes  nearly  on  a  level  with 
the  road,  and  often  skirted  by  broken  rocks  of  many 
shapes :  there  is  the  free  blue  sea,  with  here  and  there  a 
picturesque  felucca  gliding  slowly  on  ;  on  the  other  side 
are  lofty  hills,  ravines  besprinkled  with  white  cottages, 
patches  of  dark  olive  woods,  country  churches  with  their 
light  open  towers,  and  country  houses  gayly  painted. 
On  every  bank  and  knoll  by  the  wayside,  the  wild  cactus 
and  aloe  nourish  in  exuberant  profusion  ;  and  the  gardens 
of  the  bright  villages  along  the  road,  are  seen,  all  blush- 
ing in  the  summer-time  with  clusters  of  the  Belladonna, 
and  are  fragrant  in  the  autumn  and  winter  with  golden 
oranges  and  lemons. 

Some  of  the  villages  are  inhabited,  almost  exclusively, 
by  fishermen  ;  and  it  is  pleasant  to  see  their  great  boats 
hauled  up  on  the  beach,  making  little  patches  of  shade, 
where  they  lie  asleep,  or  where  the  women  and  children 
sit  romping  and  looking  out  to  sea,  while  they  mend  their 
nets  upon  the  shore.     There  is  one  town,  Camoglia,  with 
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its  little  harbor  on  the  sea,  hundreds  of  feet  below  the 
road ;  where  families  of  mariners  live,  who,  time  out  of 
mind,  have  owned  coasting-vessels  in  that  place,  and 
have  traded  to  Spain  and  elsewhere.  Seen  from  the 
road  above,  it  is  like  a  tiny  model  on  the  margin  of  the 
dimpled  water,  shining  in  the  sun.  Descended  into,  by  the 
winding  mule-tracks,  it  is  a  perfect  miniature  of  a  primi- 
tive seafaring  town ;  the  saltest,  roughest,  most  piratical 
little  place  that  ever  was  seen.  Great  rusty  iron  rings 
and  mooring-chains,  capstans,  and  fragments  of  old  masts 
and  spars,  choke  up  the  way ;  hardy  rough-weather  boats 
and  seamen's  clothing,  flutter  in  the  little  harbor  or  are 
drawn  out  on  the  sunny  stones  to  dry;  on  the  parapet  of 
the  rude  pier,  a  few  amphibious-looking  fellows  lie  asleep, 
with  their  legs  dangling  over  the  wall,  as  though  earth  or 
water  were  all  one  to  them,  and  if  they  slipped  in,  they 
would  float  away,  dozing  comfortably  among  the  fishes  ; 
ihe  church  is  bright  with  trophies  of  the  sea,  and  votive 
offerings,  in  commemoration  of  escape  from  storm  and 
shipwreck.  The  dwellings  not  immediately  abutting  on 
the  harbor  are  approached  by  blind  low  archways,  and 
by  crooked  steps,  as  if  in  darkness  and  in  difficulty  of 
access  they  should  be  like  holds  of  ships,  or  inconvenient 
cabins  imder  water ;  and  everywhere,  there  is  a  smell  of 
fish,  and  seaweed,  and  old  rope. 

The  coast-road  whence  Camoglia  is  described  so  far 
below,  is  famous,  in  the  warm  season,  especially  in  some 
parts  near  Genoa,  for  fire-flies.  Walking  there,  on  a  dark 
night,  I  have  seen  it  made  one  sparkling  firmament  by 
these  beautiful  insects :  so  that  the  distant  stars  were 
pale  against  the  flash  and  glitter  that  spangled  every  olive 
wood  and  hillside,  and  pervaded  the  whole  air. 

It  was  not  in  such  a  season,  however,  that  we  traversed 
this  road  on  our  way  to  Rome.  The  middle  of  January 
was  only  just  past,  and  it  was  very  gloomy  and  dark 
weather ;  very  wet  besides.  In  crossing  the  fine  pass  of 
Bracco,  we  encountered  such  a  storm  of  mist  and  rain, 
that  we  travelled  in  a  cloud  the  whole  way.  There  might 
have  been  no  Mediterranean  in  the  world,  for  anything 
that  we  saw  of  it  there,  except  when  a  sudden  gust  of 
wind,  clearing  the  mist  before  it,  for  a  moment,  showed 
the  agitated  sea  at  a  great  depth  below,  lashing  the  dis- 
tant rocks,  and  spouting  up  its  foam  furiously.    The  raid 
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was  incessant;  every  brook  and  torrent  was  greatly 
swollen;  und  such  a  deafening  leaping,  and  roaring,  and 
thundering  of  water,  1  never  heard  the  like  of  in  my 
life. 

Hence,  when  we  came  to  Spezzia,  we  found  that  the 
Magra,  an  iinbridged  river  on  the  high  road  to  Pisa,  was 
too  high  to  he  safely  crossed  in  the  Ferry  Boat,  and  were 
fain  to  wait  until  the  afternoon  of  next  day,  when  it  had, 
in  some  degree,  subsided.  Spezzia,  however,  is  a  good 
place  to  tarry  at ;  by  reason,  firstly,  of  its  beautiful  bay ; 
secondly,  of  its  ghostly  Inn  ;  thirdly,  of  the  head-dress 
of  the  women,  who  wear,  on  one  side  of  their  head,  a 
small  doll's  straw  hat,  stuck  on  to  the  hair;  which  is 
certainly  the  oddest  and  most  roguish  head-gear  that 
ever  was  invented. 

The  Magra  safely  crossed  in  the  Ferry  Boat — the  pas- 
sage is  not  hy  any  means  agreeable,  when  the  current  is 
swollen  and  strong — we  arrived  at  Carrara,  within  a  few 
hours.  In  good  time  next  morning,  we  got  some  ponies, 
and  went  out  to  see  the  marble  quarries. 

They  are  four  or  five  great  glens,  running  up  into  a 
range  of  lofty  hills,  until  they  can  run  no  longer,  and  are 
stopped  by  being  abruptly  strangled  by  Nature.  The 
quarries,  or  "caves,"  as  they  call  them  there,  are  so  many 
openings,  high  up  in  the  hills,  on  either  side  of  these 
passes,  where  they  blast  and  excavate  for  marble:  which 
may  turn  out  good  or  bad :  may  make  a  man's  fortune 
very  quickly,  or  ruin  him  by  the  great  expense  of  working 
what  is  worth  nothing.  Some  of  these  caves  were  opened 
by  the  ancient  Romans,  and  remain  as  they  left  them  to 
this  hour.  Many  others  are  being  worked  at  this  mo- 
ment ;  others  are  to  be  begun  to-morrow,  next  week,  next 
month;  others  are  unbought,  unthought  of ;  and  marble 
enough  for  more  ages  than  have  passed  since  the  place 
was  resorted  to,  lies  hidden  everywhere  :  patiently  await- 
ing its  time  of  discovery. 

As  you  toil  and  clamber  up  one  of  these  steep  gorges 
(having  left  your  pony  soddening  his  girths  in  water,  a 
mile  or  two  lower  down)  you  hear,  every  now  and  then, 
echoing  among  the  hills,  in  a  low  tone,  more  silent  than 
the  previous  silence,  a  melancholy  warning  bugle, — a 
signal  to  the  miners  to  withdraw.  Then,  there  is  a  thun- 
dering, and  echoing  from  hill  to  hill,  and  perhaps  a  splash- 
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ing  up  of  great  fragments  of  rock  into  the  air ;  and  on 
you  toil  again  until  some  other  bugle  sounds,  in  a  new 
direction,  and  you  stop  directly,  lest  you  should  come 
within  the  range  of  the  new  explosion. 

There  were  numbers  of  men,  "working  high  up  in  these 
hills — on  the  sides — clearing  away,  and  sending  down  the 
broken  masses  of  stone  and  earth,  to  make  way  for  the 
blocks  of  marble  that  had  been  discovered.  As  these 
came  rolling  down  from  unseen  hands  into  the  narrow 
valley,  I  could  not  help  thinking  of  the  deep  glen  (just 
the  same  sort  of  glen)  where  the  Koc  left  Sinbad  the 
Sailor;  and  where  the  merchants  from  the  heights  above, 
flung  down  great  pieces  of  meat  for  the  diamonds  to  stick 
to.  There  were  no  eagles  here,  to  darken  the  sun  in  their 
swoop,  and  pounce  upon  them  ;  but  it  was  as  wild  and 
fierce  as  if  there  had  been  hundreds. 

But  the  road,  the  road  down  which  the  marble  comes, 
however  immense  the  blocks  !  The  genius  of  the  country, 
and  the  spirit  of  its  institutions,  pave  that  road  :  repair 
it,  watch  it,  keep  it  going  !  Conceive  a  channel  of  water 
running  over  a  rocky  bed,  beset  "with  great  heaps  of  stone 
of  all  shapes  and  sizes,  winding  down  the  middle  of  this 
valley  ;  and  that  being  the  road — because  it  was  the  road 
five  hundred  years  ago !  Imagine  the  clumsy  carts  of 
five  hundred  years  ago,  being  used  to  this  hour,  and 
drawn,  as  they  used  to  be,  five  hundred  years  ago,  by 
oxen,  whose  ancestors  were  worn  to  death  five  hundred 
years  ago,  as  their  unhappy  descendants  are  now,  in 
twelve  months,  by  the  suffering  and  agony  of  this  cruel 
work !  Two  pair,  four  pair,  ten  pair,  twenty  pair,  to  one 
block,  according  to  its  size  ;  down  it  must  come,  this  way. 
In  their  struggling  from  stone  to  stone,  with  their  enor- 
mous loads  behind  them,  they  die  frequently  upon  the 
spot;  and  not  they  alone;  for  their  passionate  drivers, 
sometimes  tumbling  down  in  their  energy,  are  crushed 
to  death  beneath  the  wheels.  But  it  was  good  five  hun- 
dred years  ago,  and  it  must  be  good  now :  and  a  railroad 
down  one  of  these  steeps  (the  easiest  thing  in  the  world) 
would  be  flat  blasphemy. 

When  we  stood  aside,  to  see  one  of  these  cars  drawn  by 
only  a  pair  of  oxen  (for  it  had  but  one  small  block  of 
marble  on  it),  coming  down,  I  hailed,  in  my  heart,  the 
man  who  sat  upon  the  heavy  yoke,  to  keep  it  on  the  neck 


104  PICTURES  FROM  ITALY. 

of  the  poor  beasts — and  who  faced  backwards:  not  before 
him — as  the  very  Devil  of  true  despotism.  He  had  a 
great  rod  in  his  hand,  with  an  iron  point;  and  when  they 
could  plough  and  force  their  way  through  the  loose  bed 
of  the  torrent  no  longer,  and  came  to  a  stop,  he  poked  it 
into  their  bodies,  beat  it  on  their  heads,  screwed  it  round 
and  round  in  their  nostrils,  got  them  on  a  yard  or  two, 
in  the  madness  of  intense  pain  ;  repeated  all  these  persua- 
sions, with  increased  intensity  of  purpose,  when  they 
stopped  again ;  got  them  on,  once  more,  forced  and 
goaded  them  to  an  abrupter  point  of  the  descent;  and 
when  their  writhing  and  smarting,  and  the  weight  behind 
them,  bore  them  plunging  down  the  precipice  in  a  cloud 
of  scattered  water,  whirled  his  rod  above  his  head,  and 
gave  a  great  whoop  and  hallo,  as  if  he  had  achieved  some- 
thing, and  had  no  idea  that  they  might  shake  him  off, 
and  blindly  mash  his  brains  upon  the  road,  in  the  noon- 
tide of  his  triumph. 

Standing  in  one  of  the  many  studii  of  Carrara,  that 
afternoon — for  it  is  a  great  workshop,  full  of  beautifully- 
finished  copies  in  marble,  of  almost  every  figure,  group, 
and  bust,  we  know — -it  seemed,  at  first,  so  strange  to  me 
that  those  exquisite  shapes,  replete  with  grace,  and 
thought,  and  delicate  repose,  should  grow  out  of  all  this 
toil,  and  sweat,  and  torture  !  But  I  soon  found  a  parallel 
to  it,  and  an  explanation  of  it,  in  every  virtue  that  springs 
up  in  miserable  ground,  and  every  good  thing  that  has 
its  birth  in  sorrow  and  distress.  And,  looking  out  of  the 
sculptor's  great  window,  upon  the  marble  mountains,  all 
red,  and  glowing  in  the  decline  of  day,  but  stern  and 
solemn  to  the  last,  I  thought,  my  God !  how  many  quar- 
ries of  human  hearts  and  souls,  capable  of  far  more  beauti- 
ful results,  are  left  shut  up  and  mouldering  away  :  while 
pleasure-travellers  through  life,  avert  their  faces,  as  they 
pass,  and  shudder  at  the  gloom  and  ruggedness  that  con- 
ceal them ! 

The  then  reigning  Duke  of  Modena,  to  whom  this  ter- 
ritory in  part  belonged,  claimed  the  proud  distinction  of 
being  the  only  sovereign  in  Europe  who  had  not  recog- 
nized Louis-Philippe  as  King  of  the  French!  He  was 
not  a  wag,  but  quite  in  earnest.  He  was  also  much  op- 
posed to  railroads  ;  and  if  certain  lines  in  contemplation 
by  other  potentates,  on  either  side  of  him,  had  been  ex- 
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ecuted,  would  have  probably  enjoyed  the  satisfaction  of 
having  an  omnibus  plying  to  and  fro,  across  his  not  very 
vast  dominions,  to  forward  travellers  from  one  terminus 
to  another. 

Carrara,  shut  in  by  great  hills,  is  very  picturesque 
and  bold.  Few  tourists  stay  there;  and  the  people  are 
nearly  all  connected,  in  one  way  or  other,  with  the  work- 
ing of  marble.  There  are  also  villages  among  the  caves, 
where  the  workmen  live.  It  contains  a  beautiful  little 
Theatre,  newly  built ;  and  it  is  an  interesting  custom 
there,  to  form  the  chorus  of  laborers  in  the  marble 
quarries,  who  are  self-taught  and  sing  by  ear.  I  heard 
them  in  a  comic  opera,  and  in  an  act  of  "  Norma  ;  "  and 
they  acquitted  themselves  very  well ;  unlike  the  common 
people  of  Italy,  generally,  who  (with  some  exceptions 
among  the  Neapolitans)  sing  vilely  out  of  tune,  and  have 
very  disagreeable  singing  voices. 

From  the  summit  of  a  lofty  hill  beyond  Carrara,  the 
first  view  of  the  fertile  plain  in  which  the  town  of  Pisa 
lies — with  Leghorn,  a  purple  spot  in  the  flat  distance — is 
enchanting.  Nor  is  it  only  distance  that  lends  enchant- 
ment to  the  view ;  for  the  fruitful  country,  and  rich  woods 
of  olive-trees  through  which  the  road  subsequently  passes, 
render  it  delightful. 

The  moon  was  shining  when  we  approached  Pisa,  and 
for  a  long  time  we  could  see,  behind  the  wall,  the  leaning 
Tower,  all  awry  in  the  uncertain  light;  the  shadowy 
original  of  the  old  pictures  in  school-books,  setting  forth 
"  The  Wonders  of  the  World."  Like  most  things  con- 
nected in  their  first  associations  with  school-books  and 
school-times,  it  was  too  small.  I  felt  it  keenly.  It  was 
othing.liko  so  high  above  the  wall  as  I  had  hoped.  It  was 
another  of  the  many  deceptions  practised  by  Mr.  Harris, 
Bookseller,  at  the  corner  of  St.  Paul's  Churchyard,  London. 
His  Tower  was  a  fiction,  but  this  was  reality — and,  by 
comparison,  a  short  reality.  Still,  it  looked  very  well, 
and  very  strange,  and  was  quite  as  much  out  of  the  per- 
pendicular as  Harris  had  represented  it  to  be.  The  quiet 
air  of  Pisa  too ;  the  big  guardhouse  at  the  gate,  with  only 
two  little  soldiers  in  it;  the  streets,  with  scarcely  any 
show  of  people  in  them  ;  and  the  Arno,  flowing  quaintly 
through  the  centre  of  the  town  ;  were  excellent.  So,  I 
bore  no  malice  in  my  heart  against  Mr.  Harris  (remern- 
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boring  his  good  intentions),  but  forgave  him  before  dinner, 
and  went  out,  full  of  confidence,  to  see  the  Tower  next 
morning. 

I  might  have  known  better;  but,  somehow,  1  had  ex- 
pected to  see  it,  casting  its  long  shadow  on  a  public  street 
where  people  came  and  went  all  day.  it  was  a  sur- 
prise to  me  to  find  it  in  a  grave  retired  place,  apart  from 
the  general  resort,  and  carpeted  with  smooth  green  turf. 
But,  the  group  of  buildings,  clustered  on  and  about  this 
verdant  carpet :  comprising  the  Tower,  the  Baptistery,  the 
Cathedral,  and  the  Church  of  the  Campo  Santo:  is  per- 
haps the  most  remarkable  and  beautiful  in  the  whole 
world ;  and  from  being  clustered  there,  together,  away 
from  the  ordinary  transactions  and  details  of  the  town, 
they  have  a  singularly  venerable  and  impressive  character. 
It  is  the  architectural  essence  of  a  rich  old  city,  with  all  its 
common  life  and  common  habitations  pressed  out,  and 
filtered  away. 

Sismoxdi  compares  the  Tower  to  the  usual  pictorial  rep- 
resentations in  children's  books,  of  the  Tower  of  Babel. 
It  is  a  happy  simile,  and  conveys  a  better  idea  of  the  build- 
ing than  chapters  of  labored  description.  Nothing  can 
exceed  the  grace  and  lightness  of  the  structure;  nothing 
can  be  more  remarkable  than  its  general  appearance.  In 
the  course  of  the  ascent  to  the  top  (which  is  by  an  easy 
staircase),  the  inclination  is  not  very  apparent;  but,  at 
the  summit,  it  becomes  so,  and  gives  one  the  sensation  of 
being  in  a  ship  that  has  heeled  over  through  the  action 
of  an  ebb-tide.  The  effect  upon  the  low  side,  so  to  speak 
— looking  over  from  the  gallery,  and  seeing  the  shaft  re- 
cede to  its  base — is  very  startling ;  and  I  saw  a  nervous 
traveller  hold  on  to  the  Tower  involuntarily,  after,  glanc- 
ing down,  as  if  he  had  some  idea  of  propping  it  up. 
The  view  within,  from  the  ground — looking  up,  as  through 
a  slanted  tube — is  also  very  curious.  It  certainly  inclines 
as  much  as  the  most  sanguine  tourist  could  desire.  The 
natural  impulse  of  ninety-nine  people  out  of  a  hundred, 
who  were  about  to  recline  upon  the  grass  below  it,  to  rest, 
and  contemplate  the  adjacent  buildings,  would  probably 
be,  not  to  take  up  their  position  under  the  leaning  side ; 
it  is  so  very  much  aslant. 

The  manifold  beauties  of  the  Cathedral  and  Baptistery 
need  no  recapitulation  from  me ;  though  in  this  case,  as 
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in  a  hundred  others,  T  find  it  difficult  to  separate  my  own 
delight  in  recalling-  them,  from  your  weariness  in  having 
them  recalled.  There  is  a  picture  of  St.  Agnes,  by  Andrea 
del  Sarto,  in  the  former,  and  there  are  a  variety  of  rich 
columns  in  the  latter,  that  tempt  me  strongly. 

It  is,  I  hope,  no  breach  of  my  resolution  not  to  be 
tempted  into  elaborate  descriptions,  to  remember  the 
Campo  Santo;  where  grass-grown  graves  are  dug  in  earth 
brought  more  than  six  hundred  years  ago,  from  the  Holy 
Land ;  and  where  there  are  surrounding  them,  such 
cloisters,  with  such  playing  lights  and  shadows  falling 
through  their  delicate  tracery  on  the  stone  pavement,  as 
surely  the  dullest  memory  could  never  forget.  On  the 
walls  of  this  solemn  and  lovely  place,  are  ancient  frescoes, 
very  much  obliterated  and  decayed,  but  very  curious. 
As  usually  happens  in  almost  any  collection  of  paintings, 
of  any  sort,  in  Italy,  where  there  are  many  heads,  there 
is,  in  one  of  them,  a  striking  accidental  likeness  of 
Napoleon.  At  one  time,  I  used  to  please  my  fancy  with 
the  speculation  whether  these  old  painters,  attheir  work, 
had  a  foreboding  knowledge  of  the  man  who  would  one 
day  arise  to  wreak  such  destruction  upon  art:  whose 
soldiers  would  make  targets  of  great  pictures,  and  stable 
their  horses  among  triumphs  of  architecture.  But  the 
same  Corsican  face  is  so  plentiful  in  some  parts  of  Italy 
at  this  day,  that  a  more  commonplace  solution  of  the 
coincidence  is  unavoidable. 

If  Pisa  be  the  seventh  wonder  of  the  world  in  right  of 
its  Tower,  it  may  claim  to  be,  at  least,  the  second  or  third 
in  right  of  its  beggars.  They  waylay  the  unhappy  visitor 
at  every  turn,  escort  him  to  every  door  he  enters  at,  and 
lie  in  wait  for  him,  with  strong  reinforcements,  at  every 
door  by  which  they  know  he  must  come  out.  The  grat- 
ing of  the  portal  on  its  hinges  is  the  signal  for  a  general 
shout,  and  the  moment  he  appears,  he  is  hemmed  in,  and 
fallen  on,  by  heaps  of  rags  and  personal  distortions.  The 
beggars  seem  to  embody  all  the  trade  and  enterprise  of 
Pisa.  Nothing  else  is  stirring,  but  warm  air.  Going 
through  the  streets,  the  fronts  of  the  sleepy  houses  look 
like  backs.  They  are  all  so  still  and  quiet,  and  unlike 
houses  with  people  in  them,  that  the  greater  part  of  the 
city  has  the  appearance  of  a  city  at  daybreak,  or  during 
a  general  siesta  of  the  population.     Or  it  is  yet  more  like 
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(hose  backgrounds  of  houses  in  common  prints,  or  old 
engravings,  where  windows  and  doors  are  squarely  indi- 
cated, and  one  figure  (a  beggar  of  course)  is  seen  walking 
off  by  itself  into  illimitable  perspective. 

Not  SO  Leghorn  (made  illustrious  by  SmoiAjbtt's grave), 
which  is  a  thriving,  business-like,  matter-of-fact  place, 
where  idleness  is  shouldered  out  of  the  way  by  commerce. 
The  regulations  observed  there,  in  reference  to  trade  and 
merchants,  are  very  liberal  and  free ;  and  the  town,  of 
course,  benefits  by  them.  Leghorn  has  a  bad  name  in 
connection  with  stabbers,  and  with  some  justice  it  must 
be  allowed  ;  for,  not  many  years  ago,  there  was  an  assas- 
sination club  there,  the  members  of  which  bore  no-ill-will 
to  anybody  in  particular,  but  stabbed  people  (quite 
strangers  to  them)  in  the  streets  at  night,  for  the  pleasure 
and  excitement  of  the  recreation.  I  think  the  president 
of  this  amiable  society,  was  a  shoemaker.  He  was  taken, 
however,  and  the  club  was  broken  up.  It  would,  probably, 
have  disappeared  in  the  natural  course  of  events,  before 
the  railroad  between  Leghorn  and  Pisa,  which  is  a  good 
one  and  has  already  begun  to  astonish  Italy  with  a  pre- 
cedent of  punctuality,  order,  plain  dealing,  and  improve- 
ment— the  most  dangerous  and  heretical  astonisher  of 
all.  There  must  have  been  a  slight  sensation,  as  of  earth- 
quake, surely,  in  the  Vatican,  when  the  first  Italian 
railroad  was  thrown  open. 

Returning  to  Pisa,  and  hiring  a  good-tempered  Vetturmo 
and  his  four  horses,  to  take  us  on  to  Rome,  we  travelled 
through  pleasant  Tuscan  villages  and  cheerful  scenery  all 
day.  The  roadside  crosses  in  this  part  of  Italy  are  nu- 
merous and  curious.  There  is  seldom  a  figure  on  the  cross, 
though  there  is  sometimes  a  face ;  but  they  are  remark- 
able for  being  garnished  with  little  models  in  wood,  of 
every  possible  object  that  can  be  connected  with  the 
Saviour's  death.  The  cock  that  crowed  when  Peter  had 
denied  his  Master  thrice,  is  usually  perched  on  the  tip- 
top; and  in  ornithological  phenomenon  he  generally  is. 
Under  him,  is  the  inscription.  Then,  hung  on  to  the 
cross-beam,  are  the  spear,  the  reed  with  the  sponge  of 
vinegar  and  water  at  the  end,  the  coat  without  seam  for 
which  the  soldiers  cast  lots,  the  dice-box  with  which 
they  threw  for  it,  the  hammer  that  drove  in  the  nails, 
the  pincers  that  pulled  them  out,  the  ladder  which  was 
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set  against  the  cross,  the  crown  of  thorns,  the  instrument 
of  flagellation,  the  lantern  with  which  Mary  went  to  the 
tomb  (I  suppose),  and  the  sword  with  which  Peter  smote 
the  servant  of  the  high  priest, — a  perfect  toy-shop  of 
little  objects,  repeated  at  every  four  or  five  miles,  all  along 
the  highway. 

On  the  evening  of  the  second  day  from  Pisa,  we  reached 
the  beautiful  old  city  of  Siena.  There  was  what  they 
called  a  Carnival,  in  progress ;  but,  as  its  secret  lay  in  a 
score  or  two  of  melancholy  people  walking  up  and  down 
the  principal  street  in  common  toy-shop  masks,  and  being 
more  melancholy,  if  possible,  than  the  same  sort  of  people 
in  England,  I  say  no  more  of  it.  We  went  off,  betimes 
next  morning,  to  see  the  Cathedral,  which  is  wonderfully 
picturesque  inside  and  out,  especially  the  latter — also  the 
market-place,  or  great  Piazza,  which  is  a  large  square, 
with  a  great  broken-nosed  fountain  in  it :  some  quaint 
Gothic  houses :  and  a  high  square  brick  tower ;  outside 
the  top  of  which — a  curious  feature  in  such  views  in  Ita^ 
— hangs  an  enormous  bell.  It  is  like  a  bit  of  Venice, 
without  the  water.  There  are  some  curious  old  Palazzi  in 
the  town,  which  is  very  ancient ;  and  without  having  (for 
me)  the  interest  of  Verona,  or  Genoa,  it  is  very  dreamy 
and  fantastic,  and  most  interesting. 

We  went  on  again,  as  soon  as  we  had  seen  these  things, 
and  going  over  a  rather  bleak  country  (there  had  been 
nothing  but  vines  until  now :  mere  walking-sticks  at  that 
season  of  the  year),  stopped,  as  usual,  between  one  and 
two  hours  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  to  rest  the  horses ; 
that  being  a  part  of  every  Vetturino  contract.  We  then 
went  on  again,  through  the  region  gradually  becoming 
bleaker  and  wilder,  until  it  became  as  bare  and  desolate 
as  any  Scottish  moors.  Soon  after  dark,  we  halted  for 
the  night,  at  the  osteria  of  La  Scala :  a  perfectly  lone 
house,  where  the  family  were  sitting  round  a  great  fire 
in  the  kitchen,  raised  on  a  stone  platform  three  or  four 
feet  high,  and  big  enough  for  the  roasting  of  an  ox.  On 
the  upper,  and  only  other  floor  of  this  hotel,  there  was 
a  great  wild  rambling  sala,  with  one  very  little  window 
in  a  by-corner,  and  four  black  doors  opening  into  four 
black  bedrooms  in  various  directions.  To  say  nothing  of 
another  large  black  door,  opening  into  another  large 
black  sala,  with  the  staircase  coming  abruptly  through  a 
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kind  Of  trap-door  in  the  floor,  and  the  rafters  of  the  roof 
looming  above;  a  suspicious  little  press  skulking  in  one 
obscure  corner:  and  all  the  knives  in  the  house  lying 
about  in  various  directions.  The  fireplace  was  of  the 
purest  Italian  architecture,  so  that  it  was  perfectly  im- 
possible to  see  it  for  the  smoke.  The  waitress  was  like  a 
dramatic  brigand's  wife,  and  wore  the  same  style  of  dress 
upon  her  head.  The  dogs  barked  like  mad;  the  echoes 
ret unied  the  compliments  bestowed  upon  them;  there 
was  not  another  house  within  twelve  miles;  and  things 
had  a  dreary,  and  rather  a  cut-throat,  appearance. 

They  were  not  improved  by  rumors  of  robbers  having 
come  out,  strong  and  boldly,  within  a  few  nights ;  and 
of  their  having  stopped  the  mail  very  near  that  place. 
They  were  known  to  have  waylaid  some  travellers  not 
long  before,  on  Mount  Vesuvius  itself,  and  were  the  talk 
at  all  the  roadside  inns.  As  they  were  no  business  of 
ours,  however  (for  we  had  very  little  with  us  to  lose),  we 
made  ourselves  merry  on  the  subject,  and  were  very  soou 
as  comfortable  as  need  be.  We  had  the  usual  dinner  in 
this  solitary  house ;  and  a  very  good  dinner  it  is,  when 
you  are  used  to  it.  There  is  something  with  a  vegetable 
or  some  rice  in  it,  which  is  a  sort  of  shorthand  or  arbi- 
trary character  for  soup,  and  which  tastes  very  well, 
when  you  have  flavored  it  with  plenty  of  grated  cheese, 
lots  of  salt,  and  abundance  of  pepper.  There  is  the  half 
fowl  of  which  this  soup  has  been  made.  There  is  a 
stewed  pigeon,  with  the  gizzards  and  livers  of  himself 
and  other  birds  stuck  all  round  him.  There  is  a  bit  of 
roast  beef,  the  size  of  a  small  French  roll.  There  are  a 
scrap  of  Parmesan  cheese,  and  five  little  withered  apples, 
all  huddled  together  on  a  small  plate,  and  crowding  one 
upon  the  other,  as  if  each  were  trying  to  save  itself  from 
the  chance  of  being  eaten.  Then  there  is  coffee ;  and 
then  there  is  bed.  You  don't  mind  brick  floors;  you 
don't  mind  yawning  doors,  nor  banging  windows;  you 
don't  mind  your  own  horses  being  stabled  under  the  bed  : 
and  so  close,  that  every  time  a  horse  coughs  or  sneezes, 
he  wakes  you.  If  you  are  good-humored  to  the  people 
about  you,  and  speak  pleasantly,  and  look  cheerful,  take 
my  word  for  it  you  may  be  well  entertained  in  the  very 
worst  Italian  inn,  and  always  in  the  most  obliging  man- 
ner, and  may  go  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the  other 
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(despite  all  stories  to  the  contrary)  without  any  great  trial 
of  your  patience  anywhere.  Especially,  when  you  get  such 
wine  in  flasks,  as  the  Orvieto,  and  the  Monte  Pulciano. 

It  was  a  bad  morning  when  we  left  this  place;  and 
we  went,  for  twelve  miles,  over  a  country  as  barren,  as 
stony,  and  as  wild,  as  Cornwall  in  England,  until  we  came 
to  Kadicofani,  where  there  is  a  ghostly,  goblin  inn  :  once 
a  hunting-seat,  belonging  to  the  Dukes  of  Tuscany.  It 
is  full  of  such  rambling  eorridors,  and  gaunt  rooms,  that 
all  the  murdering  and  phantom  tales  that  ever  were 
written  might  have  originated  in  that  one  house.  There 
are  some  horrible  old  Falazzi  in  C4enoa :  one  in  particular, 
not  unlike  it,  outside ;  but  there  is  a  windy,  creaking, 
wormy,  rustling,  door-opening,  foot-on-staircase-falling 
character  about  this  Radicofani  Hotel,  sueh  as  I  never 
saw,  anywhere  else.  The  town,  such  as  it  is,  hangs  on  a 
hillside  above  the  house,  and  in  front  of  it.  The  inhabi- 
tants are  all  beggars  ;  and  as  soon  as  they  see  a  carriage 
coming,  they  swoop  down  upon  it,  like  so  many  birds  of 
prey. 

When  we  got  on  the  mountain  pass,  which  lies  beyond 
this  place,  the  wind  (as  they  had  forewarned  us  at  the 
inn)  was  so  terrific,  that  we  were  obliged  to  take  my 
other  half  out  of  the  carriage,  lest  she  should  be  blown 
over,  carriage  and  all,  and  to  hang  to  it,  on  the  windy  side 
(as  well  as  we  could  for  laughing),  to  prevent  its  going, 
Heaven  knows  where.  For  mere  force  of  wind,  this  land- 
storm  might  have  competed  with  an  Atlantic  gale,  and 
had  a  reasonable  chance  of  coming  off  victorious.  The 
blast  came  sweeping  down  great  gullies  in  a  range  of 
mountains  on  the  right :  so  that  we  looked  with  positive 
awe  at  a  great  morass  on  the  left,  and  saw  that  there  was 
not  a  bush  or  twig  to  hold  by.  It  seemed  as  if,  once  blown 
from  our  feet,  we  must  be  swept  out  to  sea,  or  away  into 
space.  There  was  snow,  and  hail,  and  rain,  and  lightning, 
and  thunder;  and  there  were  rolling  mists,  travelling 
with  incredible  velocity.  It  was  dark,  awful,  and  solitary 
to  the  last  degree ;  there  were  mountains  above  mountains, 
veiled  in  angry  clouds;  and  there  was  such  a  wrathful, 
rapid,  violent,  tumultuous  hurry,  everywhere,  as  rendered 
the  scene  unspeakably  exciting  and  grand. 

It  was  a  relief  to  get  out  of  it,  notwithstanding ;  and 
to  cross  even  the  dismal  dirty  Papal  Frontier.    After 
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passing  through  two  little  towns ;  in  one  of  which,  Acqua- 
pendente,  there  was  also  a  "Carnival"  in  progress:  con- 
sisting of  one  man  dressed  and  masked  as  a  woman,  and 
one  woman  dressed  and  masked  as  a  man,  walking  ankle- 
deep,  through  the  muddy  streets,  in  a  very  melancholy 
manner  :  we  came,  at  dusk,  within  sight  of  the  Lake  of 
Bolsena,  on  whose  bank  there  is  a  little  town  of  the  same 
name,  much  celebrated  for  malaria.  With  the  exception 
of  this  poor  place,  there  is  not  a  cottage  on  the  banks  of 
the  lake,  or  near  it  (for  nobody  dare  sleep  there)  ;  not  a 
boat  upon  its  waters;  not  a  stick  or  stake  to  break  the 
dismal  monotony  of  seven-and-twenty  watery  miles.  We 
were  late  in  getting  in,  the  roads  being  very  bad  from 
heavy  rains ;  and,  after  dark,  the  dulness  of  the  scene  was 
quite  intolerable. 

We  entered  on  a  very  different,  and  a  finer  scene  of 
desolation,  next  night,  at  sunset.  We  had  passed  through 
Montefiaschone  (famous  for  its  wine)  and  Ylterbo  (for  its 
fountains) :  and  after  climbing  up  a  long  hill  of  eight  or 
ten  miles'  extent,  came  suddenly  upon  the  margin  of  a 
solitary  lake :  in  one  part  very  beautiful,  with  a  luxuriant 
wood ;  in  another,  very  barren,  and  shut  in  by  bleak 
volcanic  hills.  Where  this  lake  flows,  there  stood,  of  old, 
a  city.  It  was  swallowed  up  one  day ;  and  in  its  stead, 
this  water  rose.  There  are  ancient  traditions  (common  to 
many  parts  of  the  world)  of  the  ruined  city  having  been 
seen  below,  when  the  water  was  clear ;  but  however  that 
may  be,  from  this  spot  of  earth  it  vanished.  The  ground 
came  bubbling  up  above  it;  and  the  water  too;  and  here 
they  stand,  like  ghosts  on  whom  the  other  world  closed 
suddenly,  and  who  have  no  means  of  getting  back  again. 
They  seem  to  be  waiting  the  course  of  ages,  for  the  next 
earthquake  in  that  place ;  when  they  will  plunge  below 
the  ground,  at  its  first  yawning,  and  be  seen  no  more. 
The  unhappy  city  below,  is  not  more  lost  and  dreary, 
than  these  fire-charred  hills  and  the  stagnant  water,  above. 
The  red  sun  looked  strangely  on  them,  as  with  the  knowl- 
edge that  they  were  made  for  caverns  and  darkness;  and 
the  melancholy  water  oozed  and  sucked  the  mud,  and 
crept  quietly  among  the  marshy  grass  and  reeds,  as  if  the 
overthrow  of  all  the  ancient  towers  and  house-tops,  and 
the  death  of  all  the  ancient  people  born  and  bred  there, 
were  yet  heavy  on  its  conscience. 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  113 

A  short  ride  from  this  lake,  brought  us  to  Ronciglione ; 
a  little  town  like  a  large  pigstye,  where  we  passed  the 
night.  Next  morning  at  seven  o'clock,  we  started  for 
Rome. 

As  soon  as  we  were  out  of  the  pigstye,  we  entered  on 
the  Campagna  Romana ;  an  undulating  flat  (as  you  know), 
where  few  people  can  live ;  and  where,  for  miles  and 
miles,  there  is  nothing  to  relieve  the  terrible  monotony 
and  gloom.  Of  all  kinds  of  country  that  could,  by 
possibility,  lie  outside  the  gates  of  Rome,  this  is  the  aptest 
and  fittest  burial-ground  for  the  dead  City.  So  sad,  so 
quiet,  so  sullen ;  so  secret  in  its  covering  up  of  great 
masses  of  ruin,  and  hiding  them  ;  so  like  the  waste  places 
into  which  the  men  possessed  with  devils  used  to  go  and 
howl,  and  rend  themselves,  in  the  old  days  of  Jerusalem. 
We  had  to  traverse  thirty  miles  of  this  Campagna;  and 
for  two-and-twenty  we  went  on  and  on,  seeing  nothing 
but  now  and  then  a  lonely  house,  or  a  villainous-looking 
shepherd  :  with  matted  hair  all  over  his  faee,  and  himself 
wrapped  to  the  chin  in  a  frowsy  brown  mantle,  tending  his 
sheep.  At  the  end  of  that  distance,  we  stopped  to  refresh 
the  horses,  and  to  get  some  lunch,  in  a  common  malaria- 
shaken,  despondent  little  public-house,  whose  every  inch 
of  wall  and  beam,  inside,  was  (according  to  custom) 
painted  and  decorated  in  a  way  so  miserable  that  every 
room  looked  like  the  wrong  side  of  another  room,  and, 
with  its  wretched  imitation  of  drapery,  and  lop-sided  little 
daubs  of  lyres,  seemed  to  have  been  plundered  from  be- 
hind the  scenes  of  some  travelling  circus. 

When  we  were  fairly  going  off  again,  we  began,  in  a 
perfect  fever,  to  strain  our  eyes  for  Rome ;  and  when,  after 
another  mile  or  two,  the  Eternal  City  appeared,  at  length, 
in  the  distance ;  it  looked  like — I  am  half  afraid  to  write 
the  word— like  LONDON ! ! !  There  it  lay,  under  a  thick 
cloud,  with  innumerable  towers,  and  steeples,  and  roofs 
of  houses,  rising  up  into  the  sky,  and  high  above  them  all, 
one  Dome.  I  swear,  that  keenly  as  I  felt  the  seeming 
absurdity  of  the  comparison,  it  was  so  like  London,  at  that 
distance,  that  if  you  could  have  shown  it  me,  in  a  glass,  I 
should  have  taken  it  for  nothing  else. 
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We  entered  the  Eternal  City,  at  about  four  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  on  the  thirtieth  of  January,  by  the  Porta 
del  Popolo,  and  came  immediately — it  was  a  dark  muddy 
day,  and  there  had  been  heavy  rain — on  the  skirts  of  the 
Carnival.  We  did  not,  then,  know  that  we  "were  only 
looking  at  the  fag  end  of  the  masks,  who  were  driving 
slowly  round  and  round  the  Piazza,  until  they  could  find 
a  promising  opportunity  for  falling  into  the  stream  of 
carriages,  and  getting,  in  good  time,  into  the  thick  of  the 
festivity  ;  and  coming  among  them  so  abruptly,  all  travel- 
stained  and  weary,  was  not  coming  very  well  prepared  to 
enjoy  the  scene. 

We  had  crossed  the  Tiber  by  the  Ponte  Molle,  two 
or  three  miles  before.  It  had  looked  as  yellow  as  it 
ought  to  look,  and  hurrying  on  between  its  worn-away 
and  miry  banks,  had  a  promising  aspect  of  desolation 
and  ruin.  The  masquerade  dresses  on  the  fringe  of  the 
Carnival,  did  great  violence  to  this  promise.  There  were 
no  great  ruins,  no  solemn  tokens  of  antiquity,  to  be  seen ; 
— they  all  lie  on  the  other  side  of  the  city.  There  seemed 
to  be  long  streets  of  commonplace  shops  and  houses,  such 
as  are  to  be  found  in  any  European  town ;  there  were 
busy  people,  equipages,  ordinary  walkers  to  and  fro;  a 
multitude  of  chattering  strangers.  It  was  no  more  my 
Rome :  the  Rome  of  anybody's  fancy,  man  or  boy :  de- 
graded and  fallen  and  lying  asleep  in  the  sun  among  a 
heap  of  ruins  :  than  the  Place  de  la  Concorde  in  Paris  is. 
A  cloudy  sky,  a  dull  cold  rain,  and  muddy  streets,  I  was 
prepared  for,  but  not  for  this:  and  I  confess  to  having 
gone  to  bed,  that  night,  in  a  very  indifferent  humor, 
and  with  a  very  considerably  quenched  enthusiasm. 

Immediately  on  going  out  next  day,  we  hurried  off  to 
St.  Peter's.  It  looked  immense  in  the  distance,  but  dis- 
tinctly and  decidedly  small,  by  comparison,  on  a  near 
approach.  The  beauty  of  the  Piazza,  on  which  it  stands, 
with  its  clusters  of  exquisite  columns,  and  its  gushing 
fountains — so  fresh,  so  broad,  and  free,  and  beautiful- 
nothing  can  exaggerate.  The  first  burst  of  the  interior, 
in  all  its  expansive  majesty  and  glory  :  and,  most  of  all, 
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the  looking  up  into  the  Dome  :  is  a  sensation  never  to  be 
forgotten.  But,  there  were  preparations  for  a  Festa;  the 
pillars  of  stately  marble  were  swathed  in  some  imperti- 
uent  frippery  of  red  and  yellow  ;  the  altar,  and  entrance 
to  the  subterranean  chapel :  which  is  before  it :  in  the 
centre  of  the  church  :  were  like  a  goldsmith's  shop,  or 
one  of  the  opening  scenes  in  a  "very  lavish  pantomime. 
And  though  I  had  as  high  a  sense  of  the  beauty  of  the 
building  (I  hope)  as  it  is  possible  to  entertain,  I  felt  no 
very  strong  emotion.  I  have  been  infinitely  more  affected 
in  many  English  cathedrals  when  the  organ  has  been 
playing,  and  in  many  English  country  churches  when 
the  congregation  have  been  singing.  I  had  a  much 
greater  sense  of  mystery  and  wonder,  in  the  Cathedral 
of  San  Marco  at  Venice. 

When  we  came  out  of  the  church  again  (we  stood 
nearly  an  hour  staring  up  into  the  dome  :  and  would  not 
have  "gone  over"  the  Cathedral  then,  for  any  money), 
we  said  to  the  coachman,  "Go  to  the  Coliseum."  In  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  or  so,  he  stopped  at  the  gate,  and  we 
went  in. 

It  is  no  fiction,  but  plain,  sober,  honest  Truth,  to  say : 
so  suggestive  and  distinct  is  it  at  this  hour:  that,  for  a 
moment — actually  in  passing  in — they  who  will,  may 
have  the  whole  great  pile  before  them,  as  it  used  to  be, 
with  thousands  of  eager  faces  staring  down  into  the 
urena,  and  such  a  whirl  of  strife,  and  blood,  and  dust  go- 
ing on  there,  as  no  language  can  describe.  Its  solitude, 
its  awful  beauty,  and  its  utter  desolation,  strike  upon  the 
stranger  the  next  moment,  like  a  softened  sorrow;  and 
never  in  his  life,  perhaps,  will  he  be  so  moved  and  over- 
come by  any  sight,  not  immediately  connected  with  his 
own  affections  and  afflictions. 

To  see  it  crumbling  there,  an  inch  a  year;  its  walls 
and  arches  overgrown  with  green ;  its  corridors  open  to 
the  day;  the  long  grass  growing  in  its  porches;  young 
trees  of  yesterday,  springing  up  on  its  ragged  parapets, 
and  bearing  fruit :  chance  produce  of  the  seeds  dropped 
there  by  the  birds  who  build  their  nests  within  its  chinks 
and  crannies;  to  see  its  Pit  of  Fight  filled  up  with  earth, 
and  the  peaceful  Cross  planted  in  the  centre ;  to  climb 
into  its  upper  halls,  and  look  down  on  ruin,  ruin,  ruin, 
all  about  it ;  the  triumphal  arches  of  Constantine,  Sep- 
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timus  Severus,  and  Titus  ;  the  Roman  Forum  ;  the 
Palace  of  the  Caesars;  the  temples  of  the  old  religion, 
fallen  down  and  gone;  is  to  see  the  ghost  of  old  Rome, 
wricked  wonderful  old  city,  haunting  the  very  ground  on 
which  its  people  trod.  It  is  the  most  impressive,  the 
most  stately,  the  most  solemn,  grand,  majestic,  mournful 
sight,  conceivahle.  Never,  in  its  bloodiest  prime,  can 
the  sight  of  the  gigantic  Coliseum,  full  and  running  over 
with  the  lustiest  life,  have  moved  one  heart,  as  it  must 
move  all  who  look  upon  it  now,  a  ruin.  Goo  be  thanked: 
a  ruin ! 

As  it  tops  the  other  ruins  :  standing  there,  a  mountain 
among  graves  :  so  do  its  ancient  influences  outlive  all 
other  remnants  of  the  old  mythology  and  old  butchery  of 
Rome,  in  the  nature  of  the  fierce  and  cruel  Roman  people. 
The  Italian  face  changes  as  the  visitor  approaches  the 
city ;  its  beauty  becomes  devilish ;  and  there  is  scarcely 
one  countenance  in  a  hundred,  among  the  common  people 
in  the  streets,  that  would  not  be  at  home  and  happy  in  a 
renovated  Coliseum  to-morrow. 

Here  was  Rome  indeed  at  last ;  and  such  a  Rome  as 
no  one  can  imagine  in  its  full  and  awful  grandeur  !  We 
wandered  out  upon  the  Appian  Way,  and  then  went  on, 
through  miles  of  ruined  tombs  and  broken  walls,  with 
here  and  there  a  desolate  and  uninhabited  house;  past 
the  Circus  of  Romulus,  where  the  course  of  the  char- 
iots, the  stations  of  the  judges,  competitors,  and  specta- 
tors, are  yet  as  plainly  to  be  seen  as  in  old  time :  past 
the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metella :  past  all  inclosure,  hedge,  or 
stake,  wall  or  fence :  away  upon  the  open  Campagna,  where 
on  that  side  of  Rome,  nothing  is  to  be  beheld  but  Ruin.  Ex- 
cept where  the  distant  Apennines  bound  the  view  upon 
the  left,  the  whole  wide  prospect  is  one  field  of  ruin. 
Broken  aqueducts,  left  in  the  most  picturesque  and  beau- 
tiful clusters  of  arches  ;  broken  temples  ;  broken  tombs. 
A  desert  of  decay,  sombre  and  desolate  beyond  all  ex- 
pression ;  and  with  a  history  in  every  stone  that  strews 
the  ground. 

On  Sunday,  the  Pope  assisted  in  the  performance  of 
High  Mass  at  St.  Peter's.  The  effect  of  the  Cathedral  on 
my  mind,  on  that  second  visit,  was  exactly  what  it  was  at 
first,  and  what  it  remains  after  many  visits.  It  is  not 
religiously  impressive  or  affecting.    It  is  an  immense 
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edifice,  with  no  one  point  for  the  mind  to  rest  upon  ;  and 
it  tires  itself  with  wandering  round  and  round.  The  very 
purpose  of  the  place,  is  not  expressed  in  anything  you  see 
there,  unless  you  examine  its  details — and  all  examination 
of  details  is  incompatible  with  the  place  itself.  It  might  be 
a  Pantheon,  or  a  Senate  House,  or  a  great  architectural 
trophy,  having  no  other  object  than  an  architectural 
triumph.  There  is  a  black  statue  of  St.  Peter,  to  be  sure, 
under  a  red  canopy  ;  which  is  larger  than  life,  and  which 
is  constantly  having  its  great  toe  kissed  by  good  Catholics. 
You  cannot  help  seeing  that  :  it  is  so  very  prominent  and 
popular.  But  it  does  not  heighten  the  effect  of  the  temple, 
as  a  work  of  art  ;  and  it  is  not  expressive — to  me  at  least 
— of  its  high  purpose. 

A  large  space  behind  the  altar,  was  fitted  up  with  boxes, 
shaped  like  those  at  the  Italian  Opera  in  England,  but  in 
their  decoration  much  more  gaudy.  In  the  centre  of  the 
kind  of  theatre  thus  railed  off,  was  a  canopied  dais  with 
the  Pope's  chair  upon  it.  The  pavement  was  covered 
with  a  carpet  of  the  brightest  green  ;  and  what  with  this 
green,  and  the  intolerable  reds  and  crimsons,  and  gold 
borders  of  the  hangings,  the  whole  concern  looked  like  a 
stupendous  Bonbon.  On  either  side  of  the  altar,  was  a 
large  box  for  lady  strangers.  These  were  filled  with  ladies 
in  black  dresses  and  black  veils.  The  gentlemen  of  tho 
Pope's  guard,  in  red  coats,  leather  breeches,  and  jack- 
boots, guarded  all  this  reserved  space,  with  drawn  swords 
that  were  very  flashy  in  every  sense  ;  and  from  the  altar 
all  down  the  nave,  a  broad  lane  was  kept  clear  by  the 
Pope's  Swiss  guard,  who  wear  a  quaint  striped  surcoat 
and  striped  light  legs,  and  carry  halberds  like  those 
which  are  usually  shouldered  by  those  theatrical  super- 
numeraries, who  never  can  get  off  the  stage  fast  enough, 
and  who  may  be  generally  observed  to  linger  in  the  enemy's 
camp  after  the  open  country,  held  by  the  opposite  forces, 
has  been  split  up  the  middle  by  a  convulsion  of  Nature. 

I  got  upon  the  border  of  the  green  carpet,  in  company 
with  a  great  many  other  gentlemen,  attired  in  black  (no 
other  passport  is  necessary),  and  stood  there  at  my  ease, 
during  the  performance  of  mass.  The  singers  were  in  a 
crib  of  wire- work  (like  a  large  meat-safe  or  bird-cage)  ir 
one  corner  ;  and  sang  most  atrociously.  All  about  ttiu 
green  carpet,  there  was  a  slowly  moving  crowd  of  people." 
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talking  to  each  other:  staring  at  the  Pope  through  eye- 
glasses: defrauding  one  another,  in  moments  of  partial 

curiosity,  out  of  precarious  seats  Oil  the  hascs  of  pillars  : 
and  grinning  hideously  at  the  ladies.  Dotted  here  and 
there,  were  little  knots  of  friars  (Francescani,  or  Cappuc- 
cfni,  in  their  coarse;  blown  dresses  and  peaked  hoods)  mak- 
ing a  strange  contrast  to  the  gaudy  ecclesiastics  of  higher 
degree,  and  having  their  humility  gratified  to  the  utmost 
by  being  shouldered  about,  and  elbowed  right  and  left,  on 
all  sides.  Some  of  these  had  muddy  sandals  and  um- 
brellas, and  stained  garments  :  having  trudged  in  from  the 
country.  The  faces  of  the  greater  part  Mere  as  coarse 
and  heavy  as  their  dress  ;  their  dogged,  stupid  monot- 
onous stare  at  all  the  glory  and  splendor,  having  some- 
thing in  it,  half  miserable,  and  half  ridiculous. 

Upon  the  green  carpet  itself,  and  gathered  round  the 
altar,  was  a  perfect  army  of  cardinals  and  priests,  in  red, 
gold,  purple,  violet,  white,  and  fine  linen.  Stragglers 
from  these,  went  to  and  fro  among  the  crowd,  conversing 
two  and  two,  or  giving  and  receiving  introductions,  and 
exchanging  salutations  ;  other  functionaries  in  black 
gowns,  and  other  functionaries  in  court-dresses,  were 
similarly  engaged.  In  the  midst  of  all  these,  and  stealthy 
Jesuits  creeping  in  and  out,  and  the  extreme  restlessness 
of  the  Youth  of  England,  who  were  perpetually  wander- 
ing about,  some  few  steady  persons  in  black  cassocks, 
who  had  knelt  down  with  their  faces  to  the  wall,  and 
were  poring  over  their  missals,  became,  unintentionally,  a 
sort  of  human  man-traps,  and  with  their  own  devout  legs 
tripped  up  other  people's  by  the  dozen. 

There  was  a  great  pile  of  candles  lying  down  on  the 
floor  near  me,  which  a  very  old  man  in  a  rusty  black  gown 
with  an  open-work  tippet,  like  a  summer  ornament  for  a 
fireplace  in  tissue-paper,  made  himself  very  busy  in  dis- 
pensing to  all  the  ecclesiastics :  one  apiece.  They  loitered 
about  with  these  for  some  time,  under  their  arms  like 
walking-sticks,  or  in  their  hands  like  truncheons.  At  a 
certain  period  of  the  ceremony,  however,  each  carried  his 
candle  up  to  the  Pope,  laid  it  across  his  two  knees  to  be 
blessed,  took  it  back  again,  and  filed  off.  This  was  done 
in  a  very  attenuated  procession,  as  you  may  suppose,  and 
occupied  a  long  time.  Not  because  it  takes  long  to  bless 
a  candle  through  and  through,  but  because  there  were  so 
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many  candles  to  be  blessed.  At  last  they  were  all  blessed  ; 
tnd  then  they  were  all  lighted  ;  and  then  the  Pope  was 
taken  up,  chair  and  all,  and  carried  round  the  church. 

I  must  say,  that  I  never  saw  anything,  out  of  Novem- 
ber, so  like  the  popular  English  commemoration  of  the 
fifth  of  that  month.  A  bundle  of  matches  and  a  lantern, 
would  have  made  it  perfect.  Nor  did  the  Pope,  himself, 
at  all  mar  the  resemblance,  though  he  has  a  pleasant 
and  venerable  face ;  for,  as  this  part  of  the  ceremony 
makes  him  giddy  and  sick,  he  shuts  his  eyes  when  it  is 
performed  :  and  having  his  eyes  shut  and  a  great  mitre 
on  his  head,  and  his  head  itself  wagging  to  and  fro  as 
they  shook  him  in  carrying,  he  looked  as  if  his  mask 
were  going  to  tumble  off.  The  two  immense  fans  which 
are  always  borne,  one  on  either  side  of  him,  accompanied 
him,  of  course,  on  this  occasion.  As  they  carried  him 
along,  he  blessed  the  people  with  the  mystic  sign  ;  and 
as  he  passed  them,  they  kneeled  down.  When  he  had 
made  the  round  of  the  church,  he  was  brought  back 
again,  and  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  this  performance  was 
repeated,  in  the  whole,  three  times.  There  was,  certainly, 
nothing  solemn  or  effective  in  it ;  and  certainly  very 
much  that  was  droll  and  tawdry.  But  this  remark  ap- 
plies to  the  whole  ceremony,  except  the  raising  of  the 
Host,  when  every  man  in  the  guard  dropped  on  one  knee 
instantly,  and  dashed  his  naked  sword  on  the  ground ; 
which  had  a  fine  effect. 

The  next  time  I  saw  the  cathedral,  was  some  two  or 
three  weeks  afterwards,  when  I  climbed  up  into  the  ball; 
and  then,  the  hangings  being  taken  down,  and  the  carpet 
taken  up,  but  all  the  framework  left,  the  remnants  of 
these  decorations  looked  like  an  exploded  cracker. 

The  Friday  and  Saturday  having  been  solemn  Festa 
days,  and  Sunday  being  always  a  dies  non  in  Carnival 
proceedings,  we  had  looked  forward,  with  some  im- 
patience and  curiosity,  to  the  beginning  of  the  new 
week :  Monday  and  Tuesday  being  the  two  last  and  best 
days  of  the  Carnival. 

On  the  Monday  afternoon  at  one  or  two  o'clock,  there 
began  to  be  a  great  rattling  of  carriages  into  the  court- 
yard of  the  hotel ;  a  hurrying  to  and  fro  of  all  the  servants 
in  it;  and,  now  and  then,  a  swift  shooting  across  some 
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doorway  or  balcony,  of  a  straggling  stranger  in  a  fancy 
dress;  not  yet  sufficiently  well  used  to  the  same,  to  wear 
if  with  confidence,  and  defy  public  opinion.  All  the  car- 
riages were  open,  and  had  the  linings  carefully  covered 
with  white  cotton  or  calico,  to  prevent  their  proper  dec- 
orations from  being-  spoiled  by  the  incessant  pelting  of 
sugar-plums  ;  and  people  were  packing  and  cramming 
into  every  vehicle  as  it  waited  for  its  occupants,  enormous 
sacks  and  baskets  full  of  these  confetti,  together  with  such 
heaps  of  flowers,  tied  up  in  little  nosegays,  that  some 
carriages  were  not  only  brimful  of  flowers,  but  literally 
running  over:  scattering,  at  every  shake  and  jerk  of  the 
springs,  some  of  their  abundance  on  the  ground.  Not  to 
be  behindhand  in  these  essential  particulars,  we  caused 
two  very  respectable  sacks  of  sugar-plums  (each  about 
three  feet  high)  and  a  large  clothes-basket  full  of  flowers 
to  be  conveyed  into  our  hired  barouche,  with  all  speed- 
And  from  our  place  of  observation,  in  one  of  the  upper 
balconies  of  the  hotel,  we  contemplated  these  arrange- 
ments with  the  liveliest  satisfaction.  The  carriages 
now  beginning  to  take  up  their  company,  and  move 
away,  we  got  into  ours,  and  drove  off  too,  armed  with 
little  wire  masks  for  our  faces ;  the  sugar-plums,  like 
Falstaff's  adulterated  sack,  having  lime  in  their  compo- 
sition. 

The  Corso  is  a  street  a  mile  long ;  a  street  of  shops, 
and  palaces,  and  private  houses,  sometimes  opening  into 
a  broad  piazza.  There  are  verandahs  and  balconies,  of 
all  shapes  and  sizes,  to  almost  every  house — not  on  one 
story  alone,  but  often  to  one  room  or  another  on  every 
story — put  there  in  general  with  so  little  order  or  reg- 
ularity, that  if,  year  after  year,  and  season  after  season, 
it  had  rained  balconies,  hailed  balconies,  snowed  balconies, 
blown  balconies,  they  could  scarcely  have  come  into  ex- 
istence in  a  more  disorderly  manner. 

This  is  the  great  fountain-head  and  focus  of  the  Car- 
nival. But  all  the  streets  in  which  the  Carnival  is  held, 
being  vigilantly  kept  by  dragoons,  it  is  necessary  for 
carriages,  in  the  first  instance,  to  pass,  in  line,  down 
another  thoroughfare,  and  so  come  into  the  Corso  at  the 
end  remote  from  the  Piazza  del  Popolo ;  which  is  one  of 
its  terminations.  Accordingly,  we  fell  into  the  string  of 
coaches,  and,  for  some  time,  jogged  on  quietly  enough: 
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now  crawling  on  at  a  very  slow  walk  ;  now  trotting  half- 
a-dozen  yards ;  now  backing  fifty ;  and  now  stopping 
altogether :  as  the  pressure  in  front  obliged  us.  If  any 
impetuous  carriage  dashed  out  of  the  rank  and  clattered 
forward,  with  the  wild  idea  of  getting  on  faster,  it  was 
suddenly  met,  or  overtaken,  by  a  trooper  on  horseback, 
who,  deaf  as  his  own  drawn  sword  to  all  remonstrances, 
immediately  escorted  it  back  to  the  very  end  of  the  row, 
and  made  it  a  dim  speck  in  the  remotest  perspective. 
Occasionally,  we  interchanged  a  volley  of  confetti  with 
the  carriage  next  in  front,  or  the  carriage  next  behind  ; 
but,  as  yet,  this  capturing  of  stray  and  errant  coaches 
by  the  military,  was  the  chief  amusement. 

Presently,  we  came  into  a  narrow  street,  where,  besides 
one  line  of  carriages  going,  there  was  another  line  of 
carriages  returning.  Here  the  sugar-plums  and  the  nose- 
gays began  to  fly  about,  pretty  smartly ;  and  I  was  fort- 
unate enough  to  observe  one  gentleman  attired  as  a 
Greek  warrior,  catch  a  light-whiskered  brigand  on  the 
nose  (he  was  in  the  very  act  of  tossing  up  a  bouquet  to  a 
young  lady  in  a  first-floor  window)  with  a  precision  that 
was  much  applauded  by  the  bystanders.  As  this  victo- 
rious Greek  was  exchanging  a  facetious  remark  with  a 
stout  gentleman  in  a  doorway — one-half  black  and  one- 
half  white,  as  if  he  had  been  peeled  up  the  middle — who 
had  offered  him  his  congratulations  on  this  achievement, 
he  received  an  orange  from  a  house-top,  full  on  his  left 
ear,  and  was  much  surprised,  not  to  say  discomfited. 
Especially,  as  he  was  standing  up  at  the  time ;  and  in 
consequence  of  the  carriage  moving  on  suddenly,  at  the 
same  moment,  staggered  ignominiously,  and  buried  him- 
self among  his  flowers. 

Some  quarter  of  an  hour  of  this  sort  of  progress,  brought 
us  to  the  Corso ;  and  anything  so  gay,  so  bright,  and 
lively  as  the  whole  scene  there,  it  would  be  difficult  to 
imagine.  From  all  the  innumerable  balconies :  from  the 
remotest  and  highest,  no  less  than  from  the  lowest  and 
nearest :  hangings  of  bright  red,  bright  green,  bright 
blue,  white  and  gold,  were  fluttering  in  the  brilliant  sun- 
light. From  windows,  and  from  parapets,  aud  tops  of 
houses,  streamers  of  the  richest  colors,  and  draperies  of 
the  gaudiest  and  most  sparkling  hues,  were  floating  out 
upon  the  street.      The  buildings  seemed  to  have  been 
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literally  turned  inside  out,  and  to  have  all  their  gayety 
towards  the  highway.  Shop-fronts  were  taken  down, 
and  the  windows  filled  with  company,  like  boxes  at  a 
shining  theatre;  doors  were  carried  off  their  hinges,  and 
long  tapestried  groves,  hung  with  garlands  of  flowers 
and  evergreens,  displayed  within  ;  builders'  scaffoldings 
were  gorgeous  temples,  radiant  in  silver,  gold,  and  crim- 
son ;  and  in  every  nook  and  corner,  from  the  pavement 
to  the  chimney-tops,  where  women's  eyes  could  glisten, 
there  they  danced,  and  laughed,  and  sparkled,  like  the 
light  in  water.  Every  sort  of  bewitching  madness  of 
dress  was  there.  Little  preposterous  scarlet  jackets ; 
quaint  old  stomachers,  more  wicked  than  the  smartest 
bodices  ;  Polish  pelisses,  strained  and  tight  as  ripe  goose- 
berries ;  tiny  Greek  caps,  all  awry,  and  clinging  to  the 
dark  hair,  Heaven  knows  how  ;  every  wild,  quaint,  bold, 
shy,  pettish,  madcap  fancy  had  its  illustration  in  a  dress; 
and  every  fancy  was  as  dead  forgotten  by  its  owner,  in 
the  tumult  of  merriment,  as  if  the  three  old  aqueducts 
that  still  remain  entire  had  brought  Lethe  into  Rome, 
upon  their  sturdy  arches,  that  morning. 

The  carriages  were  now  three  abreast ;  in  broader  places 
four;  often  stationary  for  a  longtime  together;  always 
one  close  mass  of  variegated  brightness ;  showing,  the 
whole  street-full,  through  the  storm  of  flowers,  like 
flowers  of  a  larger  growth  themselves.  In  some,  the 
horses  were  richly  caparisoned  in  magnificent  trappings  : 
in  others  they  were  decked  from  head  to  tail,  with  flowing 
ribbons.  Some  were  driven  by  coachmen  with  enormous 
double  faces :  one  face  leering  at  the  horses :  the  other 
cocking  its  extraordinary  eyes  into  the  carriage:  and 
both  rattling  again,  under  "the  hail  of  sugar-plums. 
Other  drivers  were  attired  as  women,  wearing  long  ring- 
lets and  no  bonnets,  and  looking  more  ridiculous  in  any 
real  difficulty  with  the  horses  (of  which,  in  such  a  con- 
course, there  were  a  great  many)  than  tongue  can  tell,  or 
pen  describe.  Instead  of  sitting  in  the  carriages,  upon 
the  seats,  the  handsome  Roman  women,  to  see  and  to  be 
seen  the  better,  sit  in  the  heads  of  the  barouches,  at  this 
time  of  general  license,  with  their  feet  upon  the  cushions 
— and  oh  the  flowing  skirts  and  dainty  waists,  the  blessed 
shapes  and  laughing  faces,  the  free,  good-humored, 
gallant  figures  that  they  make  !     There  were  great  vans, 
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too,  full  of  handsome  girls — thirty,  or  more  together, 
perhaps — and  the  broadsides  that  were  poured  into,  and 
poured  out  of,  these  fairy  fire-ships,  splashed  the  air  with 
flowers  and  bonbons  for  ten  minutes  at  a  time.  Car- 
riages, delayed  long  in  one  place,  would  begin  a  deliberate 
engagement  with  other  carriages,  or  with  people  at  the 
lower  windows ;  and  the  spectators  at  some  upper  bal- 
cony or  window,  joining  in  the  fray,  and  attacking  both 
parties,  would  empty  down  great  bags  of  confetti,  that 
descended  like  a  cloud,  and  in  an  instant  made  them 
white  as  millers.  Still,  carriages  on  carriages,  dresses  on 
dresses,  colors  on  colors,  crowds  upon  crowds,  without 
end.  Men  and  boys  clinging  to  the  wheels  of  coaches, 
and  holding  on  behind,  and  following  in  their  wake,  and 
diving  in  among  the  horses'  feet  to  pick  up  scattered 
flowers  to  sell  again;  maskers  on  foot  (the  drollest, 
generally)  in  fantastic  exaggerations  of  court-dresses, 
surveying  the  throng  through  enormous  eye-glasses,  and 
always  transported  with  an  ecstasy  of  love,  on  the  dis- 
covery of  any  particularly  old  lady  at  window;  long 
strings  of  Policinelli,  laying  about  them  with  blown 
bladders  at  the  ends  of  sticks ;  a  wagonful  of  madmen, 
screaming  and  tearing  to  the  life ;  a  coachful  of  grave 
Mamelukes,  with  their  horse-tail  standard  set  up  in  the 
midst ;  a  party  of  gipsy- women  engaged  in  terrific  conflict 
with  a  shipful  of  sailors  ;  a  man-monkey  on  a  pole,  sur- 
rounded by  strange  animals  with  pigs'  faces,  and  lions' 
tails,  carried  under  their  arms,  or  worn  gracefully  over 
their  shoulders  ;  carriages  on  carriages,  dresses  on  dresses, 
colors  on  colors,  crowds  upon  crowds,  without  end.  Not 
many  actual  characters  sustained,  or  represented,  perhaps, 
considering  the  number  dressed,  but  the  main  pleasure  of 
the  scene  consisting  in  its  perfect  good  temper ;  in  its 
bright,  and  infinite,  and  flashing  variety;  and  in  its  en- 
tire abandonment  to  the  mad  humor  of  the  time — an 
abandonment  so  perfect,  so  contagious,  so  irresistible, 
that  the  steadiest  foreigner  fights  up  to  his  middle  in 
flowers  and  sugar-plums,  like  the  wildest  Roman  of  them 
all,  and  thinks  of  nothing  else  till  half-past  four  o'clock, 
when  he  is  suddenly  reminded  (to  his  great  regret)  that  this 
is  not  the  whole  business  of  his  existence,  by  hearing  the 
trumpets  sound,  and  seeing  the  dragoons  begin  to  clear 
the  street. 


1  2  I  PICTURES  FR  OM  IT  A  L  Y. 

IIow  it  ever  is  cleared  for  the  race  that  takes  place  at 
li\.\  or  how  i lie  horses  ever  go  through  the  race,  without 
going  over  the  people,  is  more  than  I  can  say.  But  the 
carriages  get  out  into  the  by-streets,  or  up  into  the  Piazza 
del  Popolo,  and  some  people  sit  in  temporary  galleries  in 
the  latter  place,  and  tens  of  thousands  line  the  Corso  on 
both  sides,  when  the  horses  are  brought  out  into  the 
Piazza — to  the  foot  of  that  same  column  which,  for  cent- 
uries, look  down  upon  the  games  and  chariot-races  in  the 
Circus  Maximus. 

At  a  given  signal  they  are  started  off.  Down  the  live 
lane,  the  whole  length  of  the  Corso,  they  fly  like  the  wind : 
riderless,  as  all  the  world  knows  :  with  shining  ornaments 
upon  their  backs,  and  twisted  in  their  plaited  manes  :  and 
with  heavy  little  balls  stuck  full  of  spikes,  dangling  at 
their  sides,  to  goad  them  on.  The  jingling  of  these  trap- 
pings, and  the  rattling  of  their  hoofs  upon  the  hard  stones ; 
the  dash  and  fury  of  their  speed  along  the  echoing  street ; 
nay,  the  very  cannon  that  are  fired — these  noises  are 
nothing  to  the  roaring  of  the  multitude :  their  shouts  :  the 
clapping  of  their  hands.  But  it  is  soon  over — almost 
instantaneously.  More  cannon  shake  the  town.  The 
horses  have  plunged  into  the  carpets  put  across  the  street 
to  stop  them  ;  the  goal  is  reached ;  the  prizes  are  won 
(they  are  given,  in  part,  by  the  poor  Jews,  as  a  compromise 
for  not  running  foot-races  themselves) ;  and  there  is  an 
end  to  that  day's  sport. 

But  if  the  scene  be  bright,  and  gay,  and  crowded,  on 
the  last  day  but  one,  it  attains,  on  the  concluding  day, 
to  such  a  height  of  glittering  color,  swarming  life,  and 
frolicsome  uproar,  that  the  bare  recollection  of  it  makes 
me  giddy  at  this  moment.  The  same  diversions,  greatly 
heightened  and  intensified  in  the  ardor  with  wdiich  they 
are  pursued,  go  on  until  the  same  hour.  The  race  is 
repeated ;  the  cannon  are  fired ;  the  shouting  and  clapping 
of  hands  are  renewed ;  the  cannon  are  fired  again  ;  the  race 
is  over;  and  the  prizes  are  won.  But  the  carriages: 
ankle-deep  with  sugar-plums  within,  and  so  beflowered 
and  dusty  without,  as  to  be  hardly  recognizable  for  the 
same  vehicles  that  they  were,  three  hours  ago :  instead 
of  scampering  off  in  all  directions,  throng  into  the  Corso, 
where  they  are  soon  wedged  together  in  a  scarcely  mov- 
ing mass.    For  the  diversion  of  the  Moccoletti,  the  last 
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gay  madness  of  the  Carnival,  is  now  at  hand ;  and  sellers 
of  little  tapers  like  what  are  called  Christinas  candles  in 
England,  are  shouting  lustily  on  every  side,  "Moccoli, 
Moccoli!  Ecco  Moccoli!" — a  new  item  in  the  tumult; 
quite  abolishing  that  other  item  of  "EccoFiori!  Ecco 
Fior — r — r!"  which  has  been  making  itself  audible  over 
all  the  rest,  at  intervals,  the  whole  day  through. 

As  the  bright  hangings  and  dresses  are  all  fading  into 
one  dull,  heavy,  uniform  color  in  the  decline  of  the  day, 
lights  begin  flashing,  here  and  there :  in  the  windows,  on 
the  housetops,  in  the  balconies,  in  the  carriages,  in  the 
hands  of  the  foot-passengers :  little  by  little :  gradually, 
gradually :  more  and  more :  until  the  whole  long  street 
is  one  great  glare  and  blaze  of  fire.  Then,  everybody 
present  has  but  one  engrossing  object ;  that  is,  to  ex- 
tinguish other  people's  candles,  and  to  keep  his  own  alight; 
and  everybody  :  man,  woman,  or  child,  gentleman  or  lady, 
prince  or  peasant,  native  or  foreigner:  yells  and  screams, 
and  roars  incessantly,  as  a  taunt  to  the  subdued,  "  Senza 
Moccolo,  Senza  Moccolo  !"  (Without  a  light!  Without 
a  light ! )  until  nothing  is  heard  but  a  gigantic  chorus  of 
those  two  words,  mingled  with  peals  of  laughter. 

The  spectacle,  at  this  time,  is  one  of  the  most  extraor- 
dinary that  can  be  imagined.  Carriages  coming  slowly 
by,  with  everybody  standing  on  the  seats  or  on  the  box, 
holding  up  their  lights  at  arms'  length,  for  greater  safety  ; 
some  in  paper  shades ;  some  with  a  bunch  of  undefended 
little  tapers,  kindled  all  together  ;  some  with  blazing 
torches ;  some  with  feeble  little  candles ;  men  on  foot, 
creeping  along,  among  the  wheels,  watching  their  oppor- 
tunity, to  make  a  spring  at  some  particular  light,  and 
dash  it  out ;  other  people  climbing  up  into  carriages,  to 
get  hold  of  them  by  main  force;  others,  chasing  some 
unlucky  wanderer,  round  and  round  his  own  coach,  to 
blow  out  the  light  he  has  begged  or  stolen  somewhere, 
before  he  can  ascend  to  his  own  company,  and  enable 
them  to  light  their  extinguished  tapers ;  others,  with  their 
hats  off,  at  a  carriage-door,  humbly  beseeching  some  kind- 
hearted  lady  to  oblige  them  with  a  light  for  a  cigar,  and 
when  she  is  in  the  fulness  of  doubt,  whether  to  comply 
or  no,  blowing  out  the  candle  she  is  guarding  so  tenderly 
with  her  little  hand ;  other  people  at  the  windows,  fish- 
ing for  candles  with  lines  and  hooks,  or  letting  down 
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long  willow-wands  with  handkerchiefs  at  the  end,  and 
flapping  them   ont,  dexterously,  when  the  bearer  is   at 

the  height  of  his  triumph  ;  others,  hiding  their  time  in 
corners,  with  immense  extinguishers  like  halberds,  and 
suddenly  coming  down  upon  glorious  torches  ;  others, 
gathered  round  one  coach,  and  sticking  to  it;  others, 
raining  oranges  and  nosegays  at  an  obdurate  little  lantern, 
or  regularly  storming  a  pyramid  of  men,  holding  up  one 
man  among  them,  who  carries  one  feeble  little  wick  above 
his  head,  with  which  he  defies  them  all !  Senza  Moccolo! 
Senza  Moccolo !  Beautiful  women,  standing  up  in  coaches, 
pointing  in  derision  at  extinguished  lights,  and  clapping 
their  hands,  as  they  pass  on,  crying,  "  Senza  Moccolo ! 
Senza  Moccolo  !  "  low  balconies  full  of  lovely  faces  and 
gay  dresses,  struggling  with  assailants  in  the  streets  ; 
some  repressing  them  as  they  climb  up,  some  bending 
down,  some  leaning  over,  some  shrinking  back — delicate 
arms  and  bosoms — graceful  figures — glowing  lights, 
fluttering  dresses,  Senza  Moccolo,  Senza  Moccolo,  Senza 
Moc-co-o-o-o-o  ! — when  in  the  wildest  enthusiasm  of  the 
cry,  and  fullest  ecstasy  of  the  sport,  the  Ave  Maria  rings 
from  the  church  steeples,  and  the  Carnival  is  over  in  an 
instant — put  out  like  a  taper,  with  a  breath  ! 

There  was  a  masquerade  at  the  theatre  at  night,  as  dull 
and  senseless  as  a  London  one,  and  only  remarkable  for  the 
summary  way  in  which  the  house  was  cleared  at  eleven 
o'clock:  which  was  done  by  a  line  of  soldiers  forming 
along  the  wall,  at  the  back  of  the  stage,  and  sweeping  the 
whole  company  out  before  them,  like  a  broad  broom. 
The  game  of  the  Moccoletti  (the  word,  in  the  singular, 
Moccoletto,  is  the  diminutive  of  Moccolo,  and  means  a 
little  lamp  or  candle-snuff)  is  supposed  by  some  to  be  a 
ceremony  of  burlesque  mourning  for  the  death  of  the 
Carnival :  candles  being  indispensable  to  Catholic  grief. 
But  whether  it  be  so,  or  be  a  remnant  of  the  ancient  Satur- 
nalia, or  an  incorporation  of  both,  or  have  its  origin  in  any- 
thing else,  I  shall  always  remember  it,  and  the  frolic,  as  a 
brilliant  and  most  captivating  sight :  no  less  remarkable 
for  the  unbroken  good-humor  of  all  concerned,  down  to 
the  very  lowest  (and  among  those  who  scaled  the  car- 
riages, were  many  of  the  commonest  men  and  boys),  than 
for  its  innocent  vivacity.  For,  odd  as  it  may  seem  to  say 
so,  of  a  sport  so  full  of  thoughtlessness  and  personal  dis- 
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play,  it  is  as  free  from  any  taint  of  immodesty  as  any  gen- 
eral mingling  of  the  two  sexes  can  possibly  be  ;  and  there 
seems  to  prevail,  during  its  progress,  a  feeling  of  general, 
almost  childish,  simplicity  and  confidence,  which  one 
thinks  of  with  a  pang,  when  the  Ave  Maria  has  rung  it 
away,  for  a  whole  year. 

Availing  ourselves  of  a  part  of  the  quiet  interval  be- 
tween the  termination  of  the  Carnival  and  the  beginning 
of  the  Holy  Week  :  when  everybody  had  run  away  from 
the  one,  and  few  people  had  yet  begun  to  run  back  again 
for  the  other :  we  went  conscientiously  to  work,  to  see 
Rome.  And,  by  dint  of  going  out  early  every  morning, 
and  coming  back  late  every  evening,  and  laboring  hard 
all  day,  I  believe  we  made  acquaintance  with  every  post 
and  pillar  in  the  city,  and  the  country  round ;  and,  in 
particular,  explored  so  many  churches,  that  I  abandoned 
that  part  of  the  enterprise  at  last,  before  it  was  half  fin- 
ished, lest  I  should  never,  of  my  own  accord,  go  to  church 
again,  as  long  as  I  lived.  But,  I  managed,  almost  every 
day,  at  one  time  or  other,  to  get  back  to  the  Coliseum, 
and  out  upon  the  open  Campagna,  beyond  the  Tomb  of 
Cecilia  Metella. 

We  often  encountered,  in  these  expeditions,  a  company 
of  English  Tourists,  with  whom  1  had  an  ardent,  but  un- 
ratified longing,  to  establish  a  speaking  acquaintance. 
They  were  one  Mr.  Davis,  and  a  small  circle  of  friends. 
It  was  impossible  not  to  know  Mrs.  Davis's  name,  from 
her  being  always  in  great  request  among  her  party,  and 
her  party  heing  everywhere.  During  the  Holy  Week, 
they  were  in  every  part  of  every  scene  of  every  ceremony. 
For  a  fortnight  or  three  weeks  before  it,  they  were  in 
every  tomb,  and  every  church,  and  every  ruin,  and  every 
Picture  Gallery  ;  and  I  hardly  ever  observed  Mrs.  Davis 
to  be  silent  for  a  moment.  Deep  underground,  high  up 
in  St.  Peter's,  out  on  the  Campagna,  and  stifling  in  the 
Jews'  quarter,  Mrs.  Davis  turned  up,  all  the  same.  I 
don't  think  she  ever  saw  anything,  or  ever  looked  at  any- 
thing; and  she  had  always  lost  something  out  of  a  straw 
hand-basket,  and  was  trying  to  find  it,  with  all  her  might 
and  main,  among  an  immense  quantity  of  English  half- 
pence, which  lay,  like  sands  upon  the  sea-shore,  at  the 
bottom  of  it.  There  was  a  professional  Cicerone  always 
attached  to  the  party  (which  had  been  brought  over  from 
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London,  fifteen  or  twenty  strong,  by  contract),  and  if  h% 
bo  much  as  looked  at  .Mrs.  Davis,  she  invariably  cut  him 
short  i'\  saying,  "  There,  God  bless  theman,  don't  worrit 
me!     t  don't  understand  a  word  you  say,  and  shouldn't 

if  vmi  was  to  talk  till  you  was  black  in  the  face!"  Mr. 
Davis  alwavs  had  a  snuff-colored  great-coat  on,  and 
carried  a  great  green  umbrella  in  his  hand,  and  had  a  slow 
curiosity  constantly  devouring  him,  which  prompted  him 
to  <\^  extraordinary  things,  such  as  taking  the  covers  off 
urns  di  tombs,  and'  Looking  in  at  the  ashes  as  if  they  were 
pickles— and  tracing  out  inscriptions  with  the  ferule  of 
his  umbrella,  and  saying,  with  intense  thoughtfulness, 
»  Here's  a  B  you  see,  "and  there's  a  K,  and  this  is  the  way 
we  goes  on  it";  is  it!"  His  antiquarian  habits  occasioned 
his  being  frequently  in  the  rear  of  the  rest;  and  one  of 
the  agonies  of  Mrs. 'Davis,  and  the  party  in  general,  was  an 
ever-present  fear  thai  Davis  would  be  lost.  This  caused 
them  to  scream  for  him,  in  the  strangest  places,  and  at 
the  most  improper  seasons.  And  when  he  came,  slowly 
emerging  out  of  some  sepulchre  or  other,  like  a  peaceful 
Ghoul,  saving  "  Here  I  am  !  "  Mrs.  Davis  invariably  re. 
plied,  "  You'll  be  buried  alive  in  a  foreign  country,  Davis, 
and  it's  no  use  trying  to  prevent  you  ! " 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Davis,  and  their  party,  had,  probably, 
been  brought  from  London  in  about  nine  or  ten  days. 
Eighteen  hundred  years  ago,  the  Roman  legions  under 
Claudius,  protested  against  being  led  into  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Davis's  country,  urging  that  it  lay  beyond  the  limits  of 
the  world. 

Among  what  may  be  called  the  Cubs  or  minor  Lions 
of  Rome,  there  was  one  that  amused  me  mightily.  It 
is  always  to  be  found  there ;  and  its  den  is  on  the  great 
flight  of  steps  that  lead  from  the  Piazza  di  Spagna,  to 
the  church  of  Trinita  del  Monte.  In  plainer  words,  these 
steps  are  the  great  place  of  resort  for  the  artists'  "  Mod- 
els," and  there  they  are  constantly  waiting  to  be  hired. 
The  first  time  I  went  up  there,  I  could  not  conceive  why 
the  faces  seemed  familiar  to  me ;  why  they  appeared  to 
have  beset  me,  for  years,  in  every  possible  variety  of  action 
and  costume;  and  how  it  came  to  pass  that  they  started 
up  before  me,  in  Rome,  in  the  broad  day,  like  so  many  sad- 
dled and  bridled  nightmares.  I  soon  found  that  we  had 
made  acquaintance,  and  improved  it,  for  several  years,  on 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  129 

the  walls  of  various  Exhibition  Galleries.  There  is  one 
old  gentleman,  with  long  white  hair  and  an  immense  beard, 
who,  to  my  knowledge,  has  gone  half  through  the  cata- 
logue of  the  Royal  Academy.  This  is  the  venerable,  or 
patriarchal  model.  He  carries  a  long  staff;  and  every 
knot  and  twist  in  that  staff  I  have  seen,  faithfully  de- 
lineated, innumerable  times.  There  is  another  man  in  a 
blue  cloak,  who  always  pretends  to  be  asleep  in  the  sun 
(when  there  is  any),  and  who,  I  need  not  say,  is  always 
very  wide  awake,  and  very  attentive  to  the  disposition 
of  his  legs.  This  is  the  dolcefar1  niente  model.  There 
is  another  man  in  a  brown  cloak,  who  leans  against  a 
wall,  with  his  arms  folded  in  his  mantle,  and  looks  out 
of  the  corners  of  his  eyes  :  which  are  just  visible  beneath 
his  broad  slouched  hat.  This  is  the  assassin  model. 
There  is  another  man,  who  constantly  looks  over  his  own 
shoulder,  and  is  always  going  away,  but  never  goes. 
This  is  the  haughty,  or  scornful  model.  As  to  Domestic 
Happiness,  and  Holy  Families,  they  should  come  very 
cheap,  for  there  are  lumps  of  them,  all  up  the  steps ;  and 
the  cream  of  the  thing  is,  that  they  are  all  the  falsest 
vagabonds  in  the  world,  especially  made  up  for  the  pur- 
pose, and  having  no  counterparts  in  Rome  or  any  other 
part  of  the  habitable  globe. 

My  recent  mention  of  the  Carnival,  reminds  me  of  its 
being  said  to  be  a  mock  mourning  (in  the  ceremony  with 
which  it  closes),  for  the  gayeties  and  merry-makings  before 
Lent ;  and  this  again  reminds  me  of  the  real  funerals  and 
mourning  processions  of  Rome,  which,  like  those  in  most 
other  parts  of  Italy,  are  rendered  chiefly  remarkable  to 
a  Foreigner,  by  the  indifference  with  which  the  mere  clay 
is  universally  regarded,  after  life  has  left  it.  And  this 
is  not  from  the  survivors  having  had  time  to  dissociate 
the  memory  of  the  dead  from  their  well-remembered  ap- 
pearance and  form  on  earth ;  for  the  interment  follows 
too  speedily  after  death,  for  that:  almost  always  taking 
place  within  four-and-twenty  hours,  and,  sometimes, 
within  twelve. 

At  Rome,  there  is  the  same  arrangement  of  Pits  in  a 
great,  bleak,  open,  dreary  space,  that  I  have  already  de- 
scribed as  existing  in  Genoa.  When  I  visited  it,  at  noon- 
day, I  saw  a  solitary  coffin  of  plain  deal :  uncovered  by 
any  shroud  or  pall,  and  so  slightly  made,  that  the  hoof 
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<»f  any  wandering  mule  would  have  crushed  it  in:  care- 
lessly tumbled  down,  all  on  one  side,  on  the  door  of  one 
of  the  pits — and  there  left,  hy  itself,  in  the  wind  and  sun- 
shine. "  I  low  does  it  come  to  be  left  here?"  I  asked  the 
man  who  showed  me  the  place.  " It  was  brought  here 
half  an  hour  ago,  Signore,"  he  said.  1  remembered  to 
have  met  the  procession,  on  its  return  :  straggling  away 
at  a  good  round  pace.  "  When  will  it  be  put  in  the  pit?" 
I  asked  him.  "When  the  cart  comes,  and  it  is  opened 
to-night,"  he  said.  "How  much  does  it  cost  to  be  brought 
here  in  this  way,  instead  of  coming  in  the  cart  ?"  1  asked 
him.  "Ten  scudi,"  he  said  (about  two  pounds,  two-and- 
sixpence,  English).  "The  other  bodies,  for  whom  noth- 
ing is  paid,  are  taken  to  the  church  of  the  Santa  Maria 
della  Consolazione,"  he  continued,  "and  brought  here  all 
together,  in  the  cart  at  night."  I  stood,  a  moment,  look- 
ing at  the  coffin,  which  had  two  initial  letters  scrawled 
upon  the  top;  and  turned  away,  with  an  expression  in 
my  face,  I  suppose,  of  not  much  liking  its  exposure  in 
that  manner:  for  he  said,  shrugging  his  shoulders  with 
great  vivacity,  and  giving  a  pleasant  smile,  "But  he's 
dead,  Signore,  he's  dead.     Why  not  ?  " 

Among  the  innumerable  churches,  there  is  one  I  must 
select  for  separate  mention.  It  is  the  church  of  the  Ara 
Cceli,  supposed  to  be  built  on  the  site  of  the  old  Temple 
of  Jupiter  Feretrius;  and  approached,  on  one  side,  by  a 
long  steep  flight  of  steps,  which  seem  incomplete  without 
some  group  of  bearded  soothsayers  on  the  top.  It  is  re- 
markable for  the  possession  of  a  miraculous  Bambino,  or 
wooden  doll,  representing  the  Infant  Saviour  ;  and  I  first 
saw  this  miraculous  Bambino,  in  legal  phrase,  in  manner 
following,  that  is  to  say  : 

We  had  strolled  into  the  church  one  afternoon,  and 
were  looking  down  its  long  vista  of  gloomy  pillars  (for 
all  these  ancient  churches  built  upon  the  ruins  of  old  tem- 
ples, are  dark  and  sad),  when  the  Brave  came  running  in, 
with  a  grin  upon  his  face  that  stretched  it  from  ear  to  ear, 
and  implored  us  to  follow  him,  without  a  moment's  delay, 
as  they  were  going  to  show  the  Bambi  no  to  a  select  party. 
We  accordingly  hurried  off  to  a  sort  of  chapel,  or  sacristy, 
hard  by  the  chief  altar,  but  not  in  the  church  itself, 
where  the  select  party,  consisting  of  two  or  three  Catholic 
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gentlemen  and  ladies  (not  Italians),  were  already  assem- 
bled :  and  where  one  hollow-cheeked  young  monk  was 
lighting  up  divers  candles,  while  another  was  putting  on 
some  clerical  robes  over  his  coarse  brown  habit.  The 
candles  were  on  a  kind  of  altar,  and  above  it  were  two 
delectable  figures,  such  as  you  would  see  at  any  English 
fair,  representing  the  Holy  Virgin,  and  Saint  Joseph,  as 
I  suppose,  bending  in  devotion  over  a  wooden  box,  or 
coffer  ;  which  was  shut. 

The  hollow-cheeked  monk,  number  One,  having  fin- 
ished lighting  the  candles,  went  down  on  his  knees,  in  a 
corner,  before  this  set-piece ;  and  the  monk  number  Two, 
having  put  on  a  pair  of  highly  ornamented  and  gold-be- 
spattered gloves,  lifted  down  the  coffer,  with  great  rever- 
ence, and  set  it  on  the  altar.  Then,  with  many  genuflex- 
ions, and  muttering  certain  prayers,  he  opened  it,  and  let 
down  the  front,  and  took  off  sundry  coverings  of  satin  and 
lace  from  the  inside.  The  ladies  had  been  on  their  knees 
from  the  commencement ;  and  the  gentlemen  now  dropped 
down  devoutly,  as  he  exposed  to  view  a  little  wooden 
doll  in  face  very  like  General  Tom  Thumb,  the  American 
Dwarf :  gorgeously  dressed  in  satin  and  gold  lace,  and 
actually  blazing  with  rich  jewels.  There  was  scarcely  a 
spot  upon  its  little,  breast,  or  neck,  or  stomach,  but  was 
sparkling  with  the  costly  offerings  of  the  Faithful.  Pres- 
ently, he  lifted  it  out  of  the  box,  and  carrying  it  round 
among  the  kneelers,  set  its  face  against  the  forehead  of 
every  one,  and  tendered  its  clumsy  foot  to  them  to  kiss — 
a  ceremony  which  they  all  performed  down  to  a  dirty 
little  ragamuffin  of  a  boy  who  had  walked  in  from  the 
street.  When  this  was  done,  he  laid  it  in  the  box  again : 
and  the  company,  rising,  drew  near,  and  commended  the 
jewels  in  whispers.  In  good  time,  he  replaced  the  cover- 
ings, shut  up  the  box,  put  it  back  in  its  place,  locked  up 
the  whole  concern  (Holy  Family  and  all)  behind  a  pair 
of  folding-doors ;  took  off  his  priestly  vestments ;  and 
received  the  customary  "small  charge,"  while  his  com- 
panion by  means  of  an  extinguisher  fastened  to  the 
end  of  a  long  stick,  put  out  the  lights,  one  after  an- 
other. The  candles  being  all  extinguished,  and  the 
money  all  collected,  they  retired,  and  so  did  the  specta- 
tors. 

I  met  this  same  Bambino,  in  the  street  a  short  time 
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afterwards,  going,  in  great  state,  to  the  house  of  some 
sick  person,  It  is  taken  to  all  parts  of  Rome  for  this 
purpose,  constantly ;  but,  I  understand  that  it  is  not  al- 
ways as  successful  as  could  be  wished  ;  for,  making  its 

appearance  at  the  bedside  of  Weak  and  nervous  people  in 
extremity,  accompanied  by  a.  numerous  escort,  it  not  un- 
frequently  frightens  them  to  death,     it  is  most  popular 

in  cases  of  childbirth,  where  it  has  done  such  wonders, 
that  it  a  lady  be  longer  than  usual  in  getting  through  her 
difficulties,  a  messenger  is  despatched,  with  all  speed,  to 
solicit  the  immediate  attendance  of  the  Bambino.  It  is  a 
very  valuable  property,  and  much  confided  in — especially 
by  the  religious  body  to  whom  it  belongs. 

I  am  happy  to  know  that  it  is  not  considered  immac- 
ulate, by  some  who  are  good  Catholics,  and  who  are  behind 
the  scenes,  from  what  was  told  me  by  the  near  relation 
of  a  Priest,  himself  a  Catholic,  and  a  gentleman  of  learn- 
ing and  intelligence.  This  Priest  made  my  informant 
promise  that  he  would,  on  no  account,  allow  the  Bambino 
to  be  borne  into  the  bedroom  of  a  sick  lady,  in  whom 
they  were  both  interested.  "  For,"  said  he,  "  if  they  (the 
monks)  trouble  her  with  it,  and  intrude  themselves  into 
her  room,  it  will  certainly  kill  her."  My  informant 
accordingly  looked  out  of  the  window  when  it  came;  and, 
with  many  thanks,  declined  to  open  the  door.  He  endeav- 
ored, in  another  case  of  which  he  had  no  other  knowledge 
than  such  as  he  gained  as  a  passer-by  at  the  moment,  to 
prevent  its  being  carried  into  a  small  unwholesome 
chamber,  where  a  poor  girl  was  dying.  But,  he  strove 
against  it  unsucessfully,  and  she  expired  while  the  crowd 
were  pressing  round  her  bed. 

Among  the  people  who  drop  into  St.  Peter's  at  their 
leisure,  to  kneel  on  the  pavement,  and  say  a  quiet  prayer, 
there  are  certain  schools  and  seminaries,  priestly  and 
otherwise,  that  come  in,  twenty  or  thirty  strong.  These 
boys  always  kneel  down  in  single  file,  one  behind  tne 
other,  with  a  tall  grim  master  in  a  black  gown,  bringing 
up  the  rear:  like  a  pack  of  cards  arranged  to  be  tumbled 
down  at  a  touch,  with  a  disproportionately  large  Knave 
of  clubs  at  the  end.  When  they  have  had  a  minute  or  so 
at  the  chief  altar,  they  scramble  up,  and  filing  off  to  the 
chapel  of  the  Madonna,  or  the  sacrament,  flop  down 
again   in  the  same  order ;  so  that  if  anybody  did  stumble 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  1^3 

against  the  master,  a  general  and  sudden  overthrow  of 
the  whole  line  must  inevitably  ensue. 

The  scene  in  all  the  churches  is  the  strangest  possible. 
The  same  monotonous,  heartless  drowsy  chanting,  always 
going  on  ;  the  frame  dark  building,  darker  from  the  bright- 
ness of  the  street  without ;  the  same  lamps  dimly  burn- 
ing ;  the  self-same  people  kneeling  here  and  there;  turn- 
ed towards  you,  from  one  altar  or  other,  the  same  priest's 
back,  with  the  same  large  cross  embroidered  on  it ;  how- 
ever different  in  size,  in  shape,  in  wealth,  in  architecture, 
this  church  is  from  that,  it  is  the  same  thing  still.  There 
are  the  same  dirty  beggars  stopping  in  their  muttered 
prayers  to  beg;  the  same  miserable  cripples  exhibiting 
their  deformity  at  the  door  ;  the  same  blind  men,  rat- 
tling little  pots  like  kitchen  pepper-castors  :  their  deposi- 
tories for  alias  ;  the  same  preposterous  crowns  of  silver 
stuck  upon  the  painted  heads  of  single  saints  and  Virgins 
in  crowded  pictures,  so  that  a  little  figure  on  a  mountain 
has  ahead-dress  bigger  than  the  temple  in  the  foreground, 
or  adjacent  miles  of  landscape  ;  the  same  favorite  shrine 
or  figure,  smothered  with  little  silver  hearts  and  crosses, 
and  the  like  :  the  staple  trade  and  show  of  all  the  jewel- 
lers ;  the  same  odd  mixture  of  respect  and  indecorum, 
faith  and  phlegm  :  kneeling  on  the  stones,  and  spitting 
on  them,  loudly ;  getting  up  from  prayers  to  beg  a  little,  or 
to  pursue  some  other  worldly  matter:  and  then  kneeling 
down  again,  to  resume  the  contrite  supplication  at  the 
point  where  it  was  interrupted.  In  one  church,  a  kneel- 
ing lady  got  up  from  her  prayers,  for  a  moment,  to  offer 
us  her  card,  as  a  teacher  of  Music ;  and  in  another,  a 
sedate  gentleman  with  a  very  thick  walking-staff,  arose 
from  his  devotions  to  belabor  his  dog,  who  was  growling 
at  another  dog:  and  whose  yelps  and  howls  resounded 
through  the  church,  as  his  master  quietly  relapsed  into 
his  former  train  of  meditation — keeping  his  eye  upon  the 
dog,  at  the  same  time,  nevertheless. 

Above  all,  there  is  always  a  receptacle  for  the  contri- 
butions of  the  Faithful,  in  some  form  or  other.  Some- 
times, it  is  a  money-box,  set  up  between  the  worshipper, 
and  the  wooden  life-size  figure  of  the  Redeemer ;  some- 
times, it  is  a  little  chest  for  the  maintenance  of  the  Vir- 
gin ;  sometimes,  an  appeal  on  behalf  of  a  popular  Bam- 
bino ;  sometimes,  a  bag  at  the  end  of  a  long  stick,  thrust 
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among  the  people  here  and  there,  and  vigilantly  jingled 
hy  an  active  Sacristan  ;  but  there  it  always  is,  and,  very 
often,  in  many  shapes  in  the  same  church,  and  doing 
pretty  well  in  all.  Nor,  is  it  wanting  in  the  open  air — 
the  streets  and  roads — for,  often  as  you  are  walking 
along,  thinking  about  any  thing  rather  than  a  fin  canister, 
that  object  pounces  upon  you  from  a  little  house  by  the 
wayside;  and  on  its  top  is  painted,  "  For  the  Souls  in 
Purgatory;"  an  appeal  which  the  bearer  repeats  a  great 
many  times,  as  he  rattles  it  before  you,  much  as  Punch 
rattles  the  cracked  bell  which  his  sanguine  disposition 
makes  an  organ  of. 

And  this  reminds  me  that  some  Roman  altars  of  pe- 
culiar sanctity,  bear  the  inscription,  "Every  mass  per- 
formed at  this  altar  frees  a  soul  from  Purgatory."  I 
have  never  been  able  to  find  out  the  charge  for  one  of 
these  services,  but  they  should  needs  be  expensive. 
There  are  several  Crosses  in  Rome  too,  the  kissing  of 
which,  confers  indulgences  for  varying  terms.  That  in 
the  centre  of  the  Coliseum,  is  worth  a  hundred  days ; 
and  people  may  be  seen  kissing  it  from  morning  to  night. 
It  is  curious  that  some  of  these  crosses  seem  to  acquire 
an  arbitrary  popularity  :  this  very  one  among  them.  In 
another  part  of  the  Coliseum  there  is  a  cross  upon  a  mar- 
ble slab,  with  the  inscription,  "  Who  kisses  this  cross 
shall  be  entitled  to  Two  hundred  and  forty  days'  indul- 
gence." But  I  saw  no  one  person  kiss  it,  though,  day 
after  day,  I  sat  in  the  arena,  and  saw  scores  upon  scores 
of  peasants  pass  it,  on  their  way  to  kiss  the  other. 

To  single  out  details  from  the  great  dream  of  Roman 
Churches,  would  be  the  wildest  occupation  in  the  world. 
But  St.  Stefano  Rotondo,  a  damp,  mildewed  vault  of 
an  old  church  in  the  outskirts  of  Rome,  will  always 
struggle  uppermost  in  my  mind,  by  reason  of  the  hideous 
paintings  with  which  its  walls  are  covered.  These  rep- 
resent the  martyrdom  of  saints  and  early  Christians ; 
and  such  a  panorama  of  horror  and  butchery  no  man 
could  imagine  in  his  sleep,  though  he  were  to  eat  a  whole 
pig  raw,  for  supper.  Gray-bearded  men  being  boiled, 
fried,  grilled,  crimped,  singed,  eaten  by  wild  beasts,  wor- 
ried by  dogs,  buried  alive,  torn  asunder  by  horses,  chopped 
up  small  with  hatchets :  women  having  their  breasts 
torn  with  iron  pincers,  their  tongues  cut  out,  their  ears 
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screwed  off,  their  jaws  broken,  their  bodies  stretched 
upon  the  rack,  or  skinned  upon  the  stake,  or  crackled  up 
and  melted  in  the  fire :  these  are  among  the  mildest  sub- 
jects. So  insisted  on,  and  labored  at,  besides,  that  every 
sufferer  gives  you  the  same  occasion  for  wonder  as  poor 
old  Duncan  awoke,  in  Lady  Macbeth,  when  she  marvelled 
at  his  having  so  much  blood  in  him. 

There  is  an  upper  chamber  in  the  Mamertine  prisons, 
over  what  is  said  to  have  heen — and  very  possibly  may 
have  been— the  dungeon  of  St.  Peter.  This  chamber  is 
now  fitted  up  as  an  oratory,  dedicated  to  that  saint;  and 
it  lives,  as  a  distinct  and  separate  place,  in  my  recollec- 
tion, too.  It  is  very  small  and  low-roofed  ;  and  the  dread 
and  gloom  of  the  ponderous,  obdurate  old  prison  are  on 
it,  as  if  they  had  come  up  in  a  dark  mist  through  the 
floor.  Hanging  on  the  walls,  among  the  clustered  votive 
offerings,  are  objects,  at  once  strangely  in  keeping,  and 
strangely  at  variance,  with  the  place— rusty  daggers, 
knives,  pistols,  clubs,  divers  instruments  of  violence  and 
murder,  brought  here,  fresh  from  use,  and  hung  up  to 
propitiate  offended  Heaven :  as  if  the  blood  upon  them 
would  drain  off  in  consecrated  air,  and  have  no  voice  to 
cry  with.  It  is  all  so  silent  and  so  close,  and  tomb-like ; 
and  the  dungeons  below  are  so  black  and  stealthy,  and 
stagnant,  and  naked ;  that  this  little  dark  spot  becomes 
a  dream  within  a  dream  :  and  in  the  vision  of  great 
churches  which  come  rolling  past  me  like  a  sea,  it  is  a 
small  wave  by  itself,  that  melts  into  no  other  wave,  and 
does  not  flow  on  with  the  rest. 

It  is  an  awful  thing  to  think  of  the  enormous  caverns 
that  are  entered  from  some  Roman  churches,  and  under- 
mine the  city.  Many  churches  have  crypts  and  sub- 
terranean chapels  of  great  size,  which,  in  the  ancient  time, 
were  baths,  and  secret  chambers  of  temples,  and  what 
not ;  but  I  do  not  speak  of  them.  Beneath  the  church  of 
St.  Giovanni  and  St.  Paolo,  there  are  the  jaws  of  a  ter- 
rific range  of  caverns,  hewn  out  of  the  rock,  and  said  to 
have  another  outlet  underneath  the  Coliseum — tremen- 
dous darknesses  of  vast  extent,  half-buried  in  the  earth 
and  unexplorable,  where  the  dull  torches,  flashed  by  the 
attendants,  glimmer  down  long  ranges  of  distant  vaults 
branching  to  the  right  and  left,  like  streets  in  a  city  of 
the  dead;  and  show  the  cold  damp   stealing  down  the 


13G  PICTURES  FROM  ITALY. 

walls,  drip-drop,  drip-drop,  to  join  the  pools  of  water  that 
lie  here  and  there,  and  never  saw  and  never  will 
see,  one  ray  of  the  sum.  Some  accounts  make  these 
the  prisons  of  the  wild  beasts  destined  for  the  am- 
phitheatre; some,  the  prisons  of  the  condemned  gladia- 
tors; some,  both.  But  the  legend  most  appalling  to 
the  fancy  is,  that  in  the  upper  range  (for  there  are 
two  stories  of  these  caves)  the  Early  Christians  destined 
to  be  eaten  at  the  Coliseum  Shows,  heard  the  wild 
beasts,  hungry  for  them,  roaring  down  below;  until, 
upon  the  night  and  solitude  of  their  captivity,  there  burst 
the  sudden  noon  and  life  of  the  vast  theatre  crowded  to 
the  parapet,  and  of  these,  their  dreaded  neighbors,  bound- 
ing in  ! 

Below  the  church  of  San  Sebastiano,  two  miles  beyond 
the  gate  of  San  Sebastiano,  on  the  Appian  Way,  is  the 
entrance  to  the  catacombs  of  Rome — quarries  in  the  old 
time,  but  afterwards  the  hiding-places  of  the  Christians. 
These  ghastly  passages  have  been  explored  for  twenty 
miles;  and  form  a  chain  of  labyrinths,  sixty  miles  in 
circumference. 

A  gaunt  Franciscan  friar,  with  a  wild  bright  eye,  was  our 
only  guide,  down  into  this  profound  and  dreadful  place. 
The  narrow  ways  and  openings  hither  and  thither,  cou- 
pled with  the  dead  and  heavy  air,  soon  blotted  out,  in  all 
of  us,  any  recollection  of  the  track  by  which  we  had  come ; 
and  I  could  not  help  thinking,  "Good  Heaven,  if  in  a  sud- 
den fit  of  madness,  he  should  dash  the  torches  out,  or  if 
he  should  be  seized  with  a  fit,  what  would  become  of  us  !  " 
On  we  wandered,  among  martyrs'  graves :  passing  great 
subterranean  vaulted  roads,  diverging  in  all  directions, 
and  choked  up  with  heaps  of  stones,  that  thieves  and 
murderers  may  not  take  refuge  there,  and  form  a  popula- 
tion under  Rome,  even  worse  than  that  which  lives  between 
it  and  the  sun.  Graves,  graves,  graves  :  Graves  of  men, 
of  women,  of  their  little  children,  who  ran  crying  to  the 
persecutors,  "  We  are  Christians  !  We  are  Christians  ! " 
that  they  might  be  murdered  with  their  parents;  Graves 
with  the  palm  of  martyrdom  roughly  cut  into  their  stone 
boundaries,  and  little  niches,  made  to  hold  a  vessel  of 
the  martyrs'  blood  ;  Graves  of  some  who  lived  down  here, 
for  years  together,  ministering  to  the  rest,  and  preaching 
truth,  and  hope,  and  comfort,  from  the  rude  altars,  that 
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bear  witness  to  their  fortitude  at  this  hour ;  more  roomy 
graves,  but  far  more  terrible,  where  hundreds,  being"  sur- 
prised, were  hemmed  in  and  walled  up  :  buried  before 
Death,  and  killed  by  slow  starvation. 

"  The  Triumphs  of  the  Faith  are  not  above  ground  in 
our  splendid  churches,"  said  the  friar,  looking  round 
upon  us,  as  we  stopped  to  rest  in  one  of  the  low  passages, 
with  bones  and  dust  surrounding  us  on  every  side. 
"  They  are  here  !  Among  the  Martyrs'  Graves !  "  He 
was  a  gentle,  earnest  man,  and  said  it  from  his  heart; 
but  when  I  thought  how  Christian  men  have  dealt  with 
one  another ;  how,  perverting  our  most  merciful  religion, 
they  have  hunted  down  and  tortured,  burnt  and  be- 
headed, strangled,  slaughtered,  and  oppressed  each  other ; 
I  pictured  to  myself  an  agony  surpassing  any  that  this 
Dust  had  suffered  with  the  breath  of  life  yet  lingering  in 
it,  and  how  these  great  and  constant  hearts  would  have 
been  shaken — how  they  would  have  quailed  and  drooped 
— if  a  fore-knowledge  of  the  deeds  that  professing  Chris- 
ians  would  commit  in  the  Great  Name  for  which  they 
died,  could  have  rent  them  with  its  own  unutterable 
anguish,  on  the  cruel  wheel,  and  bitter  cross,  and  in  the 
fearful  fire. 

Such  are  the  spots  and  patches  in  my  dream  of  churches, 
that  remain,  apart,  and  keep  their  separate  identity.  I 
have  a  fainter  recollection,  sometimes,  of  the  relics  ;  of 
the  fragment  of  the  pillar  of  the  Temple  that  was  rent  in 
twain;  of  the  portion  of  the  table  that  was  spread  for  the 
Last  Supper;  of  the  well  at  which  the  woman  of  Samaria 
gave  water  to  Our  Saviour ;  of  two  columns  from  the  house 
of  Pontius  Pilate  ;  of  the  stone  to  which  the  Sacred  hands 
were  bound,  when  the  scourging  was  performed ;  of  the 
gridiron  of  Saint  Lawrence,  and  the  stone  below  it, 
marked  with  the  frying  of  his  fat  and  blood;  these  set  a 
shadowy  mark  on  some  cathedrals,  as  an  old  story,  or  a 
fable  might,  and  stop  them  for  an  instant,  as  they  flit  be- 
fore me.  The  rest  is  a  vast  wilderness  of  consecrated 
buildings  of  all  shapes  and  fancies,  blending  one  with 
another;  of  battered  pillars  of  old  Pagan  temples,  dug  up 
from  the  ground,  and  forced,  like  giant  captives,  to  support 
the  roofs  of  Christian  churches;  of  pictures,  bad,  and 
wonderful,  and  impious,  and  ridiculous;  of  kneeling  peo- 
ple, curling  incense,  tinkling  bells,  and   sometimes  (but 
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not  often)  of  a  swelling  organ:  of  Madonne,  with  their 
breasts  stark  full  of  swords,  arranged  in  ;i  half-circle 
like  a  modern  fan;  of  actual  skeletons  of  dead  saints, 
hideously  attired  in  gaudy  satins,  silks,  and  velvets 
trimmed  with  gold :  their  withered  crust  of  skull  adorned 
with  precious  jewels,  or  with  chaplets  of  crushed  flowers  ; 
sometimes,  of  people  gathered  round  the  pulpit,  and  a 
monk  within  it  stretching  out  the  crucifix,  and  preach- 
ing fiercely  :  the  sun  just  streaming  down  through  some 
high  window  on  the  sail-cloth  stretched  above  him  and 
across  the  church,  to  keep  his  high-pitched  voice  from  be- 
ing lost  among  the  echoes  of  the  roof.  Then  my  tired 
memory  comes  out  upon  a  flight  of  steps,  where  knots  of 
people  are  asleep,  or  basking  in  the  Light ;  and  strolls  away, 
among  the  rags,  and  smells,  and  palaces,  and  hovels,  of 
an  old  Italian  street. 

On  one  Saturday  morning  (the  eighth  of  March)  a  man 
was  beheaded  here.  Nine  or  ten  months  before,  he  had 
waylaid  a  Bavarian  countess,  travelling  as  a  pilgrim  to 
Rome — alone  and  on  foot,  of  course — and  performing,  it 
is  said,  that  act  of  piety  for  the  fourth  time.  He  saw  her 
change  a  piece  of  gold  at  Viterbo,  where  he  lived ;  fol- 
lowed her;  bore  her  company  on  her  journey  for  some 
forty  miles  or  more,  on  the  treacherous  pretext  of  protect- 
ing her ;  attacked  her,  in  the  fulfilment  of  his  unrelenting 
purpose,  on  the  Campagna,  within  a  very  short  distance 
of  Rome,  near  to  what  is  called  (but  what  is  not)  the 
Tomb  of  Nero  ;  robbed  her  ;  and  beat  her  to  death  with 
her  own  pilgrim's  staff.  He  was  newly  married,  and  gave 
some  of  her  apparel  to  his  wife :  saying  that  he  had 
bought  it  at  a  fair.  She,  however,  who  had  seen  the  pil- 
grim-countess passing  through  their  town,  recognized 
some  trifle  as  having  belonged  to  her.  Her  husband  then 
told  her  what  he  had  done.  .She,  in  confession,  told  a 
priest;  and  the  man  was  taken,  within  four  days  after 
the  commission  of  the  murder. 

There  are  no  fixed  times  for  the  administration  of  jus- 
tice, or  its  execution,  in  this  unaccountable  country  ;  and 
he  had  been  in  prison  ever  since.  On  the  Friday,  as  he 
was  dining  with  the  other  prisoners,  they  came  and  told 
him  he  was  to  be  beheaded  next  morning,  and  took  him 
away.     It  is  very  unusual  to  execute  in  Lent ;  but  his 


TEMPLE    OF    THE    SIBYL. 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  139 

crime  being  a  very  bad  one,  it  was  deemed  advisable  to 
make  an  example  of  him  at  that  lime,  when  great  numbers 
of  pilgrims  were  coming  towards  Koine,  from  all  parts, 
for  the  Holy  Week.  I  heard  of  this  on  the  Friday  even- 
ing, and  saw  the  bills  up  at  the  churches,  calling  on  the 
people  to  pray  for  the  criminal's  soul.  So,  I  determined 
to  go,  and  see  him  executed. 

The  beheading  was  appointed  for  fourteen  and  a-half 
o'clock,  Roman  time  :  or  a  quarter  before  nine  in  the  fore- 
noon. I  had  two  friends  with  me;  and  as  we  did  not 
know  but  that  the  crowd  might  be  very  great,  we  were 
on  the  spot  by  half-past  seven.  The  place  of  execution 
was  near  the  church  of  San  Giovanni  decollato  (a  doubt- 
ful compliment  to  Saint  John  the  Baptist)  in  one  of  the 
impassable  back  streets  -without  any  footway,  of  which 
a  great  part  of  Rome  is  composed— a  street  of  rotten 
houses,  which  do  not  seem  to  belong  to  anybody,  and  do 
not  seem  to  have  ever  been  inhabited,  and  certainly  were 
never  built  on  any  plan,  or  for  any  particular  purpose, 
and  have  no  window-sashes,  and  are  a  little  like  deserted 
breweries,  and  might  be  warehouses  but  for  having  noth- 
ing in  them.  Opposite  to  one  of  these,  a  white  house, 
the  scaffold  was  built.  An  untidy,  un painted,  uncouth, 
crazy-looking  thing,  of  course  :  some  seven  feet  high,  per- 
haps :  with  a  tall,  gallows-shaped  frame  rising  above  it, 
in  winch  was  the  knife,  charged  with  a  ponderous  mass 
of  iron,  all  ready  to  descend,  and  glittering  brightly  in 
the  morning  sun,  whenever  it  looked  out,  now  and  then, 
from  behind  a  cloud. 

There  were  not  many  people  lingering  about ;  and 
these  were  kept  at  a  considerable  distance  from  the  scaf- 
fold, by  parties  of  the  Pope's  dragoons.  Two  or  three 
hundred  foot-soldiers  were  under  arms,  standing  at  ease 
in  clusters  here  and  there ;  and  the  officers  were  walking 
up  and  down  in  twos  and  threes,  chatting  together,  and 
smoking  cigars. 

At  the  end  of  the  street,  was  an  open  space,  where  there 
would  be  a  dust-heap,  and  piles  of  broken  crockery,  and 
mounds  of  vegetable  refuse,  but  for  such  things  being 
thrown  anywhere  and  everywhere  in  Rome,  and  favoring 
no  particular  sort  of  locality.  We  got  into  a  kind  of 
wash-house,  belonging  to  a  dwelling-house  on  this  spot; 
and  standing  there  in  an  old  cart,  and  on  a  heap  of  cart- 


i  in  PICTURES  FROM  ITALY. 

wheels  piled  against  the  wall,  looked  through  a  large 
grated  window,  at  the  scaffold,  and  straight  down  the 
streel  beyond  it,  until,  in  consequence  of  its  turning  off 
abruptly  to  the  left,  our  perspective  was  brought  to  a 
sudden  termination,  and  had  a  corpulent  officer,  in  a 
cocked  hat,  for  its  crowning  feature. 

Nine  o'clock  struck,  and  ten  o'cock  struck,  and  nothing 
happened.  All  the  bells  of  all  the  churches  rang  as  usual. 
A  little  parliament  of  dogs  assembled  in  the  open  space, 
and  chased  each  other,  in  and  out  among  the  soldiers. 
Fierce-looking  Romans  of  the  lowest  class,  in  blue  cloaks, 
russet  cloaks  and  rags  uncloaked,  came  and  went,  and 
talked  together.  Women  and  children  fluttered,  on  the 
skirts  of  the  scanty  crowd.  One  large  muddy  spot  was 
left  quite  bare,  like  a  bald  place  on  a  man's  head.  A 
cigar-merchant,  with  an  earthen  pot  of  charcoal  ashes  in 
one  hand,  wrent  up  and  down,  crying  his  wares.  A  pas- 
try-merchant divided  his  attention  between  the  scaffold 
and  his  customers.  Boys  tried  to  climb  up  walls,  and 
tumbled  down  again.  Priests  and  monks  elbowed  a 
passage  for  themselves  among  the  people,  and  stood  on 
tiptoe  for  a  sight  of  the  knife  :  then  went  away.  Artists, 
in  inconceivable  hats  of  the  middle-ages,  and  beards  (thank 
Heaven  !)  of  no  age  at  all,  flashed  picturesque  scowls  about 
them  from  their  stations  in  the  throng.  One  gentleman 
(connected  with  the  fine  arts,  I  presume)  went  up  and 
down  in  a  pair  of  Hessian  boots,  with  a  red  beard  hanging 
down  on  his  breast,  and  his  long  and  bright  red  hair, 
plaited  into  two  tails,  one  on  either  side  of  his  head,  which 
fell  over  his  shoulders  in  front  of  him,  very  nearly  to  his 
waist,  and  were  carefully  entwined  and  braided! 

Eleven  o'clock  struck ;  and  still  nothing  happened.  A 
rumor  got  about,  among  the  crowd,  that  the  criminal 
would  not  confess  ;  in  which  case,  the  priests  would  keep 
him  until  the  Ave  Maria  (sunset) ;  for  it  is  their  merciful 
custom  never  finally  to  turn  the  crucifix  away  from  a  man 
at  that  pass,  as  one  refusing  to  be  shriven,  and  consequent- 
ly a  sinner  abandoned  of  the  Saviour,  until  then.  People 
began  to  drop  off.  The  officers  shrugged  their  shoulders 
and  looked  doubtful.  The  dragoons,  who  came  riding  up 
below  our  window,  every  now  and  then,  to  order  an  un- 
lucky hackney-coach  or  cart  away,  as  soon  as  it  had  com- 
fortably established  itself,  and  was  covered  with  exulting 
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people  (but  never  before),  became  imperious,  and  quick- 
tempered. The  bald  place  hadn't  a  straggling  hair  upon 
it;  and  the  corpulent  officer,  crowning  the  perspective, 
took  a  world  of  snuff. 

Suddenly,  there  was  a  noise  of  trumpets.  "  Atten- 
tion !  "  was  among  the  foot-soldiers  instantly.  They 
were  marched  up  to  the  scaffold  and  formed  round  it. 
The  dragoons  galloped  to  their  nearest  stations  too.  The 
guillotine  became  the  centre  of  a  wood  of  bristling  bay- 
onets and  shining  sabres.  The  people  closed  round 
nearer,  on  the  flank  of  the  soldiery.  A  long  straggling 
stream  of  men  and  boys,  who  had  accompanied  the  pro- 
cession from  the  prison,  came  pouring  into  the  open 
space.  The  bald  spot  was  scarcely  distinguishable  from 
the  rest.  The  cigar  and  pastry-merchants  resigned  all 
thoughts  of  business,  for  the  moment,  and  abandoning 
themselves  wholly  to  pleasure,  got  good  situations  in  the 
crowd.  The  perspective  ended,  now,  in  a  troop  of  dra- 
goons. And  the  corpulent  officer,  sword  in  hand,  looked 
hard  at  a  church  close  to  him,  which  he  could  see,  but  we, 
the  crowd,  could  not. 

After  a  short  delay,  some  monks  were  seen  approach- 
ing to  the  scaffold  from  this  church;  and  above  their 
heads,  coming  on  slowly  and  gloomily,  the  effigy  of  Christ 
upon  the  cross,  canopied  with  black.  This  was  carried 
round  the  foot  of  the  scaffold,  to  the  front,  and  turned 
towards  the  criminal,  that  he  might  see  it  to  the  last. 
It  was  hardly  in  its  place,  when  he  appeared  on  the  plat- 
form, barefooted ;  his  hands  bound ;  and  with  the  collar 
and  neck  of  his  shirt  cut  away,  almost  to  the  shoulder. 
A  young  man— six-and-twenty — vigorously  made,  and 
well-shaped.  Face  pale  ;  small  dark  moustache  ;  and 
dark  brown  hair. 

He  had  refused  to  confess,  it  seemed,  without  first  hav- 
ing his  wife  brought  to  see  him ;  and  they  had  sent  an 
escort  for  her,  which  had  occasioned  the  delay. 

He  immediately  kneeled  down,  below  the  knife.  His 
neck  fitting  into  a  hole,  made  for  the  purpose,  in  a  cross 
plank,  was  shut  down,  by  another  plank  above;  exactly 
like  the  pillory.  Immediately  below  him  was  a  leathern 
bag.     And  into  it  his  head  rolled  instantly. 

The  executioner  was  holding  it  hy  the  hair,  and  walk- 
ing with  it  round  the  scaffold,  showing  it  to  the  people, 
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before  one  quite  knew  that  the  knife  had  fallen  heavily, 
and  with  a  rattling  sound. 

When  ii  had  travelled  round  the  four  sides  of  the 
scaffold,  it  m;is  set  upon  a  pole  in  front — a  little  patch 
of  black  and  white,  for  the  long  street  to  stare  at, and  the 
flies  to  settle  on.  The  eyes  were  turned  upward,  as  if  he 
had  avoided  the  sight  of  the  leal  hern  bag,  and  looked  to 
the  crucifix.  Every  tinge  and  hue  of  life  had  left  it  in 
that  instant.  It  was  dull,  cold,  livid,  wax.  The  body 
also. 

There  was  a  great  deal  of  blood.  When  we  left  the  win- 
dow, and  went  close  up  to  the  scaffold,  it  was  very  dirty  ; 
one  of  the  two  men  who  were  throwing  water  over  it, 
turning  to  help  the  other  lift  the  body  into  a  shell,  picked 
his  way  as  through  mire.  A  strange  appearance  was 
the  apparent  annihilation  of  the  neck.  The  head  was 
taken  off  so  close,  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  knife  had  nar- 
rowly escaped  crushing  the  jaw,  or  shaving  off  the  ear ; 
and  the  body  looked  as  if  there  were  nothing  left  above 
the  shoulder. 

Nobody  cared,  or  was  at  all  affected.  There  was  no 
manifestation  of  disgust,  or  pity,  or  indignation,  or  sorrow. 
My  empty  pockets  were  tried,  several  times,  in  the  crowd 
immediately  below  the  scaffold,  as  the  corpse  was  beingput 
into  its  coffin.  It  was  an  ugly,  filthy,  careless,  sickening 
spectacle;  meaning  nothing  but  butchery  beyond  the  mo- 
mentary interest,  to  the  one  wretched  actor.  Yes!  Such 
a  sight  has  one  meaning  and  one  warning.  Let  me  not 
forget  it.  The  speculators  in  the  lottery,  station  them- 
selves at  favorable  points  for  counting  the  gouts  of  blood 
that  spirt  out,  here  or  there  ;  and  buy  that  number.  It 
is  pretty  sure  to  have  a  run  upon  it. 

The  body  was  carted  away  in  due  time,  the  knife 
cleansed,  the  scaffold  taken  down,  and  all  the  hideous 
apparatus  removed.  The  executioner  :  an  outlaw  ex 
officio  (what  a  satire  on  the  Punishment!)  who  dare  not, 
for  his  life,  cross  the  Bridge  of  St.  Angelo  but  to  do  his 
work :  retreated  to  his  lair,  and  the  show  was  over. 

At  the  head  of  the  collections  in  the  palaces  of  Rome, 
the  Vatican,  of  course,  with  its  treasures  of  art,  its  enor- 
mous galleries,  and  staircases,  and  suites  upon  suites  of 
immense  chambers,  ranks  highest  and  stands  foremost. 
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Many  most  noble  statues,  and  wonderful  pictures,  are 
there ;  nor  is  it  heresy  to  say  that  there  is  a  considerable 
amount  of  rubbish  there,  too.  When  any  old  piece  of 
sculpture  dug  out  of  the  ground,  finds  a  place  in  a  gallery 
because  it  is  old,  and  without  any  reference  to  its  intrinsic 
merits:  and  finds  admirers  by  the  hundred,  because  it  is 
there,  and  for  no  other  reason  on  earth  :  there  will  be  no 
lack  of  objects,  very  indift'erent  in  the  plain  eyesight  of 
any  one  who  employs  so  vulgar  a  property,  when  he  may 
wear  the  spectacles  of  Cant  for  less  than  nothing,  and 
establish  himself  as  a  man  of  taste  for  the  mere  trouble 
of  putting  them  on. 

I  unreservedly  confess,  for  myself,  that  I  cannot  leave 
my  natural  perception  of  what  is  natural  and  true,  at  a 
palace-door,  in  Italy  or  elsewhere,  as  I  should  leave  my 
shoes  if  I  were  travelling  in  the  East.  I  cannot  forget 
that  there  are  certain  expressions  of  face,  natural  to  certain 
passions,  and  as  unchangeable  in  their  nature  as  the  gait 
of  a  lion,  or  the  flight  of  an  eagle.  I  cannot  dismiss  from 
my  certain  knowledge,  such  commonplace  facts  as  the 
ordinary  proportion  of  men's  arms,  and  legs,  and  heads; 
and  when  I  meet  with  performances  that  do  violence  to 
these  experiences  and  recollections,  no  matter  where  they 
may  be,  I  cannot  honestly  admire  them,  and  think  it  best 
to  say  so  ;  in  spite  of  high  critical  advice  that  we  should 
sometimes  feign  an  admiration,  though  we  have  it  not. 

Therefore,  I  freely  acknowledge  that  when  I  see  a  Jolly 
young  Waterman  representing  a  cherubim,  or  a  Barclay 
and  Perkins's  Drayman  depicted  as  an  Evangelist,  I  see 
nothing  to  commend  or  admire  in  the  performance,  how- 
ever great  its  reputed  Painter.  Neither  am  I  partial  to 
libelous  Angels,  wdio  play  on  Addles  and  bassoons,  for 
the  edification  of  sprawling  monks  apparently  in  liquor. 
Nor  to  those  Monsieur  Tonsons  of  galleries,  Saint  Fran- 
cis and  Saint  Sebastian;  both  of  whom  I  submit  should 
have  very  uncommon  and  rare  merits,  as  works  of  art,  to 
justify  their  compound  multiplication  by  Italian  Painters. 

It  seems  to  me,  too,  that  the  indiscriminate  and  deter- 
mined raptures  in  which  some  critics  indulge,  is  incom- 
patible with  the  true  appreciation  of  the  really  great  and 
transcendent  works.  I  cannot  imagine,  for  example,  how 
the  resolute  champion  of  undeserving  pictures  can  soar 
to  the  amazing  beauty  of  Titian's  great  picture  of  the 
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Assumption  of  the  Virgin  at  Venice ;  or  how  the  man 
who  is  truly  affected  by  the  sublimity  of  that  exquisite 
production,  or  who  is  truly  sensible  of  the  beauty  of  Tin- 
toretto's great  picture  of  the  Assembly  of  the  Blessed  in 
the  same  place,  can  discern  in  Michael  Angelo's  Last 
Judgment,  in  the  Sistine  chapel,  any  general  idea,  or  one 
pervading  thought,  in  harmony  with  the  stupendous  sub- 
ject.  lie  who  will  contemplate  Raphael's  masterpiece, 
the  Transfiguration,  and  will  go  away  into  another  cham- 
ber of  that  same  Vatican,  and  contemplate  another  design 
of  Raphael,  representing  (in  incredible  caricature)  the 
miraculous  stopping  of  a  great  fire  by  Leo  the  Fourth — 
and  who  will  say  that  he  admires  them  both,  as  works  of 
extraordinary  genius — must,  as  I  think,  be  wanting  in 
his  powers  of  perception  in  one  of  the  two  instances,  and, 
probably,  in  the  high  and  lofty  one. 

It  is  easy  to  suggest,  a  doubt,  but  I  have  a  great  doubt 
whether,  sometimes,  the  rules  of  art  are  not  too  strictly 
observed,  and  whether  it  is  quite  well  or  agreeable  that  we 
should  know  beforehand,  where  this  figure  will  be  turn- 
ing round,  and  where  that  figure  will  be  lying  down,  and 
where  there  will  be  drapery  in  folds,  and  so  forth.  When 
I  observe  heads  inferior  to  the  subject,  in  pictures  of 
merit,  in  Italian  galleries,  I  do  not  attach  that  reproach 
to  the  Painter,  for  I  have  a  suspicion  that  these  great 
men,  who  were,  of  necessity,  very  much  in  the  hands  of 
monks  and  priests,  painted  monks  and  priests  a  great 
deal  too  often.  I  frequently  see,  in  pictures  of  real  power, 
heads  quite  below  the  story  and  the  painter :  and  I  in- 
variably observe  that  those  heads  are  of  the  Convent 
stamp,  and  have  their  counterparts  among  the  Convent 
inmates  of  this  hour  ;  so,  I  have  settled  with  myself  that, 
in  such  cases,  the  lameness  was  not  with  the  painter,  but 
with  the  vanity  and  ignorance  of  certain  of  his  employers, 
who  would  be  Apostles — on  canvas,  at  all  events. 

The  exquisite  grace  and  beauty  of  Canova's  statues  ; 
the  wondering  gravity  and  repose  of  many  of  the  ancient 
works  in  sculpture,  both  in  the  Capitol  and  the  Vatican  ; 
and  the  strength  and  fire  of  many  others  ;  are,  in  their 
different  ways,  beyond  all  reach  of  words.  They  are 
especially  impressive  and  delightful,  after  the  works  of 
Bernini  and  his  disciples,  in  which  the  churches  of  Rome, 
from  St.  Peter's  downward,  abound ;  and  which  are,  I 
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verily  believe,  the  most  detestable  class  of  productions  in 
the  wide  world.  I  would  infinitely  rather  (as  mere  works 
of  art)  look  upon  the  three  deities  of  the  Past,  the  Pres- 
ent, and  the  Future,  in  the  Chinese  Collection,  than  upon 
the  best  of  these  breezy  maniacs ;  whose  every  fold  of 
drapery  is  blown  inside-out ;  whose  smallest  vein,  or  ar- 
tery, is  as  big  as  an  ordinary  forefinger  ;  whose  hair  is  like 
a  nest  of  lively  snakes;  and  whose  attitudes  put  all  other 
extravagance  to  shame.  Insomuch  that  I  do  honestly 
believe,  there  can  be  no  place  in  the  world,  where  such 
intolerable  abortions,  begotten  of  the  sculptor's  chisel, 
are  to  be  found  in  such  profusion,  as  in  Rome. 

There  is  a  fine  collection  of  Egyptian  antiquities,  in 
the  Vatican;  and  the  ceilings  of  the  rooms  in  which  they 
are  arranged,  are  painted  to  represent  a  starlight  sky 
in  the  Desert.  It  may  seem  an  odd  idea,  but  it  is  very 
effective.  The  grim,  half-human  monsters  from  the  tem- 
ples, look  more  grim  and  monstrous  underneath  the  deep 
dark  blue;  it  sheds  a  strange  uncertain  gloomy  air  on 
everything — a  mystery  adapted  to  the  objects ;  and  you 
leave  them,  as  you  find  them,  shrouded  in  a  solemn 
night. 

In  the  private  palaces,  pictures  are  seen  to  the  best 
advantage.  There  are  seldom  so  many  in  one  place  that 
the  attention  need  become  distracted,  or  the  eye  confused. 
You  see  them  very  leisurely  ;  and  are  rarely  interrupted 
by  a  crowd  of  people.  There  are  portraits  innumerable, 
by  Titian,  and  Rembrandt,  and  Vandyke;  heads  by 
Cuido,  and  Domenichino,  and  Carlo  Dolci;  various  sub- 
jects by  Correggio,  and  Murillo,  and  Raphael,  and  Sal- 
vator  Rosa,  and  Spagnoletto — many  of  which  it  would  be 
difficult,  indeed,  to  praise  too  highly,  or  to  praise  enough  ; 
such  is  their  tenderness  and  grace;  their  noble  elevation, 
purity,  and  beauty. 

The  portrait  of  Beatrice  di  Cenci,  in  the  Palazzo  Bar- 
berini,  is  a  picture  almost  impossible  to  be  forgotten. 
Through  the  transcendent  sweetness  and  beauty  of  the 
face,  there  is  a  something  shining  out,  that  haunts  me. 
I  see  it  now,  as  I  see  this  paper,  or  my  pen.  The  head  is 
loosely  draped  in  white;  the  light  hair  falling  down  below 
the  linen  folds.  She  has  turned  suddenly  towards  you; 
and  there  is  an  expression  in  the  eyes — although  they  art; 
very  tender  and  gentle — as  if  the  wilderness  of  a moment- 
10 
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arv  terror,  or  distraction,  had  been  struggled  with  and 
overcome,  that  instant;  and  nothing  but  a  celestial  hope, 
and  a  beautiful  sorrow,  and  a  desolate  earthly  helpless- 
ness remained.  Some  stories  say  that  Guido  painted  it, 
the  night  before  her  execution  ;  some  other  stories,  that 
he  painted  it  from  memory,  after  having  seen  her,  on  her 
way  to  the  scaffold.  I  am  willing  to  believe  that,  as  you 
see  her  on  his  canvas,  so  she  turned  towards  him,  in  the 
crowd,  from  the  first  sight  of  the  axe,  and  stamped  upon 
his  mind  a  look  which  he  has  stamped  on  mine  as  though 
I  had  stood  beside  him  in  the  concourse.  The  guilty 
palace  of  the  Cenci :  blighting  a  whole  quarter  of  the  town, 
as  it  stands  withering  away  by  grains:  had  that  face,  to 
my  fancy,  in  its  dismal  porch,  and  at  its  black  blind 
windows,  and  flitting  up  and  down  its  dreary  stairs,  and 
growing  out  of  the  darkness  of  its  ghostly  galleries.  The 
History  is  written  in  the  Painting;  written,  in  the  dying 
girl's  face,  by  Nature's  own  hand.  And  oh !  how  in  that 
one  touch  she  puts  to  flight  (instead  of  making  kin)  the 
puny  world  that  claim  to  be  related  to  her,  in  right  of 
poor  conventional  forgeries  ! 

I  saw  in  the  Palazzo  Spada,  the  statue  of  Pompey ; 
the  statue  at  whose  base  Csesar  fell.  A  stern,  tremen- 
dous figure !  I  imagined  one  of  greater  finish :  of  the 
last  refinement :  full  of  delicate  touches  :  losing  its  distinct- 
ness, in  the  giddy  eyes  of  one  whose  blood  was  ebbing 
before  it,  and  settling  into  some  such  rigid  majesty  as 
this,  as  Death  came  creeping  over  the  upturned  face. 

The  excursions  in  the  neighborhood  of  Rome  are 
charming,  and  would  be  full  of  interest  were  it  only  for 
the  changing  views  they  afford,  of  the  wild  Campagna. 
But,  every  inch  of  ground,  in  every  direction,  is  rich  in 
associations,  and  in  natural  beauties.  There  is  Albano, 
with  its  lovely  lake  and  wooded  shore,  and  with  its  wine, 
that  certainly  has  not  improved  since  the  days  of  Horace, 
and  in  these  times  hardly  justifies  his  panegyric.  There 
is  squalid  Tivoli,  with  the  river  Anio,  diverted  from  its 
course,  and  plunging  down,  headlong,  some  eig'aty  feet 
in  search  of  it.  With  its  picturesque  Temple  of  the 
Sibyl,  perched  high  on  a  crag;  its  minor  waterfalls  glanc- 
ing and  sparkling  in  the  sun;  and  one  good  cavern  yawn- 
ing darkly,  where  the  river  takes  a  fearful  plunge  and 
shoots  on,  low  down  under  beetling  rocks.     There,  too, 
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is  the  Villa  d'Este,  deserted  and  decaying  among  groves 
of  melancholy  pine  and  cypress-itrees,  where  it  seems  to  lie 

in  state.  Then,  there  is  Frasoati,  and,  on  the  steep  above 
it,  the  ruins  of  Tusculum,  where  Cicero  lived,  and  wrote, 
and  adorned  his  favorite  house  (some  fragments  of  it  may 
yet  he  seen  there),  and  where  Cato  was  born.  We  saw  its 
ruined  amphitheatre  on  a  gray  dull  day,  when  a  shrill 
March  wind  was  blowing,  and*  when  the  scattered  stones 
of  the  old  city  lay  strewn  about  the  lonely  eminence,  as 
desolate  and  dead  as  the  ashes  of  a  long-extinguished 
fire. 

One  day  we  walked  out,  a  little  party  of  three,  to  Al- 
bano,  fourteen  miles  distant ;  possessed  by  a  great  desire 
to  go  there  by  the  ancient  Appian  Way,  long  since  ruined 
and  overgrown.  We  started  at  half  past  seven  in  the 
morning,  and  within  an  hour  or  so  were  out  upon  the 
open  Campagna.  For  twelve  miles  we  went  climbing  on, 
over  an  unbroken  succession  of  mounds,  and  heaps,  and 
hills,  of  ruin.  Tombs  and  temples,  overthrown  and  pros- 
trate ;  small  fragments  of  columns,  friezes,  pediments; 
great  blocks  of  granite  and  marble;  mouldering  arches, 
grass-grown  and  decayed  ;  ruin  enough  to  build  a  spa- 
cious city  from  ;  lay  strewn  about  us.  Sometimes,  loose 
walls,  built  up  from  these  fragments  by  the  shepherds, 
came  across  our  path  ;  sometimes,  a  ditch  between  two 
mounds  of  broken  stones,  obstructed  our  progress;  some- 
times, the  fragments  themselves,  rolling  from  beneath  our 
feet,  made  it  a  toilsome  matter  to  advance;  but  it  was 
always  ruin.  Now,  we  tracked  a  piece  of  the  old  road, 
above  the  ground;  now  traced  it,  underneath  a  grassy 
covering,  as  if  that  were  its  grave;  but  all  the  way  was 
ruin.  In  the  distance,  ruined  aqueducts  went  stalking 
on  their  giant  course  along  the  plain  ;  and  every  breath 
of  wind  that  swept  towards  us,  stirred  early  flowers  and 
grasses,  springing  up,  spontaneously,  on  miles  of  ruin. 
The  unseen  larks  above  us,  who  alone  disturbed  the 
awful  silence,  hao  their  nests  in  ruin  ;  and  the  fierce  herds- 
men, clad  in  sheepskins,  who  now  and  then  seowled  out 
upon  us  from  their  sleeping  nooks,  were  housed  in  ruin. 
The  aspect  of  the  desolate  Campagna  in  one  direction, 
where  it  was  most  level,  reminded  me  of  an  American 
prairie  but  what  is  the  solitude  of  a  region  where  men 
have  never  dwelt,  to  that  of  a  Desert,  where  a  mighty 
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race  have  left  their  footprints  in  the  earth  from  which 
they  have  vanished  ;  where  the  resting-places  of  their 
Dead,  have  fallen  like  their  Dead;  and  the  broken  hour- 
glass of  Time  is  but  a  heap  of  idle  dust !  Returning,  by 
the  road,  at  sunset ;  and  looking,  from  the  distance,  on 
the  course  we  had  taken  in  the  morning,  I  almost  felt 
(as  I  had  felt  when  I  first  saw  it,  at  that  hour)  as  if  the 
sun  would  never  rise  again,  but  looked  its  last,  that  night, 
upon  a  ruined  world. 

To  come  again  on  Rome,  by  moonlight,  after  such  an 
expedition,  is  a  fitting  close  to  such  a  day.  The  narrow 
streets,  devoid  of  footways,  and  choked,  in  every  obscure 
corner,  by  heaps  of  dunghill-rubbish,  contrast  so  strongly, 
in  their  cramped  dimensions,  and  their  filth,  and  darkness, 
with  the  broad  square  before  some  haughty  church : 
in  the  centre  of  which,  a  hieroglyphic-covered  obelisk, 
brought  from  Egypt  in  the  days  of  the  Emperors,  looks 
strangely  on  the  foreign  scene  about  it;  or  perhaps  an  an- 
cient pillar,  with  its  honored  statue  overthrown,  supports 
a  Christian  saint :  Marcus  Aurelius  giving  place  to  Paul, 
and  Trajan  to  St.  Peter.  Then,  there  are  the  ponderous 
buildings  reared  from  the  spoliation  of  the  Coliseum,  shut- 
ting out  the  moon,  like  mountains:  while  here  and  there, 
are  broken  arches  and  rent  walls,  through  which  it  gushes 
freely,  as  the  life  comes  pouring  from  a  wound.  The  little 
town  of  miserable  houses,  walled,  and  shut  in  by  barred 
gates,  is  the  quarter  where  the  Jews  are  locked  up  nightly, 
when  the  clock  strikes  eight — a  miserable  place,  densely 
populated,  and  reeking  with  bad  odors,  but  where  the 
people  are  industrious  and  money-getting.  In  the  day- 
time, as  you  make  your  way  along  the  narrow  streets, 
you  see  them  all  at  work  :  upon  the  pavement,  oftener 
than  in  their  dark  and  frowsy  shops :  furbishing  old 
clothes,  and  driving  bargains. 

Crossing  from  these  patches  of  thick  darkness,  out  into 
the  moon  once  more,  the  fountain  of  Trevi,  welling  from 
a  hundred  jets,  and  rolling  over  mimic  rocks,  is  silvery  to 
the  eye  and  ear.  In  the  narrow  little  throat  of  street  be- 
yond, a  booth,  dressed  out  with  flaring  lamps,  and.  boughs 
of  trees,  attracts  a  group  of  sulky  Romans  round  its  smoky 
coppers  of  hot  broth,  and  cauliflower  stew;  its  trays  of 
fried  fish,  and  its  flasks  of  wine.  As  you  rattle  round  the 
sharply-twisting  corner,  a  lumbering  sound  is  heard.     The 
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coachman  stops  abruptly,  and  uncovers,  as  a  van  comes 
slowly  by,  preceded  by  a  man  who  bears  si  large  cross; 
by  a  torch-bearer  ;  and  a  priest ;  the  latter  chanting  as 
he  goes.  It  is  the  Dead  Cart,  with  the  bodies  of  the  poor, 
on  their  way  to  burial  in  the  Sacred  Field  outside  the 
walls,  where  they  will  be  thrown  into  the  pit  that  will  be 
covered  with  a  stone  to-night,  and  sealed  up  for  a  year. 

But  whether,  in  this  ride,  you  pass  by  obelisks,  or 
columns  :  ancient  temples,  theatres,  houses,  porticoes,  or 
forums:  it  is  strange  to  see,  how  every  fragment,  when- 
ever it  is  possible,  has  been  blended  into  some  modern 
structure,  and  made  to  serve  some  modern  purpose — a 
wall,  a  dwelling-place,  a  granary,  a  stable — some  use  for 
which  it  never  was  designed,  and  associated  with  which 
it  cannot  otherwise  than  lamely  assort.  It  is  stranger 
still,  to  see  how  many  ruins  of  the  old  mythology :  how 
many  fragments  of  obsolete  legend  and  observance :  have 
been  incorporated  into  the  worship  of  Christian  altars 
here;  and  how,  in  numberless  respects,  the  false  faith  and 
the  true  are  fused  into  a  monstrous  union. 

From  one  part  of  the  city,  looking  out  beyond  the  walls, 
a  squat  and  stunted  pyramid  (the  burial-place  of  Caius 
Cestius)  makes  an  opaque  triangle  in  the  moonlight.  But, 
to  an  English  traveller,  it  serves  to  mark  the  grave  of 
Shelley  too,  whose  ashes  lie  beneath  a  little  garden  near 
it.  Nearer  still,  almost  within  its  shadow,  lie  the  bones 
of  Keats,  "  whose  name  is  writ  in  water,"  that  shines 
brightly  in  the  landscape  of  a  calm  Italian  night. 

The  Holy  Week  in  Rome  is  supposed  to  offer  great 
attractions  to  all  visitors  ;  but,  saving  for  the  sights  of 
Easter  Sunday,  I  would  counsel  those  who  go  to  Rome  for 
its  own  interest,  to  avoid  it  at  that  time.  The  ceremonies, 
in  general,  are  of  the  most  tedious  and  wearisome  kind ; 
the  heat  and  crowd  atevery  one  of  them,  painfully  oppres- 
sive ;  the  noise,  hubbub,  and  confusion,  quite  distracting. 
We  abandoned  the  pursuit  of  these  shows,  very  early  in 
the  proceedings,  and  betook  ourselves  to  the  Ruins  again. 
But  we  plunged  into  the  crowd  for  a  share  of  the  best  of 
the  sights  ;  and  what  we  saw,  I  will  describe  to  you. 

At  the  Sistine  chapel,  on  the  Wednesday,  we  saw  very 
little,  for  by  the  time  we  reached  it  (though  we  were 
early)  the  besieging  crowd  had  filled  it  to  the  door, 
and  overflowed  into  the  adjoining  hall,  where  they  were 
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struggling,  and  squeezing,  and  mutually  expostulating, 
and  making  great  rushes  every  time  a  lady  was  brought 
out  faint,  as  if  at  least  fifty  people  could  be  accommo- 
dated  in  her  vacant  standing-room.  Hanging  in  the  door- 
way of  the  chapel,  was  a  heavy  curtain,  and  this  curtain, 
sonic  twenty  people  nearest  to  it,  in  their  anxiety  to  hear 
the  chanting  of  the  Miserere,  were  continually  plucking 
at,  in  Opposition  to  each  other,  that  it  might  not  fall  down 
and  stifle  the  sound  of  the  voices.  The  consequence  was, 
that  it  occasioned  the  most  extraordinary  confusion,  and 
seemed  to  wind  itself  about  the  unwary,  like  a  Serpent. 
Now,  a  lady  was  wrapped  up  in  it,  and  couldn't  be 
unwound.  Now,  the  voice  of  a  stifling  gentleman  was 
heard  inside  it,  beseeching  to  be  let  out.  Now,  two 
muffled  arms,  no  man  could  say  of  which  sex,  struggled 
in  it  as  in  a  sack.  Now,  it  was  carried  by  a  rush,  bodily 
overhead  into  the  chapel,  like  an  awning.  Now,  it  came 
out  the  other  way,  and  blinded  one  of  the  Pope's  Swiss 
Guard  who  had  arrived,  that  moment,  to  set  things  to 
rights. 

Being  seated  at  a  little  distance,  among  two  or  three  of 
the  Pope's  gentlemen,  who  were  very  weary  and  count- 
ing the  minutes— as  perhaps  his  Holiness  was  too — we 
had  better  opportunities  of  observing  this  eccentric  en- 
tertainment, than  of  hearing  the  Miserere.  Sometimes, 
there  was  a  swell  of  mournful  voices  that  sounded  very 
pathetic  and  sad,  and  died  away,  into  a  low  strain  again; 
but  that  was  all  we  heard. 

At  another  time,  there  was  the  Exhibition  of  the  Relics 
in  Saint  Peter's,  which  took  place  at  between  six  and 
seven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  was  striking  from  the 
cathedral  being  dark  and  gloomy,  and  having  a  great 
many  people  in  it.  The  place  into  wdiich  the  relics  were 
brought,  one  by  one,  by  a  party  of  three  priests,  was  a  high 
balcony  near  the  chief  altar.  This  was  the  only  lighted 
part  of  the  church.  There  are  always  a  hundred  and 
twelve  lamps  burning  near  the  altar,  and  there  were  two 
tall  tapers,  besides,  near  the  black  statue  of  St.  Peter; 
but  these  were  nothing  in  such  an  immense  edifice.  The 
gloom,  and  the  general  Upturning  of  faces  to  the  balcony, 
and  the  prostration  of  true  believers  on  the  pavement,  as 
shining  objects,  like  pictures  or  looking-glasses,  were 
brought  out  and  shown,  had  something  effective  in  it, 
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despite  the  very  preposterous  manner  in  which  they  were 
held  up  for  the  general  edification,  and  the  great  eleva- 
tion at  which  they  were  displayed  ;  which  one  would 
think  rather  calculated  to  diminsh  the  comfort  derivable 
from  a  full  conviction  of  their  being  genuine. 

On  the  Thursday,  we  went  to  see  the  Pope  convey  the 
Sacrament  from  the  Sistine  chapel,  to  deposit  it  in  the  Ca- 
pella  Faolina,  another  chapel  in  the  Vatican  ; — a  ceremony 
emblematical  of  the  entombment  of  the  Saviour  before 
His  Resurrection.  We  waited  in  a  great  gallery  with 
a  great  crowd  of  people  (three-fourths  of  them  English) 
for  an  hour  or  so,  while  they  were  chanting  the  Mis- 
erere, in  the  Sistine  chapel  again.  Both  chapels  opened 
out  of  the  gallery ;  and  the  general  attention  was  con- 
centrated on  the  occasional  opening  and  shutting  of 
the  door  of  the  one  for  which  the  Pope  was  ultimately 
bound.  None  of  these  openings  disclosed  anything  more 
tremendous  than  a  man  on  a  ladder,  lighting  a  great 
quantity  of  candles;  but  at  each  and  every  opening, 
there  was  a  terrific  rush  made  at  this  ladder  and  this 
man,  something  like  (I  should  think)  a  charge  of  the  heavy 
British  cavalry  at  Waterloo.  The  man  was  never  brought 
down,  however,  nor  the  ladder;  for  it  performed  the 
strangest  antics  in  the  world  among  the  crowd — where 
it  was  carried  by  the  man,  when  the  candles  were  all 
lighted;  and  finally  it  was  stuck  up  against  the  gallery 
wall,  in  a  very  disorderly  manuei,  just  before  the  opening 
of  the  other  chapel,  and  the  commencement  of  a  new 
chant,  announced  the  approach  of  his  Holiness.  At  this 
crisis,  the  soldiers  of  the  guard,  who  had  been  poking  the 
crowd  into  all  sorts  of  shapes,  formed  down  the  gallery : 
and  the  procession  came  up,  between  the  two  lines  they 
made. 

There  were  a  few  choristers,  and  then  a  great  many 
priests,  walking  two  and  two,  and  carrying — the  good- 
looking  priests  at  least — their  lighted  tapers,  so  as  to 
throw  the  light  with  a  good  effect  upon  their  faces  : 
for  the  room  was  darkened.  Those  who  were  not  hand- 
some, or  who  had  not  long  beards,  carried  their  tapers 
anyhow,  and  abandoned  themselves  to  spiritual  contem- 
plation. Meanwhile,  the  chanting  was  very  monoto- 
nous and  dreary.  The  procession  passed  on,  slowly,  into 
the  chapel,  and  the  drone  of  voices  went  on,  and  came  on, 
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wiih  it,  until  the  Pope  himself  appeared,  walking  undei 
a  white  satin  canopy,  and  bearing  the  covered  Sacra- 
ment in  both  hands;  cardinals  and  canons  clustered  round 
him,  making  a  brilliant  show.  rrii(;  soldiers  of  the  guard 
knell  down  as  he  passed ;  all  the  bystanders  bowed, ;  and 
so  he  passed  on  into  the  chapel:  the  white  satin  canopy 
being  removed  from  over  him  at  the  door,  and  a  white 
satin  parasol  hoisted  over  his  poor  old  head,  in  place  of  it. 
A  few  more  couples  brought  up  the  rear,  and  passed  into 
the  chapel  also.  Then,  the  chapel  door  was  shut;  and 
it  was  all  over;  and  everybody  hurried  off  headlong, 
as  for  life  or  death,  to  see  something  else,  and  say  it 
wasn't  worth  the  trouble. 

I  think  the  most  popular  and  most  crowded  sight  (ex- 
cepting those  of  Easter  Sunday  and  Monday,  which  tire 
open  to  all  classes  of  people)  was  the  Pope  washing  the 
feet  of  Thirteen  men,  representing  the  twelve  apostles, 
and  Judas  Iscariot.  The  place  in  which  this  pious  office 
is  performed,  is  one  of  the  chapels  of  St.  Peter's,  which 
is  gayly  decorated  for  the  occasion  ;  the  thirteen  sitting, 
"  all  of  a  row,"  on  a  very  high  bench,  and  looking  par- 
ticularly uncomfortable,  with  the  eyes  of  Heaven  knows 
how  many  English,  French,  Americans-,  Swiss,  Germans, 
Russians,  Swedes,  Norwegians,  and  other  foreigners,  nailed 
to  their  faces  all  the  time.  They  are  robed  in  white ; 
and  on  their  heads  they  wTear  a  stiff  white  cap,  like  a 
large  English  porter-pot,  without  a  handle.  Each  carries 
in  his  hand,  a  nosegay,  of  the  size  of  a  fine  cauliflower; 
and  two  of  them,  on  this  occasion,  wrore  spectacles: 
which,  remembering  the  characters  they  sustained,  I 
thought  a  droll  appendage  to  the  costume.  There  was  a 
great  eye  to  character.  St.  John  was  represented  by  a 
good-looking  young  man.  St.  Peter,  by  a  grave-looking 
old  gentleman,  with  a  flowing  brown  beard;  and  Judas 
Iscariot  by  such  an  enormous  hypocrite  (I  could  not 
make  out,  though,  whether  the  expression  of  his  face  was 
real  or  assumed)  that  if  he  had  acted  the  part  to  the  death 
and  had  gone  away  and  hanged  himself,  he  would  have 
left  nothing  to  be  desired. 

As  the  two  large  boxes,  appropriated  to  ladies  at  this 
sight,  were  full  to  the  throat,  and  getting  near  was  hope- 
less, we  posted  off,  along  with  a  great  crowd,  to  be  in 
time  at  the  Table,  where  the  Pope,  in  person,  waits  on 
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these  Thirteen  ;  and  after  a  prodigious  struggle  at  the 
Vatican  staircase, and  several  personal  conflicts  with  the 

Swiss  guard,  the  whole  crowd  swept  into  the  room,  it 
was  a  long  gallery  hung  with  drapery  of  white  and  red, 
with  another  great  box  for  ladies  (who  are  obliged  to, 
dress  in  black  at  these  ceremonies,  and  to  wear  black  veils), 
a  royal  box  for  the  King  of  Naples,  and  his  party  ;  and  the 
tahle  itself,  which,  set  out  like  a  ball  supper,  and  orna- 
mented with  golden  figures  of  the  real  apostles,  was  ar- 
ranged on  an  elevated  platform  on  one  side  of  the  gallery. 
The  counterfeit  apostles'  knives  and  forks  were  laid  out  on 
that  side  of  the  table  which  was  nearest  to  the  wall,  so 
that  they  might  be  stared  at  again,  without  let  or  hin- 
drance. 

The  body  of  the  room  was  full  of  male  strangers  ;  the 
crowd  immense ;  the  heat  very  great;  and  the  pressure 
sometimes  frightful.  It  was  at  its  height  when  the  stream 
came  pouring  in,  from  the  feet- washing ;  and  then  there 
were  such  shrieks  and  outcries,  that  a  party  of  Pied- 
montese  dragoons  went  to  the  rescue  of  the  Swiss  guard, 
and  helped  them  to  calm  the  tumult. 

The  ladies  were  particularly  ferocious,  in  their  strug- 
gles for  places.  One  lady  of  my  acquaintance  was  seized 
round  the  waist,  in  the  ladies'  box,  by  a  strong  matron, 
and  hoisted  out  of  her  place  ;  and  there  was  another  lady 
(in  a  back  row  in  the  same  box)  who  improved  her  posi- 
tion by  sticking  a  large  pin  into  the  ladies  before  her. 

The*  gentlemen  about  me  were  remarkably  anxious  to 
see  what  was  on  the  table  ;  and  one  Englishman  seemed 
to  have  embarked  the  whole  energy  of  his  nature  in  the 
determination  to  discover  whether  there  was  any  mustard. 
"By  Jupiter  there's  vinegar!"  I  heard  him  say  to  his 
friend,  after  he  had  stood  on  tiptoe  an  immense  time, 
and  had  been  crushed  and  beaten  on  all  sides.  "And 
there's  oil !  !  I  saw  them  distinctly,  in  cruets  !  Can  any 
gentleman,  in  front  there,  see  mustard  on  the  table?  Sir, 
will  you  oblige  me  !     Do  you  see  a  Mustard-Pot?" 

The  apostles  and  Judas  appearing  on  the  platform, 
after  much  expectation,  were  marshalled,  in  line,  in  front 
of  the  table,  with  Peter  at  the  top ;  and  a  good  long  stare 
was  taken  at  them  by  the  company,  while  twelve  of  them 
took  a  long  smell  at  their  nosegays,  and  Judas — moving 
his  lips   very   obtrusively — engaged    in   inward   prayer. 
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Then,  the  Pope,  clad  in  a  scarlet  robe,  and  wearing  on 
his  head  n  skull-cap  of  while  satin,  appeared  in  the  midst 
of  a  crowd  of  Cardinals  and  other  dignitaries,  and  took 
in  his  hand  a  little  gulden  ewer,  from  which  he  poured  a 
little  water  over  one  of  Peter's  hands,  while  one  attendant 
held  a  golden  basin  ;  a  second,  a  fine  cloth ;  a  third, 
Peter's  nosegay,  which  was  taken  from  him  during  the 
operation.  This  Ins  Holiness  performed,  with  consider- 
able expedition,  on  every  man  in  tin;  line;  (Judas, I  observed 
to  be  particularly  overcome  by  Ins  condescension) ;  and 
then  the  whole  Thirteen  sat  down  to  dinner.  Grace  said 
by  the  Pope.     Peter  in  the  chair. 

There  was  white  wine,  and  red  wine:  and  the  dinner 
looked  very  good.  The  courses  appeared  in  portions, 
one  for  each  apostle ;  and  these  being  presented  to  the 
Pope,  by  Cardinals  upon  their  knees,  were  by  him  handed 
to  the  Thirteen.  The  manner  in  which  Judas  grew  more 
white-livered  over  his  victuals,  and  languished,  with  his 
head  on  one  side,  as  if  he  had  no  appetite,  defies  all  de- 
scription. Peter  was  a  good,  sound,  old  man,  and  went 
in,  as  the  saying  is,  "to  win;"  eating  everything  that 
was  given  to  him  (he  got  the  best:  being  first  in  the  row) 
and  saying  nothing  to  anybody.  The  dishes  appeared  to 
be  chiefly  composed  of  fish  and  vegetables.  The  Pope 
helped  the  Thirteen  to  wine  also ;  and,  during  the  whole 
dinner,  somebody  read  something  aloud,  out  of  a  large 
book — the  Bible,  I  presume — which  nobody  could  hear, 
and  to  which  nobody  paid  the  least  attention.  The  Car- 
dinals, and  other  attendants,  smiled  to  each  other,  from 
time  to  time,  as  if  the  thing  were  a  great  farce  ;  and  if  they 
thought  so,  there  is  little  doubt  they  were  perfectly  right. 
His  Holiness  did  what  he  had  to  do,  as  a  sensible  man 
gets  through  a  troublesome  ceremony,  and  seemed  very 
glad  when  it  was  all  over. 

The  Pilgrims'  Suppers  :  where  lords  and  lad  res  waited 
on  the  Pilgrims,  in  token  of  humility,  and  dried  their  feet 
when  they  had  been  well  washed  by  deputy  :  were  very 
attractive.  But,  of  all  the  many  spectacles  of  dangerous 
reliance  on  outward  observances,  in  themselves  mere 
empty  forms,  none  struck  me  half  so  much  as  the  Seal  a 
Santa,  or  Holy  Staircase,  which  I  saw  several  times,  but 
to  the  greatest  advantage,  or  disadvantage,  on  Good 
Friday. 
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This  holy  staircase  is  composed  of  eight-and-twenty 
steps,  said  to  have  belonged  to  Pontius  Pilate's  house, 
and  to  be  the  identical  stairs  on  which  our  Saviour  trod, 
in  coming-  down  from  the  judgment-seat.  Pilgrims  ascend 
it,  only  on  their  knees.  It  is  steep;  and,  at  the  summit,  is 
a  chapel,  reported  to  be  full  of  relics;  into  which  they 
peep  through  some  iron  bars,  and  then  come  down  again, 
by  one  of  two  side-staircases,  which  are  not  sacred,  and 
may  be  walked  on. 

On  Good  Friday,  there  were,  on  a  moderate  computation, 
a  hundred  people,  slowly  shuffling  up  these  stairs,  on  their 
knees,  at  one  time  ;  while  others,  who  were  going  up,  or 
had  come  down — and  a  few  who  had  done  both,  and  were 
going  up  again  for  the  second  time — stood  loitering  in  the 
porch  below,  where  an  old  gentleman  in  a  sort  of  watch- 
box,  rattled  a  tin  canister,  with  a  slit  in  the  top,  inces- 
santly, to  remind  them  that  he  took  the  money.  The 
majority  were  country-people,  male  and  female.  There 
were  four  or  five  Jesuit  priests,  however,  and  some  half- 
dozen  well-dressed  women.  A  whole  school  of  boys, 
twenty  at  least,  were  about  half-way  up — evidently  en- 
joying it  very  much.  They  were  all  wedged  together, 
pretty  closely ;  but  the  rest  of  the  company  gave  the  boys 
as  wide  a  berth  as  possible,  in  consequence  of  their  be- 
traying some  recklessness  in  the  management  of  their 
boots. 

I  never,  in  my  life,  saw  anything  at  once  so  ridiculous, 
and  so  unpleasant,  as  this  sight — ridiculous  in  the  absurd 
incidents  inseparable  from  it;  and  unpleasant  in  its  sense- 
less and  unmeaning  degradation.  There  are  two  steps  to 
begin  with,  and  then  a  rather  broad  landing.  The  more 
rigid  climbers  went  along  this  landing  on  their  knees,  as 
well  as  up  the  stairs ;  and  the  figures  they  cut,  in  their 
shuffling  progress  over  the  level  surface,  no  description 
can  paint.  Then,  to  see  them  watch  their  opportunity 
from  the  porch,  and  cut  in  where  there  was  a  place  next 
the  wall !  And  to  see  one  man  with  an  umbrella  (brought 
on  purpose,  for  it  was  a  fine  day)  hoisting  himself,  un- 
lawfully, from  stair  to  stair!  And  to  observe  a  demure 
lady  of  fity-five  or  so,  looking  back,  every  now  and  then, 
to  assure  herself  that  her  legs  were  properly  disposed ! 

There  were  such  odd  differences  in  the  speed  of  different 
people,  too.     Some  got  on  as  if  they  were  doing  a  match. 
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against  time;  others  stopped  to  say  a  prayer  on  every 
step.  This  man  touched  every  stair  with  his  forehead, 
and  kissed  it;  that  man  scratched  his  head  all  the  way. 
The  boys  goton  brilliantly,  and  were  up  and  down  again 
before  the  old  lady  had  accomplished  her  half-dozen 
stairs.  But  most  of  the  penitents  came  down,  very 
sprightly  and  fresh,  as  having  done  a  real  good  substantial 
deed  which  it  would  take  a  good  deal  of  sin  to  counter- 
balance;  and  the  old  gentleman  in  the  wateh-hox  was 
down  upon  them  with  his  canister  while  they  were  in  this 
humor,  I  promise  you. 

As  if  such  a  progress  were  not  in  its  nature  inevitahly 
droll  enough,  there  lay,  on  the  top  of  the  stairs,  a  wooden 
figure  on  a  crucifix,  resting  on  a  sort  of  great  iron  saucer; 
so  rickety  and  unsteady,  that  whenever  an  enthusiastic 
person  kissed  the  figure,  with  more  than  usual  devotion, 
or  threw  a  coin  into  the  saucer,  with  more  than  common 
readiness  (for  it  served  in  this  respect  as  a  second  or  sup- 
plementary canister),  it  gave  a  great  leap  and  rattle, 
and  nearly  shook  the  attendant  lamp  out :  horrihly  fright- 
ening the  people  further  down,  and  throwing  the  guilty 
party  into  nnspeakahle  embarrassment. 

On  Easter  Sunday,  as  well  as  on  the  preceding  Thurs- 
day, the  Pope  bestows  his  benediction  on  the  people,  from 
the  balcony  in  front  of  St.  Peter's.  This  Easter  Sunday 
was  a  day  so  bright  and  blue:  so  cloudless,  balmy, 
wonderfully  bright :  that  all  the  previous  bad  weather 
vanished  from  the  recollection  in  a  moment.  I  had  seen 
the  Thursday's  Benediction  dropping  damply  on  some 
hundreds  of  umbrellas,  but  there  was  not  a  sparkle  then, 
in  all  the  hundred  fountains  of  Rome — such  fountains  as 
they  are! — and  on  this  Sunday  morning  they  were  run- 
ning diamonds.  The  miles  of  miserable  streets  through 
which  we  drove  (compelled  to  a  certain  course  by  the 
Pope's  dragoons :  the  Roman  police  on  such  occasions) 
were  so  full  of  color,  that  nothing  in  them  was  capable  of 
wearing  a  faded  aspect.  The  common  people  came  out 
in  their  gayest  dresses ;  the  richer  people  in  their  smart- 
est vehicles ;  Cardinals  rattled  to  the  church  of  the  Poor 
Fishermen  in  their  state  carriages ;  shabby  magnificence 
flaunted  its  thread-bare  liveries  and  tarnished  cocked  hats, 
in  the  sun ;  and  every  coach  in  Rome  was  put  in  requisi- 
tion for  the  Great  Piazza  of  St.  Peter's. 
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One  hundred  and  fifty  thousand  people  were  there  at 
least !  Yet  there  was  ample  room.  How  many  carriages 
were  there,  I  don't  know  ;  yet  there  was  room  for  them 
too,  and  to  spare.  The  great  steps  of  the  church  Were 
densely  crowded.  There  were  many  of  the  Contadini, 
from  Albano  (who  delighted  in  red),  in  that  part  of  the 
square,  and  the  mingling  of  bright  colors  in  the  crowd 
was  beautiful.  Below  the  steps,  the  troops  were 
ranged.  In  the  magnificent  proportions  of  the  place, 
they  looked  like  a  bed  of  flowers.  Sulky  Romans,  lively 
peasants  from  the  neighboring  country,  groups  of  pil- 
grims from  distant  parts  of  Italy,  sight-seeing  foreigners 
of  all  nations,  made  a  murmur  in  the  clear  air,  like  so  many 
insects;  and  high  above  them  all,  plashing  and  bubbling, 
and  making  rainbow  colors  in  the  light,  the  two  delicious 
fountains  welled  and  tumbled  bountifully. 

A  kind  of  bright  carpet  was  hung  over  the  front  of  the 
balcony ;  and  the  sides  of  the  great  window  were  bedecked 
with  crimson  drapery.  An  awning  was  stretched  too, 
over  the  top  to  screen  the  old  man  from  the  hot  rays  of 
the  sun.  As  noon  approached,  all  eyes  were  turned  up  to 
this  window.  In  due  time,  the  chair  was  seen  approaching 
to  the  front,  with  the  gigantic  fans  of  peacock's  feathers, 
close  behind.  The  doll  within  it  (for  the  balcony  is  very 
high)  then  rose  up,  and  stretched  out  its  tiny  arms,  while 
all  the  male  spectators  in  the  square  uncovered,  and  some, 
but  not  by  any  means  the  greater  part,  kneeled  down. 
The  guns  upon  the  ramparts  of  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo 
proclaimed,  next  moment,  that  the  benediction  was  given  ; 
drums  beat ;  trumpets  sounded ;  arms  clashed  ;  and  the 
great  mass  below,  suddenly  breaking  into  smaller  heaps, 
and  scattering  here  and  there  in  rills,  was  stirred  like 
parti-colored  sand. 

What  a  bright  noon  it  was,  as  we  rode  away !  The 
Tiber  was  no  longer  yellow,  but  blue.  There  was  a  blush 
on  the  old  bridges,  that  made  them  fresh  and  hale  again. 
The  Pantheon,  with  its  majestic  front,  all  seamed  and 
furrowed  like  an  old  face,  had  summer  light  upon  its  bat- 
tered walls.  Every  squalid  and  desolate  hut  in  the  Eter- 
nal City  (bear  witness  every  grim  old  palace,  to  the  filth 
and  misery  of  the  plebeian  neighbor  that  elbows  it,  as 
certainly  as  Time  has  laid  its  grip  on  its  patrician  head !) 
was  fresh  and  new  with  some  ray  of  the  sun.     The  very 
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prison  in  the  crowded  street,  a  whirl  of  carriages  and  peo- 
ple, had  some  stray  sense  of  the  day,  dropping  through 
its  chinks  and  crevices  :  and  dismal  prisoners  who  could 
not  wind  their  faces  round  the  barricading  of  the  bloeked- 
up  windows,  stretched  out  their  hands,  and  clinging  to 
the  rusty  bars,  turned  them  towards  the  overflowing 
street ;  as  if  it  were  a  cheerful  fire,  and  could  be  shared 
in,  that  way. 

But,  when  the  night  came  on,  without  a  cloud  to  dim 
the  full  moon,  what  a  sight  it  was  to  see  the  Great  Square 
full  once  more,  and  the  whole  church,  from  the  cross  to 
the  ground,  lighted  with  innumerable  lanterns,  tracing 
out  the  architecture,  and  winking  and  shining  all  round 
the  colonade  of  the  piazza !  And  what  a  sense  of  exulta- 
tion, joy,  delight,  it  was,  when  the  great  bell  struck  half- 
past  seven — on  the  instant — to  behold  one  bright  red  mass 
of  fire,  soar  gallantly  from  the  top  of  the  cupola  to  the 
extremest  summit  of  the  cross,  and  the  moment  it  leaped 
into  its  place,  become  the  signal  of  a  bursting  out  of 
countless  lights,  as  great,  and  red,  and  blazing  as  itself, 
from  every  part  of  the  gigantic  church ;  so  that  every 
cornice,  capital,  and  smallest  ornament  of  stone,  expressed 
itself  in  fire :  and  the  black  solid  groundwork  of  the 
enormous  dome  seemed  to  grow  transparent  as  an  egg- 
shell ! 

A  train  of  gunpowder,  an  electric  chain — nothing 
could  be  fired,  more  suddenly  and  swiftly,  than  this 
second  illumination  ;  and  when  we  had  got  away,  and 
gone  upon  a  distant  height,  and  looked  towards  it  two 
hours  afterwards,  there  it  still  stood,  shining  and  glit- 
tering in  the  calm  night  like  a  jewel !  Not  a  line  of  its 
proportions  wanting;  not  an  angle  blunted;  not  an  atom 
of  its  radiance  lost. 

The  next  night— Easter  Monday — there  was  a  great 
display  of  fireworks  from  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo.  We 
hired  a  room  in  an  opposite  house,  and  made  our  way,  to 
our  places,  in  good  time,  through  a  dense  mob  of  people 
choking  up  the  square  in  front,  and  all  the  avenues  lead- 
ing to  it ;  and  so  loading  the  bridge  by  which  the  castle 
is  approached,  that  it  seemed  ready  to  sink  into  the  rapid 
Tiber  below.  There  are  statues  on  this  bridge  (execrable 
works),  and,  among  them,  great  vessels  full  of  burning 
tow  were  placed :  glaring  strangely  on  the  faces  of  the 
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crowd,  and  not  less  strangely  on  the  stone  counterfeits 
above  them. 

The  show  began  with  a  tremendous  discharge  of  can- 
non ;  and  then,  for  twenty  minutes  or  half  an  hour,  the 
whole  castle  was  one  incessant  sheet  of  fire,  and  labyrinth 
of  blazing  wheels  of  every  color,  size,  and  speed:  while 
rockets  streamed  into  the  sky,  not  by  ones  or  twos,  or  scores, 
but  hundreds  at  a  time.  The  concluding  burst — the 
Girandola — was  like  the  blowing  up  into  the  air  of  the 
whole  massive  castle,  without  smoke  or  dust. 

In  half  an  hour  afterwards,  the  immense  concourse  had 
dispersed  ;  the  moon  was  looking  calmly  down  upon  her 
wrinkled  image  in  the  river;  and  half-a-dozen  men  and 
boys,  with  bits  of  lighted  candle  in  their  hands:  moving 
here  and  there,  in  search  of  anything  worth  having,  that 
might  have  been  dropped  in  the  press  :  had  the  whole 
scene  to  themselves. 

By  way  of  contrast  we  rode  out  into  old  ruined  Rome, 
after  all  this  firing  and  booming,  to  take  our  leave  of  the 
Coliseum.  I  had  seen  it  by  moonlight  before  (I  never 
could  get  through  a  day  without  going  back  to  it),  but 
its  tremendous  solitude,  that  night,  is  past  all  telling. 
The  ghostly  pillars  in  the  Forum ;  the  triumphal  arches 
of  Old  Emperors  ;  those  enormous  masses  of  ruin  which 
were  once  their  palaces  ;  the  grass-grown  mounds  that 
mark  the  graves  of  ruined  temples;  the  stones  of  the  Via 
Sacra,  smooth  with  the  tread  of  feet  in  ancient  Rome; 
even  these  were  dimmed,  in  their  transcendent  melan- 
choly, by  the  dark  ghost  of  its  bloody  holidays,  erect  and 
grim  ;  haunting  the  old  scene  ;  despoiled  by  pillaging 
Popes  and  fighting  Princes,  but  not  laid;  wringing  wild 
hands  of  weed,  and  grass,  and  bramble  ;  and  lamenting  to 
the  night  in  every  gap  and  broken  arch — the  shadow  of 
its  awful  self,  immovable! 

As  we  lay  down  on  the  grass  of  the  Campagna,  next 
day,  on  our  way  to  Florence,  hearing  the  larks  sing,  we 
saw  that  a  little  wooden  cross  had  been  erected  on  the 
spot  where  the  poor  Pilgrim-Countess  was  murdered.  So, 
we  piled  some  loose  stones  about  it,  as  the  beginning  of 
a  mound  to  her  memory,  and  wondered  if  we  should  ever 
rest  there  again,  and  look  back  at  Rome. 
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A  RAPID  DIORAMA. 

We  are  bound  for  Naples!  And  we  cross  the  thresh- 
old of  the  Eternal  City  at  yonder  gate,  the  Gate  of  San 
Giovanni  Laterano,  where  the  t  wo  last  objects  that  attract 
the  notice  of  a  departing-  visitor,  and  the  two  first  objects 
that  attract  t he  notice  of  an  arriving  one,  are  a  proud 
ehurch  and  a  decaying  ruin — good  emblems  of  Rome. 

Our  way  lies  over  the  Campagna,  which  looks  more 
solemn  on  a  bright  blue  day  like  this,  than  beneath  a 
darker  sky;  the  great  extent  of  ruin  being  plainer  to  the 
eye:  and  the  sunshine  through  the  arches  of  the  broken 
aqueducts,  showing  other  broken  arches  shining  through 
them  in  the  melancholy  distance.  When  we  have  tra- 
versed it,  and  look  back  from  Albano,  its  dark  undulat- 
ing surface  lies  below  us  like  a  stagnant  lake,  or  like  a 
broad  dull  Lethe  flowing  round  the  walls  of  Rome,  and 
separating  it  from  all  the  world  !  How  often  have  the 
Legions,  in  triumphant  march,  gone  glittering  across  that 
purple  waste,  so  silent  and  unpeopled  now  !  How  often 
has  the  train  of  captives  looked,  with  sinking  hearts, 
upon  the  distant  city,  and  beheld  its  population  pouring 
out,  to  hail  the  return  of  their  conqueror !  What  riot, 
sensuality,  and  murder,  have  run  mad  in  the  vast  Palaces 
now  heaps  of  brick  and  shattered  marble  !  What  glare 
of  fires,  and  roar  of  popular  tumult,  and  wail  of  pesti- 
lence and  famine,  have  come  sweeping  over  the  wild  plain 
where  nothing  is  now  heard  but  the  wind,  and  where  the 
solitary  lizards  gambol  unmolested  in  the  sun  ! 

The  train  of  Wine-carts  going  into  Rome,  each  driven 
by  a  shaggy  peasant  reclining  beneath  a  little  gypsy-fash- 
ioned canopy  of  sheepskin,  is  ended  now,  and  we  go  toil- 
ing up  into  a  higher  country  where  there  are  trees. 
The  next  day  brings  us  on  the  Pontine  Marshes,  wearily 
flat  and  lonesome,  and  overgrown  with  brushwood,  and 
swamped  with  water,  but  with  a  fine  road  made  across 
them,  shaded  by  a  long,  long  avenue.  Here  and  there, 
we  pass  a  solitary  guard-house ;  here  and  there  a  hovel, 
deserted,  and  walled  up.  Some  herdsmen  loiter  on  the 
banks  of  the  stream  beside  the  road,  and  sometimes  a 
flat-bottomed  boat,  towed  by  a  man,  comes  rippling  idly 
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along  it.  A  horseman  passes  occasionally,  carrying  a  long 
gun  cross-wise  on  the  saddle  before  him,  and  attended 
by  fierce  dogs;  but  there  is  nothing  else  astir  save  the 
wind  and  the  shadows,  until  we  come  in  sight  of  Ter- 
racina. 

How  blue  and  bright  the  sea,  rolling  below  the  win- 
dows of  the  Inn  so  famous  in  robber  stories !  How  pict- 
uresque the  great  crags  and  points  of  rock  overhanging- 
to-morrow's  narrow  road,  where  galley-slaves  are  work- 
ing in  the  quarries  above,  and  the  sentinels  who  guard 
them  lounge  on  the  sea-shore!  All  night  there  is  the 
murmur  of  the  sea  beneath  the  stars  ;  and,  in  the  morn- 
ing, just  at  daybreak,  the  prospect  suddenly  becoming 
expanded,  as  if  by  a  miracle,  reveals — in  the  far  distance, 
across  the  Sea  there! — Naples  with  its  Islands,  and  Ve- 
suvius spouting  fire.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  the 
whole  is  gone  as  if  it  were  a  vision  in  the  clouds,  and 
there  is  nothing  but  the  sea  and  sky. 

The  Neapolitan  Frontier  crossed,  after  two  hours' 
travelling;  and  the  hungriest  of  soldiers  and  custom- 
house officers  with  difficulty  appeased  ;  we  enter,  b}'  a 
gateless  portal,  into  the  first  Neapolitan  town — Fondi. 
Take  note  of  Fondi,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  wretched 
and  beggarly. 

A  filthy  channel  of  mud  and  refuse  meanders  down  the 
centre  of  the  miserable  street,  fed  by  obscene  rivulets 
that  trickle  from-the  abject  houses.  There  is  not  a  door, 
a  window,  or  a  shutter ;  not  a  roof,  a  wall,  a  post,  or  a 
pillar,  in  all  Fondi,  but  is  decayed,  and  crazy,  and  rotting 
away.  The  wretched  history  of  the  town,  with  all  its 
sieges  and  pillages  by  Barbarossa  and  the  rest,  might 
have  been  acted  last  year.  How  the  gaunt  dogs  that 
sneak  about  the  miserable  street,  come  to  be  alive,  and 
undevoured  by  the  people,  is  one  of  the  enigmas  of  the 
world. 

A  hollow-cheeked  and  scowling  people  they  are  !  All 
beggars ;  but  that's  nothing.  Look  at  them  as  they 
gather  round.  Some  are  too  indolent  to  come  down- 
stairs, or  are  too  wisely  mistrustful  of  the  stairs,  perhaps, 
to  venture:  so  stretch  out  their  lean  hands  from  upper 
windows,  and  howl ;  others,  come  flocking  about  us,  fight- 
ing and  jostling  one  another,  and  demanding,  incessantly, 
charity  for  the  love  of  God,  charity  for  the  love  of  the 
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Blessed  Virgin,  charity  for  the  love  of  all  the  Saints.  A 
group  of  miserable  children,  almost  naked,  screaming 
forth  the  same  petition,  discover  that  they  can  see  them- 
selves reflected  in  the  varnish  of  the  carriage,  and  begin 
to  dance  and  make  grimaces,  that  they  may  have  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  their  antics  repeated  in  this  mirror.  A 
crippled  idiot,  in  the  act  of  striking  one  of  them  who 
drowns  his  clamorous  demand  for  charity,  observes  his 
angry  counterpart  in  the  panel,  stops  shorts,  and  thrust- 
ing out  his  tongue,  begins  to  wag  his  head  and  chatter. 
The  shrill  cry  raised  at  this,  awakens  half-a-dozen  wild 
creatures  wrapped  in  frowsy  brown  cloaks,  who  are  lying 
on  the  church-steps  with  pots  and  pans  for  sale.  These, 
scrambling  up,  approach,  and  beg  defiantly.  "I  am  hun- 
gry. Give  me  something.  Listen  to  me,  Sighor.  I  am 
hungry!'1  Then, a  ghastly  old  woman,  fearful  of  being 
too  late,  comes  hobbling  down  the  street,  stretching  out 
one  hand,  and  scratching  herself  all  the  way  with  the  other, 
and  screaming,  long  before  she  can  be  heard,  "Charity, 
charity !  I'll  go  and  pray  for  you  directly,  beautiful  lady, 
if  you'll  give  me  charity!"  Lastly,  the  members  of  a 
brotherhood  for  burying  the  dead :  hideously  masked,  and 
attired  in  shabby  black  robes,  white  at  the  skirts,  with  the 
splashes  of  many  muddy  winters  :  escorted  by  a  dirty 
priest,  and  a  congenial  cross-bearer :  come  hurrying  past. 
Surrounded  by  this  motley  concourse,  we  move  out  of 
Fondi :  bad  bright  eyes  glaring  at  us,  out  of  the  darkness 
of  every  crazy  tenement,  like  glistening  fragments  of  its 
filth  and  putrefaction. 

A  noble  mountain  pass,  with  the  ruins  of  a  fort  on  a 
strong  eminence,  traditionally  called  the  Fort  of  Fra  Dia- 
volo ;  the  old  town  of  Itri,  like  a  device  in  pastry,  built  up, 
almost  perpendicularly,  on  a  hill,  and  approached  by  long 
steep  flights  of  steps ;  beautiful  Mola  di  Gaeta,  whose  wines, 
like  those  of  Albano,  have  degenerated  since  the  days  of 
Horace,  or  his  taste  for  wine  was  bad:  which  is  not  likely 
of  one  who  enjoyed  it  so  much,  and  extolled  it  so  well ; 
another  night  upon  the  road  at  St.  Agata;  a  rest  next 
day  at  Capua,  which  is  picturesque,  but  hardly  so  seduc- 
tive to  a  traveller  now,  as  the  soldiers  of  Prastorian  liome 
were  wont  to  find  the  ancient  city  of  that  name;  a  flat 
road  among  vines  festooned  and  looped  from  tree  to  tree; 
and  Mount  Vesuvius   close  at   hand   at  last  ! — its   cone 
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and  summit  whitened  with  snow  ;  and  its  smoke  hanging 
over  it,  in  the  heavy  atmosphere  of  the  day,  like  a  dense 
cloud.     So  we  go,  rattling  down-hill,  into  Naples* 

A  funeral  is  coming  up  the  street,  towards  Us.  The 
body,  on  an  open  bier,  borne  on  a  kind  of  palanquin,  cov- 
ered with  a  gay  cloth  of  crimson  and  gold.  The  mourn- 
ers, in  white  gowns  and  masks.  If  there  be  death 
abroad,  life  is  well  represented  too,  for  all  Naples  would 
seem  to  be  out  of  doors,  and  tearing  to  and  fro  in  carriages. 
Some  of  these,  the  common  Vetturino  vehicles,  are  drawn 
by  three  horses  abreast,  decked  with  smart  trappings 
and  great  abundance  of  brazen  ornament,  and  always 
going  very  fast.  Not  that  their  loads  are  light ;  for  the 
smallest  of  them  has  at  least  six  people  inside,  four  in 
front,  four  or  five  more  hanging  on  behind,  and  two  or 
three  more,  in  a  net  or  bag  below  the  axietree,  where 
they  lie  half-suffocated  with  mud  and  dust.  Exhibitors 
of  Punch,  buffo  singers  with  guitars,  reciters  of  poetry, 
reciters  of  stories,  a  row  of  cheap  exhibitions  with  clowns 
and  showmen,  drums,  and  trumpets,  painted  cloths 
representing  the  wonders  within,  and  admiring  crowds 
assembled  without,  assist  the  whirl  and  bustle.  Ragged 
lazzaroni  lie  asleep  in  doorways,  archways,  and  kennels  ; 
the  gentry,  gayly  dressed,  are  dashing  up  and  down  in 
carriages  on  theChiaja,  or  walking  in  the  Public  Gardens  ; 
and  quiet  letter-writers,  perched  behind  their  little  desks 
and  inkstands  under  the  Portico  of  the  Great  Theatre  of 
San  Carlo,  in  the  public  street,  are  waiting  for  clients. 

Here  is  a  Galley-slave  in  chains,  who  wants  a  letter 
written  to  a  friend,  lie  approaches  a  clerkly-looking  man, 
sitting  under  the  corner  arch,  and  makes  his  bargain. 
He  has  obtained  permission  of  the  Sentinel  who  guards 
him  :  who  stands  near,  leaning  against  the  wall  and  crack- 
ing nuts.  The  Galley-slave  dictates  in  the  ear  of  the 
letter-writer  what  he  desires  to  say  ;  and  as  he  can't 
read  writing,  looks  intently  in  his  face,  to  read  there 
whether  he  sets  down  faithfully  what  he  is  told.  After 
a  time,  the  Galley-slave  becomes  discursive — incoherent. 
The  Secretary  pauses  and  rubs  his  chin.  The  Galley- 
slave  is  voluble  and  energetic.  The  Secretary,  at  length, 
catches  the  idea,  and  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  knows 
how  to  word  it,  sets  it  down  ;  stopping,  now  and  then, 
to  glance  back  at  his  text  admiringly.     The  Galley-slave 
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is  silent.  The  Soldier  stoically  cracks  his  nuts.  Is  there 
anything  more  to  say?  inquires  the  Letter-writer.  No 
more.  Then  listen,  friend  of  mine,  lie  reads  it  through. 
The  Galley-slave   is  quite  enchanted.     It   is  folded,  and 

addressed,  and  given  to  him,  and  he  pays  the  fee.  The 
Secretary  falls  back  indolently  in  his  chair,  and  takes  a 
book.  The  Galley-slave  gathers  up  an  empty  sack.  The 
Sentinel  throws  away  a  handful  of  nut-shells,  shoulders 
his  musket,  and  away  they  go  together. 

Why  do  i  he  beggars  rap  their  chins  constantly,  with 
their  right  hands,  when  you  look  at  them?  Everything 
is  done  in  pantomime  in  Naples,  and  that  is  the  conven- 
tional sign  for  hunger.  A  man  who  is  quarrelling  with 
another,  yonder,  lays  the  palm  of  his  right  hand  on  the 
back  of  his  left,  and  shakes  the  two  thumbs — expressive 
of  a  donkey's  ears — whereat  his  adversary  is  goaded  to 
desperation.  Two  people  bargaining  for  fish,  the  buyer 
empties  an  imaginary  waistcoat  pocket  when  he  is  told 
the  price,  and  walks  away  without  a  word :  having 
thoroughly  conveyed  to  the  seller  that  he  considers  it  too 
dear.  Two  people  in  carriages,  meeting,  one  touches  his 
lips,  twice  or  thrice,  holding  up  the  five  fingers  of  his 
right  hand,  and  gives  a  horizontal  cut  in  the  air  with  the 
palm.  The  other  nods  briskly,  and  goes  his  way.  He 
has  been  invited  to  a  friendly  dinner  at  half-past  five 
o'clock,  and  will  certainly  come. 

All  over  Italy,  a  peculiar  shake  of  the  right  hand  from 
the  wrist,  with  the  forefinger  stretched  out,  expresses  a 
negative — the  only  negative  beggars  will  ever  understand. 
But,  in  Naples,  those  five  fingers  are  a  copious  lan- 
guage. 

All  this,  and  every  other  kind  of  out-door  life  and  stir, 
and  maccaroni-eating  at  sunset,  and  flower-selling  all 
day  long,  and  begging  and  stealing  every  where  and  at  all 
hours,  you  see  upon  the  bright  sea-shore,  where  the  waves 
of  the  Bay  sparkle  merrily.  But,  lovers  and  hunters  of 
the  picturesque,  let  us  not  keep  too  studiously  out  of  view 
the  miserable  depravity,  degradation,  and  wretchedness, 
with  which  this  gay  Neapolitan  life  is  inseparably  asso- 
ciated! •  It  is  not  well  to  find  Saint  Giles's  so  repulsive, 
and  the  Porta  Capuana  so  attractive.  A  pair  of  naked 
legs  and  a  ragged  red  scarf,  do  not  make  all  the  difference 
between  what   is   interesting   and    what  is    coarse   and 
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odious  ?  Painting  nnd  poetizing  for  ever,  if  you  will,  the 
beauties  of  this  most  beautiful  and  lovely  spot  of  earth, 
let  us,  as  our  duty,  try  to  associate  a  new  picturesque 
with  some  faint  recognition  of  man's  destiny  and  capabil- 
ities ;  more  hopeful,  I  believe,  among  the  ice  and  snow 
of  the  North  Pole,  than  in  the  sun  and  bloom  of  Naples. 
Capri — once  made  odious  by  the  deified  beast  Tiberius 
— Ischia,  Procida,  and  the  thousand  distant  beauties  of 
the  Bay,  lie  in  the  blue  sea  yonder,  changing  in  the  mist 
and  sunshine  twenty  times  a  day:  now  close  at  hand, 
now  far  off,  now  unseen.  The  fairest  country  in  the 
world,  is  spread  about  us.  Whether  we  turn  towards 
the  Miseno  shore  of  the  splendid  watery  amphitheatre, 
and  go  by  the  Grotto  of  Posilipo  to  the  Grotto  del  Cane 
and  away  to  Baise :  or  take  the  other  way,  towards  Ve- 
suvius and  Sorrento,  it  is  one  succession  of  delights.  In 
the  last-named  direction,  where,  over  doors  and  arch- 
ways, there  are  countless  little  images  of  San  Gennaro, 
with  his  Canute's  hand  stretched  out,  to  check  the  fury 
of  the  burning  Mountain,  we  are  carried  pleasantly,  by  a 
railroad  on  the  beautiful  Sea  Beach,  past  the  town  of 
Torre  del  Greco,  built  upon  the  ashes  of  the  former  town 
destroyed  by  an  eruption  of  Vesuvius,  within  a  hundred 
years ;  and  past  the  flat-roofed  houses,  granaries,  and 
maccaroni  manufactories  ;  to  Castellamare,  with  its  ruined 
castle,  now  inhabited  by  fishermen,  standing  in  the  sea 
upon  a  heap  of  rocks.  Here,  the  railroad  terminates ; 
but,  hence  we  may  ride  on,  by  an  unbroken  succession  of 
enchanting  bays,  and  beautiful  scenery,  sloping  from  the 
highest  summit  of  Saint  Angelo,  the  highest  neighboring 
mountain,  down  to  the  water's  edge — among  vineyards, 
olive-trees,  gardens  of  oranges  and  lemons,  orchards, 
heaped-up  rocks,  green  gorges  in  the  hills— and  by  the 
bases  of  snow-covered  heights,  and  through  small  towns 
with  handsome,  dark-haired  women  at  the  doors — and 
pass  delicious  summer  villas— to  Sorrento,  where  the  poet 
Tasso  drew  his  inspiration  from  the  beauty  surrounding 
him.  Returning,  we  may  climb  the  heights  above  Cas- 
tellamare, and  looking  down  among  the  boughs  and  leaves, 
see  the  crisp  water  glistening  in  the  sun  ;  and  clusters  of 
white  houses  in  distant  Naples,  dwindling,  in  the  great 
extent  of  prospect,  down  to  dice.  The  coming  buck  to 
the  city,  by  the  beach  again,  at  sunset :  with  the  glowing 
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sea  on  one  sick,  and  the  darkening  mountain,  with  its 
smoke  and  flame,  upon  the  other:  is  a  sublime  conclu- 
sion to  the  glory  of  the  day. 

That  church  by  the  Porta  Capuana — near  the  old 
fisher-market  in  the  dirtiest  quarter  of  dirty  Naples, 
where  the  revolt  of  Masaniello  began— is  memorable  for 
Inning  been  the  scene  of  one  of  his  earliest  proclamations 
to  the  people,  and  is  particularly  remarkable  for  nothing 
else,  unless  it  be  its  waxen  and  bejewelled  Saint  in  a 
glass  case,  with  two  odd  hands  ;  or  the  enormous  number 
of  beggars  who  are  constantly  rapping  their  chins  there, 
like  a  battery  of  castanets.  The  cathedral  with  the  beau- 
tiful door,  and  the  columns  of  African  and  Egyptian 
granite  that  once  ornamented  the  temple  of  Apollo,  con- 
tains the  famous  sacred  blood  of  San  Gennaro  or  Janua- 
rius :  which  is  preserved  in  two  phials  in  a  silver  taberna- 
cle, and  miraculously  liquefies  three  times  a  year,  to  the 
great  admiration  of  the  people.  At  the  same  moment 
the  stone  (distant  some  miles)  where  the  Saint  suffered 
martyrdom,  becomes  faintly  red.  It  is  said  that  the  offi- 
ciating priests  turn  faintly  red  also,  sometimes,  when 
these  miracles  occur. 

The  old,  old  men  who  live  in  hovels  at  the  entrance  of 
these  ancient  catacombs,  and  who,  in  their  age  and  in- 
firmity, seem  waiting  here,  to  be  buried  themselves,  are 
members  of  a  curious  body,  called  the  Eoyal  Hospital, 
who  are  the  official  attendants  at  funerals.  Two  of  these 
old  spectres  totter  away,  with  lighted  tapers,  to  show  the 
caverns  of  death — as  unconcerned  as  if  they  were  immortal. 
They  were  used  as  burying-places  for  three  hundred  years ; 
and,  in  one  part,  is  a  large  pit  full  of  skulls  and  bones, 
said  to  be  the  sad  remains  of  a  great  mortality  occasioned 
by  a  plague.  In  the  rest,  there  is  nothing  but  dust. 
They  consist,  chiefly,  of  great  wide  corridors  and  laby- 
rinths, hewn  out  of  the  rock.  At  the  end  of  some  of  these 
long  passages,  are  unexpected  glimpses  of  the  daylight, 
shining  down  from  above.  It  looks  as  ghastly  and  as 
strange :  among  the  torches,  and  the  dust,  and  the  dark 
vaults  :  as  if  it,  too,  were  dead  and  buried. 

The  present  burial-place  lies  out  yonder,  on  a  hill  be- 
tween the  city  and  Vesuvius.  The  old  Campo  Santo  with 
its  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  pits,  is  only  used  for  those 
who  die  in  hospitals,  and  prisons,  and  are  unclaimed  by 
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their  friends.  The  graceful  new  cemetery,  at  no  great  dis- 
tance from  it,  though  yet  unfinished,  has  already  many 
graves  among  its  shrubs  and  flowers,  and  airy  colonnades. 
It  might  be  reasonably  objected  elsewhere,  that  some  of 
the  tombs  are  meretricious  and  too  fanciful ;  but  the  gen- 
eral brightness  seems  to  justify  it  here  ;  and  Mount  Ve- 
suvius, separated  from  them  by  a  lovely  slope  of  ground, 
exalts  and  saddens  the  scene. 

If  it  be  solemn  to  behold  from  this  new  City  of  the 
Dead,  with  its  dark  smoke  hanging  in  the  clear  sky,  how 
much  more  awful  and  impressive  is  it,  viewed  from  the 
ghostly  ruins  of  llerculaneum  and  Pompeii! 

Stand  at  the  bottom  of  the  great  market-place  of  Pom- 
peii, and  look  up  the  silent  streets,  through  the  ruined 
temples  of  Jupiter  and  Isis,  over  the  broken  houses  with 
their  inmost  sanctuaries  open  to  the  day,  away  to  Mount 
Vesuvius,  bright  and  snowy  in  the  peaceful  distance; 
and  lose  all  count  of  time,  and  heed  of  other  things,  in 
the  strange  and  melancholy  sensation  of  seeing  the  De- 
stroyed and  the  Destroyer  making  this  quiet  picture  in  the 
sun.  Then,  ramble  on,  and  see,  at  every  turn,  the  little 
familiar  tokens  of  human  habitation  and  everyday  pur- 
suits; the  chafing  of  the  bucket-rope  in  the  stone  rim  of 
the  exhausted  well;  the  track  of  carriage- wheels  in  the 
pavement  of  the  street;  the  marks  of  drinking- vessels  on 
the  stone  counter  of  the  wine-shop;  the  amphorae  in  pri- 
vate cellars,  stored  away  so  many  hundred  years  ago, 
and  undisturbed  to  this  hour — all  rendering  the  solitude 
and  deadly  lonesomeness  of  the  place,  ten  thousand  times 
more  solemn,  than  if  the  volcano,  in  its  fury,  had  swept 
the  city  from  the  earth,  and  sunk  it  in  the  bottom  of  the 
sea. 

After  it  was  shaken  by  the  earthquake  which  preceded 
the  eruption,  workmen  were  employed  in  shaping  out,  in 
stone,  new  ornaments  for  temples  and  other  buildings 
that  had  suffered.  Here  lies  their  work,  outside  the  city 
gate,  as  if  they  would  return  to-morrow. 

In  the  cellar  of  Diomede's  house,  where  certain  skele- 
tons were  found  huddled  together,  close  to  the  door,  the 
impression  of  their  bodies  on  the  ashes,  hardened  with 
the  ashes,  and  became  stamped  and  fixed  there,  after  they 
had  shrunk,  inside,  to  scanty  bones.  So,  in  the  Theatre 
of  Herculaneum,  a  comic  mask,  floating  on  the  stream 
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when  it  was  hot  and  liquid,  stamped  its  mimic  features 
in  it  as  it  hardened  into  stone  ;  and  now,  it  turns  upon 
the  stranger  the  fantastic  look  it  turned  upon  the  audi- 
ences in  that  same  Theatre  two  thousand  years  ago. 

Next  to  the  wonder  of  going  up  and  down  the  streets, 
and  in  and  out  of  the  houses,  and  traversing  the  secret 
chambers  of  the  temples  of  a  religion  that  has  vanished 
from  the  earth,  and  rinding  so  many  fresh  traces  of  remote 
antiquity:  as  if  the  course  of  Time  had  heen  stopped 
after  this  desolation,  and  there  had  been  no  nights  and 
days,  months,  years,  and  centuries,  since :  nothing  is 
more  impressive  and  terrible  than  the  many  evidences  of 
the  searching  nature  of  the  ashes,  as  bespeaking  their  ir- 
resistible power,  and  the  impossibility  of  escaping  them. 
In  the  wine-cellars,  they  forced  their  way  into  the  earthen 
vessels :  displacing  the  wine  and  choking  them,  to  the 
brim,  with  dust.  In  the  tombs,  they  forced  the  ashes  of 
the  dead  from  the  funeral  urns,  and  rained  new  ruin  even 
into  them.  The  mouths,  and  eyes,  and  skulls  of  all  the 
skeletons,  were  stuffed  with  this  terrible  hail.  In  Iler- 
culaneum,  where  the  flood  was  of  a  different  and  a  heavier 
kind,  it  rolled  in,  like  a  sea.  Imagine  a  deluge  of  water 
turned  to  marble,  at  its  height — and  that  is  what  is  called 
"  the  lava"  here. 

Some  workmen  were  digging  the  gloomy  well  on  the 
brink  of  which  we  now  stand,  looking  down,  when  they 
came  on  some  of  the  stone  benches  of  the  Theatre — those 
steps  (for  such  they  seem)  at  the  bottom  of  the  excavation 
— and  found  the  buried  city  of  Herculaneum.  Presently 
going  down,  with  lighted  torches,  we  are  perplexed  by 
great  walls  of  monstrous  thickness,  rising  up  between  the 
benches  shutting  out  the  stage,  obtruding  their  shapeless 
forms  in  absurd  places,  confusing  the  whole  plan,  and 
making  it  a  disordered  dream.  We  cannot,  at  first,  be- 
lieve, or  picture  to  ourselves,  that  This  came  rolling  in, 
and  drowned  the  city ;  and  that  all  that  is  not  here,  has 
been  cut  away,  by  the  axe,  like  solid  stone.  But  this  per- 
ceived and  understood,  the  horror  and  oppression  of  its 
presence  are  indescribable. 

Many  of  the  paintings  on  the  walls  in  the  roofless  cham- 
bers of  both  cities,  or  carefully  removed  to  the  museum 
at  Naples,  are  as  fresh  and  plain,  as  if  they  had  been  exe- 
cuted yesterday.     Here  are  subjects  of  still  life,  as  provi- 
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sions,  dead  game,  bottles,  glasses,  and  the  like  ;  familiar 
classical  stories,  or  mythological  fables,  always  forcibly 
and  plainly  told;  conceits  of  Cupids,  quarrelling,  sporting, 
working  at  trades ;  theatrical  rehearsals  ;  poets  reading 
their  productions  to  their  friends  ;  inscriptions  chalked 
upon  the  walls  ;  political  squibs,  advertisements,  rough 
drawings  by  schoolboys ;  everything  to  people  and  restore 
the  ancient  cities,  in  the  fancy  of  their  wondering  visitor. 
Furniture,  too,  you  see,  of  every  kind — lamps,  tables, 
couches;  vessels  for  eating,  drinking,  and  cooking;  work- 
men's tools,  surgical  instruments,  tickets  for  the  theatre, 
pieces  of  money,  personal  ornaments,  bunches  of  keys 
found  clenched  in  the  grasp  of  skeletons,  helmets  of  guards 
and  warriors ;  little  household  bells,  yet  musical  with 
their  old  domestic  tones. 

The  least  among  these  objects,  lends  its  aid  to  swell 
the  interest  of  Vesuvius,  and  invest  it  with  a  perfect  fas- 
cination. The  looking,  from  either  ruined  city,  into  the 
neighboring  grounds  overgrown  with  beautiful  vines 
and  luxuriant  trees ;  and  remembering  that  house  upon 
house,  temple  on  temple,  building  after  building,  and 
street  after  street,  are  still  lying  underneath  the  roots 
of  all  the  quiet  cultivation,  waiting  to  be  turned  up  to  the 
light  of  day;  is  something  so  wonderful,  so  full  of  mys- 
tery, so  captivating  to  the  imagination,  that  one  would 
think  it  would  be  paramount,  and  yield  to  nothing  else. 
To  nothing  but  Vesuvius  ;  but  the  mountain  is  the  genius 
of  the  scene.  From  every  indication  of  the  ruin  it  has 
worked,  we  look,  again,  with  an  absorbing  interest  to 
where  its  smoke  is  rising  up  into  the  sky.  It  is  beyond 
us,  as  we  thread  the  ruined  streets ;  above  us,  as  we  stand 
upon  the  ruined  wall ;  we  follow  it  through  every  vista  of 
broken  columns,  as  we  wander  through  the  empty  court- 
yards of  the  houses ;  and  through  the  garlandings  and 
interlacings  of  every  wanton  vine.  Turning  away  to 
Paestum  yonder,  to  see  the  awful  structures  built,  the  least 
aged  of  them,  hundreds  of  years  before  the  birth  of  Christ, 
and  standing  yet,  erect  in  lonely  majesty  upon  the  wild, 
malaria-blighted  plain — we  watch  Vesuvius  as  it  disap- 
pears from  the  prospect,  and  watch  for  it  again,  on  our 
return,  with  the  same  thrill  of  interest :  as  the  doom  and 
destiny  of  all  this  beautiful  country,  biding  its  terrible 
time. 
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It  is  very  warm  in  the  sun,  on  this  early  spring-day, 
when  we  return  from  Psestum,  but  very  cold  in  the  shade: 

insomuch,  that  although  we  m;iy  lunch,  pleasantly,  ;it 
noon,  in  the  open  air,  hy  the  gate  of  Pompeii,  the  neigh 
boring  rivulet  supplies  thick  ice  for  our  wine.  But,  the 
sun  is  shining  brightly ;  there  is  not  a  cloud  or  speek  of 
vapor  in  the  whole  blue  sky,  looking  down  upon  the  bay 
of  Naples  ;  and  the  moon  will  be  at  the  full  to-night.  No 
mat  tor  that  the  snow  and  ice  lie  thick  upon  the  summit 
of  Vesuvius,  or  that  we  have  been  on  foot  all  day  at  Pom- 
peii, or  that  croakers  maintain  that  strangers  should  not 
be  on  the  mountain  by  night,  in  such  an  unusual  season. 
Let  ns  take  advantage  of  the  fine  weather;  make  the  best 
of  our  way  to  Resina,  the  little  village  at  the  foot  of  the 
mountain  ;  prepare  ourselves,  as  well  as  we  can,  on  so  short 
a  notice,  at  the  guide's  house  ;  ascend  at  once,  and  have 
sunset  half-way  up,  moonlight  at  the  top,  and  midnight 
to  come  down  in  ! 

At  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  there  is  a  terrible  up- 
roar in  the  little  stable-yard  of  Signor  Salvatore,  the  rec- 
ognized head-guide,  with  the  gold  band  round  his  cap; 
and  thirty  under-guides  who  are  all  scuffling  and  scream- 
ing at  once,  are  preparing  half-a-dozen  saddled  ponies, 
three  litters,  and  some  stout  staves,  for  the  journey. 
Every  one  of  the  thirty,  quarrels  with  the  other  twenty- 
nine,  and  frightens  the  six  ponies  ;  and  as  much  of  the  vil- 
lage as  can  possibly  squeeze  itself  into  the  little  stable- 
yard,  participates  in  the  tumult,  and  gets  trodden  on  by 
the  cattle. 

After  much  violent  skirmishing,  and  more  noise  than 
would  suffice  for  the  storming  of  Naples,  the  procession 
starts.  The  head  guide,  who  is  liberally  paid  for  all  the 
attendants,  rides  a  little  in  advance  of  the  party ;  the  other 
thirty  guides  proceed  on  foot.  Eight  go  forward  with 
the  litters  that  are  to  be  used  by  and  by ;  and  the  remain- 
ing two-and-twenty  beg. 

We  ascend,  gradually,  by  stony  lanes  like  rough  broad 
flights  of  stairs,  for  some  time.  At  length,  we  leave  these, 
and  the  vineyards  on  either  side  of  them,  and  emerge 
upon  a  bleak  bare  region  where  the  lava  lies  confusedly, 
in  enormous  rusty  masses :  as  if  the  earth  had  been 
ploughed  up  by  burning  thunder-bolts.  And  now,  we 
halt  to  see  the  sun  set.     The  change  that  falls  upon  the 
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dreary  region  and  on  the  whole  mountain,  as  its  red  light 
fades,  and  the  night  conies  on — and  the  unutterable  so- 
lemnity and  dreariness  that  reign  around,  who  that  has 
witnessed  it,  can  ever  forget. 

It  is  dark,  when  after  winding,  for  some  time,  over 
the  broken  ground,  we  arrive  at  the  foot  of  the  cone: 
which  is  extremely  steep,  and  seems  to  rise,  almost  per- 
pendicularly, from  the  spot  where  we  dismount.  The 
only  light  is  reflected  from  the  snow,  deep,  hard,  and  white, 
with  which  the  cone  is  covered.  It  is  now  intensely  cold, 
and  the  air  is  piercing.  The  thirty-one  have  brought  no 
torches,  knowing  that  the  moon  will  rise  before  we  reach 
the  top.  Two  of  the  litters  are  devoted  to  the  two  ladies ; 
the  third,  to  a  rather  heavy  gentleman  from  Naples, 
whose  hospitality  and  good-nature  have  attached  him  to 
the  expedition,  and  determined  him  to  assist  in  doing  the 
honors  of  the  mountain.  The  rather  heavy  gentleman 
is  carried  by  fifteen  men;  each  of  the  ladies  by  half-a- 
dozen.  We  who  walk,  make  the  best  use  of  our  staves; 
and  so  the  whole  party  begin  to  labor  upward  over  the 
snow, — as  if  they  were  toiling  to  the  summit  of  an  ante- 
diluvian Twelfth-cake. 

We  are  a  long  time  toiling  up  ;  and  the  head  guide  looks 
oddly  about  him  when  one  of  the  company — not  an  Italian, 
though  an  habitue  of  the  mountain  for  many  years: 
whom  we  will  call,  for  our  present  purpose,  Mr.  Pickle  of 
Portici — suggests  that,  as  it  is  freezing  hard,  and  the 
usual  footing  of  ashes  is  covered  by  the  snow  and  ice, 
it  will  surely  be  difficult  to  descend.  But  the  sight  of  the 
litters  above,  tilting  up,  and  down,  and  jerking  from 
this  side  to  that,  as  the  bearers  continually  slip  and  tum- 
ble, diverts  our  attention  :  more  especially  as  the  whole 
length  of  the  rather  heavy  gentleman  is,  at  that  moment, 
presented  to  us  alarmingly  foreshortened,  with  his  head 
downwards. 

The  rising  of  the  moon  soon  afterwards,  revives  the 
flagging  spirits  of  the  P>earers.  Stimulating  each  other 
with  their  usual  watchword,"  Courage,  friend!  It  is  to 
eat  maccaroni  ! "  they  press  on,  gallantly,  for  the 
summit. 

From  tinging  the  top  of  the  snow  above  us,  with  a  band 
of  light,  and  pouring  it  in  a  stream  through  the  valley 
below,  while   we  have  been  ascending  in  the  dark,  the 
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moon  soon  lights  the  whole  white  mountain  side,  and  the 
broad  sea  down  below,  and  tiny  Naples  in  the  distance, 
and  every  village  in  the  country  round.  The  wholepros- 
pecl  is  in  this  lovely  state,  when  we  come  upon  the  plat- 
form on  the  mountain-top — the  region  of  Fire — an  ex- 
hausted crater  formed  of  great  masses  of  gigantic  cinders, 
like  blocks  of  stone  from  some  tremendous  waterfall, 
burnt  up ;  from  every  chink  and  crevice  of  which,  hot, 
sulphurous  smoke  is  pouring  out:  while,  from  another 
conical-shaped  hill,  the  present  crater,  rising  abruptly 
from  this  platform  at  the  end,  great  sheets  of  fire  are 
streaming  forth  :  reddening  the  night  with  flame,  black- 
ening it  with  smoke,  and  spotting  it  with  red-hot  stones 
and  cinders,  that  fly  up  into  the  air  like  feathers,  and  fall 
down  like  lead.  What  words  can  paint  the  gloom  and 
grandeur  of  this  scene  ! 

The  broken  ground ;  the  smoke  ;  the  sense  of  suffoca- 
tion from  the  sulphur ;  the  fear  of  falling  down  through  the 
crevices  in  the  yawning  ground  ;  the  stopping,  every  now 
and  then,  for  somebody  who  is  missing  in  the  dark  (for 
the  dense  smoke  now  obscures  the  moon) ;  the  intolerable 
noise  of  the  thirty  ;  and  the  hoarse  roaring  of  the  mount- 
ain ;  make  it  a  scene  of  such  confusion,  at  the  same  time, 
that  we  reel  again.  But,  dragging  the  ladies  through 
it,  and  across  another  exhausted  crater  to  the  foot  of  the 
present  Volcano,  we  approach  close  to  it  on  the  windy 
side,  and  then  sit  down  among  the  hot  ashes  at  its  foot, 
and  look  up  in  silence  ;  faintly  estimating  the  action  that 
is  going  on  within,  from  its  being  full  a  hundred  feet 
higher,  at  this  minute,  than  it  was  six  weeks  ago. 

There  is  something  in  the  fire  and  roar,  that  generates 
an  irresistible  desire  to  get  nearer  to  it.  We  cannot  rest 
long,  without  starting  off,  two  of  us,  on  our  hands  and 
knees,  accompanied  by  the  head  guide,  to  climb  to  the 
brim  of  the  flaming  crater,  and  try  to  look  in.  Meanwhile, 
the  thirty  yell,  as  with  one  voice,  that  it  is  a  dangerous 
proceeding,  and  call  to  us  to  come  back ;  frightening  the 
rest  of  the  party  out  of  their  wits. 

What  with  their  noise,  and  what  with  the  trembling 
of  the  thin  crust  of  ground,  that  seems  about  to  open 
underneath  our  feet  and  plunge  us  in  the  burning  gulf 
below  (which  is  the  real  danger,  if  there  be  any) ;  and 
what  with  the  flashing  of  the  fire  in  our  faces,  and  the 
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shower  of  red-hot  ashes  that  is  raining  down,  and  the 
choking  smoke  and  sulphur  ;  we  may  well  feel  giddy  and 
irrational,  like  drunken  men.  But,  we  contrive  to  climh 
to  the  brim,  and  look  down,  for  a  moment,  into  the  Hell  of 
up  boiling  fire  below.  Then,  we  all  three  come  rolling 
down  ;  blackened,  and  singed,  and  scorched,  and  hot,  and 
giddy :  and  each  with  his  dress  alight  in  half-a-dozen 
places. 

You  have  read,  a  thousand  times,  that  the  usual  way 
of  descending,  is,  by  sliding  down  the  ashes  :  which,  form- 
ing a  gradually-increasing  ledge  below  the  feet,  prevent 
too  rapid  a  descent.  But,  when  we  have  crossed  the 
two  exhausted  craters  on  our  way  back,  and  are  come  to 
this  precipitous  place,  there  is  (as  Mr.  Pickle  has  fore- 
told) no  vestige  of  ashes  to  be  seen ;  the  whole  being  a 
smooth  sheet  of  ice. 

In  this  dilemma,  ten  or  a  dozen  of  the  guides  cautiously 
join  hands,  and  make  a  chain  of  men ;  of  whom  the  fore- 
most beat,  as  well  as  they  can,  a  rough  track  with  their 
sticks,  down  which  we  prepare  to  follow.  The  way  being 
fearfully  steep,  and  none  of  the  party  :  even  of  the  thirty  : 
being  able  to  keep  their  feet  for  six  paces  together,  the 
ladies  are  taken  out  of  their  litters,  and  placed,  each  be- 
tween two  careful  persons ;  while  others  of  the  thirty 
hold  by  their  skirts,  to  prevent  their  falling  forward — a 
necessary  precaution,  tending  to  the  immediate  and  hope- 
less dilapidation  of  their  apparel.  The  rather  heavy 
gentleman  is  abjured  to  leave  his  litter  too,  and  be 
escorted  in  a  similar  manner ;  but  he  resolves  to  be 
brought  down  as  he  was  brought  up,  on  the  principle 
that  his  fifteen  bearers  are  not  likely  to  tumble  all  at 
once,  and  that  he  is  safer  so,  than  trusting  to  his  own 
legs. 

In  this  order,  we  begin  the  descent :  sometimes  on  foot, 
sometimes  shuffling  on  the  ice  :  always  proceeding  much 
more  quietly  and  slowly,  than  on  our  upward  way  :  and 
constantly  alarmed  by  the  falling  among  us  of  somebody 
from  behind,  who  endangers  the  footing  of  the  whole 
party,  and  clings  pertinaciously  to  anybody's  ankles.  It 
is  impossible  for  the  litter  to  be  in  advance,  too,  as  the 
track  has  to  be  made;  and  its  appearance  behind  us, 
overhead — with  some  one  or  other  of  the  bearers  always 
down,  and  the   rather   heavy  gentleman  with   his   legs 
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always  in  the  air — is  very  threatening  and  frightful. 
We  have  -one  on  thus,  a  very  little  way,  painfully  and 
anxiously,  bul  quite  merrily,  and  regarding  it  as  a  great 
success  and  have  all  fallen  several  times,  and  have  all 
been  stopped,  somehow  or  other,  as  we  were  sliding  away 
■ — when  Mr.  Pickle,  of  Portici,  in  the  aet  of  remarking  on 
these  uncommon  circumstances  as  quite  beyond  his  ex- 
perience, stumbles,  falls,  disengages  himself,  with  quick 
presence  of  mind,  from  those  about  him,  plunges  away 
head  foremost,  and  rolls,  over  and  over,  down  the  whole 
surface  of  the  cone  ! 

Sickening  as  it  is  to  look,  and  be  so  powerless  to  help 
him,  I  see  him  there,  in  the  moonlight — I  have  had  such 
a  dream  often — skimming  over  the  white  ice,  like  a  con- 
non-ball.  Almost  at  the  same  moment,  there  is  a  cry 
from  behind  ;  and  a  man  who  has  carried  a  light  basket 
of  spare  cloaks  on  his  head,  comes  rolling  past,  at  the 
same  frightful  speed,  closely  followed  by  a  boy.  At  this 
climax  of  the  chapter  of  accidents,  the  remaining  eight- 
and-twenty  vociferate  to  that  degree,  that  a  pack  of 
wolves  would  be  music  to  them  ! 

Giddy,  and  bloody,  and  a  mere  bundle  of  rags,  is  Pickle 
of  Portici  when  we  reach  the  place  where  we  dismounted, 
and  where  the  horses  are  waiting;  but,  thank  God,  sound 
in  limb!  And  never  are  we  likely  to  be  more  glad  to 
see  a  man  alive  and  on  his  feet,  than  to  see  him  now — 
making  light  of  it  too,  though  sorely  bruised  and  in 
great  pain.  The  boy  is  brought  into  the  Hermitage  on 
the  Mountain,  while  we  are  at  supper,  with  his  head  tied 
up;  and  the  man  is  heard  of,  some  hours  afterwards. 
He  too  is  bruised  and  stunned,  but  has  broken  no  bones  ; 
the  snow  having,  fortunately,  covered  all  the  larger  blocks 
of  rock  and  stone,  and  rendered  them  harmless. 

After  a  cheerful  meal,  and  a  good  rest  before  a  blazing 
fire,  we  again  take  horse,  and  continue  our  descent  to 
Salvatore's  house — very  slowly,  by  reason  of  our  bruised 
friend  being  hardly  able  to  keep  the  saddle,  or  endure 
the  pain  of  motion.  Though  it  is  so  late  at  night,  or 
early  in  the  morning,  all  the  people  of  the  village  are 
waiting  about  the  little  stable-yard  when  we  arrive,  and 
looking  up  the  road  by  which  we  are  expected.  Our  ap- 
pearance is  hailed  with  a  great  clamor  of  tongues,  and 
a  general  sensation  for  which  in  our  modesty  we  are 
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somewhat  at  a  loss  to  account,  until,  turning  into  the 
yard,  we  find  that  one  of  a,  party  of  P>ench  gentlemen 
who  were  on  the  mountain  at  the  same  time  is  lying  on 
some  straw  in  the  stable,  with  a  broken  limb:  looking 
like  Death,  and  suffering  great  torture  ;  and  that  we 
were  confidently  supposed  to  have  encountered  some 
worse  accident. 

So  "well  returned,  and  Heaven  be  praised!"  as  the 
cheerful  Vetturino,  who  has  borne  us  company  all  the 
way  from  Pisa,  says,  with  all  his  heart !  And  away  with 
his  ready  horses,  into  sleeping  Naples  ! 

It  wakes  again  to  Policinelli  and  pickpockets,  buffo 
singers  and  beggars,  rags,  puppets,  flowers,  brightness, 
dirt,  and  universal  degradation  ;  airing  its  Harlequin 
suit  in  the  sunshine,  next  day  and  every  day  ;  singing, 
starving,  dancing,  gaming,  on  the  seashore;  and  leaving 
all  labour  to  the  burning  mountain,  which  is  ever  at  its 
work. 

Our  English  dilettanti  would  be  very  pathetic  on  the 
subject  of  the  national  taste,  if  they  could  hear  an  Italian 
opera  half  as  badly  sung  in  England  as  we  may  hear  the 
Foscari  performed,  to-night,  in  the  splendid  theatre  of 
San  Carlo.  But,  for  astonishing  truth  and  spirit  in  seiz- 
ing and  embodying  the  real  life  about  it,  the  shabby  little 
San  Carlino  Theatre— the  ricketty  house  one  story  high, 
with  a  staring  picture  outside :  down  among  the  drums 
and  trumpets,  and  the  tumblers,  and  the  lady  conjuror — 
is  without  a  rival  anywhere. 

There  is  one  extraordinary  feature  in  the  real  life  of 
Naples,  at  which  we  may  take  a  glance  before  we  go — 
the  Lotteries. 

They  prevail  in  most  parts  of  Italy,  but  are  particularly 
obvious,  in  their  effects  and  influences,  here.  They  are 
drawn  every  Saturday.  They  bring  an  immense  revenue 
to  the  Government;  and  diffuse  a  taste  for  gambling 
among  the  poorest  of  the  poor,  which  is  very  comfortable 
to  the  coffers  of  the  State,  and  very  ruinous  to  themselves. 
The  lowest  stake  is  one  grain  ;  less  than  a  farthing.  One 
hundred  numbers — from  one  to  a  hundred,  inclusive — 
are  put  into  a  box.  Five  are  drawn.  Those  are  the 
prizes.  I  buy  three  numbers.  If  one  of  them  come  up, 
I  win  a  small  prize.  If  two,  some  hundreds  of  times  my 
stake.     If  three,  three  thousand  five  hundred   times  my 
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stake.  I  stake  (or  play  as  they  call  it)  what  I  can  upon 
my  numbers,  and  buy  what  numbers  I  please.  The 
amount  I  play,  I  pay  at  the  lottery  office,  where  I  pur- 
chase the  ticket;  and  it  is  stated  on  the  ticket  itself. 

livery  lottery  office  keeps  a  printed  book,  an  Universal 
Lottery  Diviner,  where  every  possible  accident  and  cir- 
cumstance is  provided  for,  and  has  a  number  against  it. 
For  instance,  let  us  take  two  carlini — about  seven  pence. 
On  our  way  to  the  lottery  office,  we  run  against  a  black 
man.  When  we  get  there,  we  say  gravely,  "  The  Diviner." 
It  is  handed  over  the  counter,  as  a  serious  matter  of  busi- 
ness. We  look  at  black  man.  Such  a  number.  "  Give 
us  that."  We  look  at  running  against  a  person  in  the 
street.  "  Give  us  that."  We  look  at  the  name  of  the 
street  itself.  "  Give  us  that."  Now,  we  have  our  three 
numbers. 

If  the  roof  of  the  theatre  of  San  Carlo  were  to  fall  in, 
so  many  people  would  play  upon  the  numbers  attached 
to  such  an  accident  in  the  Diviner,  that  the  Government 
would  soon  close  those  numbers,  and  decline  to  run  the 
risk  of  losing  any  more  upon  them.  This  often  happens. 
Not  long  ago,  when  there  was  a  fire  in  the  King's  Palace, 
there  was  such  a  desperate  run  on  fire,  and  king,  and 
palace,  that  further  stakes  on  the  numbers  attached  to 
those  words  in  the  Golden  Book  were  forbidden.  Every 
accident  or  event,  is  supposed,  by  the  ignorant  populace, 
to  be  a  revelation  to  the  beholder,  or  party  concerned,  in 
connection  with  the  lottery.  Certain  people  who  have  a 
talent  for  dreaming  fortunately,  are  much  sought  after  ; 
and  there  are  some  priests  who  are  constantly  favored 
with  visions  of  the  lucky  numbers. 

I  heard  of  a  horse  running  away  with  a  man,  and  dash- 
ing him  down,  dead,  at  the  corner  of  a  street.  Pursuing 
the  horse  with  incredible  speed,  was  another  man,  who 
ran  so  fast,  that  he  came  up,  immediately  after  the  accident. 
He  threw  himself  upon  his  knees  beside  the  unfortunate 
rider,  and  clasped  his  hand  with  an  expression  of  the 
wildest  grief.  "  If  you  have  life,"  he  said,  "  speak  one 
word  to  me  !  If  you  have  one  gasp  of  breath  left,  mention 
your  age  for  Heaven's  sake,  that  I  may  play  that  number 
in  the  lottery." 

It  is  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and  we  may  go  to 
see  our  lottery  drawn.     The  ceremony  takes  place  every 
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Saturday,  in  the  Tribunale,  or  Court  of  Justice — this 
singular,  earthy-smelling  room,  or  gallery,  as  mouldy  as 
an  old  cellar,  and  as  damp  as  a  dungeon.  At  the  upper 
end  is  a  platform,  with  a  large  horse-shoe  table  upon  it; 
and  a  President  and  Council  sitting  round — all  Judges  of 
the  Law.  The  man  on  the  little  stool  behind  the  Presi- 
dent, is  the  Capo  Lazzarone,  a  kind  of  tribune  of  the 
people,  appointed  on  their  behalf  to  see  that  all  is  fairly 
conducted :  attended  by  a  few  personal  friends.  A 
ragged,  swarthy  fellow  he  is  :  with  long  matted  hair 
hanging  down  all  over  his  face  :  and  covered,  from  head 
to  foot,  with  most  unquestionably  genuine  dirt.  All  the 
body  of  the  room  is  rilled  with  the  commonest  of  the 
Neapolitan  people  :  and  between  them  and  the  platform, 
guarding  the  steps  leading  to  the  latter,  is  a  small  body 
of  soldiers. 

There  is  some  delay  in  the  arrival  of  the  necessary 
number  of  judges ;  during  which,  the  box,  in  which  the 
numbers  are  being  placed,  is  a  source  of  the  deepest  in- 
terest. When  the  box  is  full,  the  boy  who  is  to  draw  the 
numbers  out  of  it  becomes  the  prominent  feature  of  the 
proceedings.  He  is  already  dressed  for  his  part,  in  a 
tight  brown  Holland  coat,  with  only  one  (the  left)  sleeve 
to  it,  which  leaves  his  right  arm  bared  to  the  shoulder, 
ready  for  plunging  down  into  the  mysterious  chest. 

During  the  hush  and  whisper  that  pervade  the  room, 
all  eyes  are  turned  on  this  young  minister  of  fortune. 
People  begin  to  inquire  his  age,  with  a  view  to  the  next 
lottery  ;  and  the  number  of  his  brothers  and  sisters  ;  and 
the  age  of  his  father  and  mother  ;  and  whether  he  has  any 
moles  or  pimples  upon  him ;  and  where,  and  how  many ; 
when  the  arrival  of  the  last  judge  but  one  (a  little  old 
man,  universally  dreaded  as  possessing  the  Evil  Eye) 
makes  a  slightdiversion,  and  would  occasion  a  greater  one, 
bat  that  he  is  immediately  deposed,  as  a  source  of  in- 
terest, by  the  officiating  priest,  who  advances  gravely  to 
his  place,  followed  by  a  very  dirty  little  boy,  carrying 
his  sacred  vestments,  and  a  pot  of  Holy  Water. 

Here  is  the  last  judge  come  at  last,  and  now  he  takes 
his  place  at  the  horse-shoe  table ! 

There  is  a  murmur  of  irrepressible  agitation.  In  the 
midst  of  it,  the  priest  puts  his  head  into  the  sacred  vest- 
ments, and  pulls  the  same  over  his  shoulders.  Then  he 
12 
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says  a  silent  prayer;  and  dipping  a  brush  into  the  pot  of 
Holy  Water,  sprinkles  it,  over  the  box  and  over  the  boy, 
and  gives  them  a  double-barrelled  blessing,  which  the  box 
and  t  he  hoy  are  both  hoisted  on  the  table  to  receive.  The 
boy  remaining  on  the  table,  the  box  is  now  carried  round 
the  front  of  the  platform,  by  an  attendant,  who  holds  it 
up  and  shakes  it  lustily  all  the  time;  seeming  to  say,  like 
the  conjuror,  "There  is  no  deception,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men ;  keep  your  eyes  upon  me,  if  you  please!  " 

At  last,  the  box  is  set  before  the  boy  ;  and  the  boy,  first 
holding  up  his  naked  arm  and  open  hand,  dives  down  into 
the  hole  (it  is  made  like  a  ballot-box)  and  pulls  out  a 
number,  which  is  rolled  up,  round  something  hard,  like  a 
bonbon.  This  he  hands  to  the  judge  next  him,  who  un- 
rolls a  little  bit,  and  hands  it  to  the  President,  next  to 
whom  he  sits.  The  President  unrolls  it,  very  slowly. 
The  Capo  Lazzarone  leans  over  his  shoulder.  The  Pres- 
ident holds  it  up,  unrolled,  to  the  Capo  Lazzarone.  The 
Capo  Lazzarone,  looking  at  it  eagerly,  cries  out,  in  a  shrill 
loud  voice,  "  Sessanta-due  !  "  (sixty-two),  expressing  the 
two  upon  his  fingers,  as  he  calls  it  out.  Alas!  the  Capo 
Lazzarone  himself  has  not  staked  on  sixty-two.  His  face 
is  very  long,  and  his  eyes  roll  wildly. 

As  it  happens  to  be  a  favorite  number,  however,  it  is 
pretty  well  received,  which  is  not  always  the  case.  They 
are  all  drawn  with  the  same  ceremony,  omitting  the  bless- 
ing. One  blessing  is  enough  for  the  whole  multiplication- 
table.  The  only  new  incident  in  the  proceedings,  is  the 
gradually  deepening  intensity  of  the  change  in  the  Capo 
Lazzarone,  who  has,  evidently,  speculated  to  the  very 
utmost  extent  of  his  means ;  and  who,  when  he  sees  the 
last  number,  and  finds  that  it  is  not  one  of  his,  clasps 
his  hands,  and  raises  his  eyes  to  the  ceiling  before  pro- 
claiming it,  as  though  remonstrating,  in  a  secret  agony, 
with  his  patron  saint,  for  having  committed  so  gross  a 
breach  of  confidence.  I  hope  the  Capo  Lazzarone  may  not 
desert  him  for  some  other  member  of  the  Calendar,  but 
he  seems  to  threaten  it. 

Where  the  winners  may  be,  nobody  knows.  They 
certainly  are  not  present ;  the  general  disappointment  fill- 
ing one  with  pity  for  the  poor  people.  They  look  :  when 
we  stand  aside,  observing  them,  in  their  passage  through 
the  courtyard  down  below:  as  miserable  as  the  prisoners 


PICTURES  FROM  ITALY.  179 

in  the  jail  (it  forms  a    part  of   the  building),  who  are 

peeping  down  upon  them,  from  between  their  bars;  or,  as 
the  fragments  of  human  heads  which  are  still  dangling 
in  chains  outside,  in  memory  of  the  good  old  times,  when 
their  owners  were  strung  up  there,  for  the  popular  edifi- 
cation. 

Away  from  Naples  in  a  glorious  sunrise,  by  the  road 
to  Capua,  and  then  on  a  three  days1  journey  along  by- 
roads, that  we  may  see,  on  the  way,  the  monastery  of 
Monte  Cassino,  which  is  perched  on  the  steep  and  lofty 
hill  above  the  little  town  of  San  Germano,  and  is  lost  on 
a  misty  morning  in  the  clouds. 

80  much  the  better,  for  the  deep  sounding  of  its  bell, 
which,  as  we  go  winding  up,  on  mules,  towards  the  con- 
vent, is  heard  mysteriously  in  the  still  air,  while  nothing 
is  seen  but  the  gray  mist,  moving  solemnly  and  slowly, 
like  a  funeral  procession.  Behold,  at  length,  the  shadowy 
pile  of  building  close  before  us  :  its  gray  walls  and  towers 
dimly  seen,  though  so  near  and  so  vast :  and  the  raw 
vapor  rolling  through  its  cloisters  heavily. 

There  are  two  black  shadows  walking  to  and  fro  in  the 
quadrangle,  near  the  statues  of  the  Patron  Saint  and  his 
sister;  and  hopping  on  behind  them,  in  and  out  of  the  old 
arches,  is  a  raven,  croaking  in  answer  to  the  bell,  and 
uttering,  at  intervals,  the  purest  Tuscan.  How  like  a 
Jesuit  he  looks!  There  never  was  a  sly  and  stealthy 
fellow  so  at  home  as  is  this  raven,  standing  now  at  the 
refectory  door,  with  his  head  on  one  side,  and  pretending 
to  glance  another  way,  while  he  is  scrutinizing  the  visitors 
keenly,  and  listening  with  fixed  attention.  What  a  dull- 
headed  man  the  porter  becomes  in  comparison! 

"He  speaks  like  us!"  says  the  porter:  "quite  as 
plainly."  Quite  as  plainly,  Porter.  Nothing  could  be 
more  expressive  than  his  reception  of  the  peasants  who 
are  entering  the  gate  with  baskets  and  burdens.  There 
is  a  roll  in  his  eye,  and  a  chuckle  in  his  throat,  which 
should  qualify  him  to  be  chosen  Superior  of  an  Order  of 
Ravens.  He  knows  all  about  it.  "It's  all  right,"  he 
says.  "We  know  what  we  know.  Come  along,  good 
people.     Glad  to  see  you !  " 

How  was  this  extraordinary  structure  ever  built  in 
such  a  situation,  where  the  labor  of  conveying  the  stone, 
and  iron,  and  marble,  so  great  a  height,  must  have  beer 
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prodigious?  "Caw!"  says  the  raven,  welcoming  the 
peasants.  How,  being  despoiled  by  plunder,  fire  and 
earthquake,  has  it  risen  from  its  ruins,  and  been  again 
made  what  we  now  see  it,  with  its  church  so  sumptuous 
and  magnificent?  "Caw!"  says  the  raven,  welcoming 
the  peasants.  These  people  have  a  miserable  appearance, 
and  (as  usual)  are  densely  ignorant,  and  all  beg,  while  the 
monks  are  chanting  in  the  chapel.  "Caw!"  says  the 
raven,  "  Cuckoo !  " 

So  we  leave  him,  chuckling  and  rolling  his  eye  at  the 
convent  gate,  and  wind  slowly  down  again  through  the 
cloud.  At  last  emerging  from  it,  we  come  in  sight  of  the 
village  far  below,  and  the  flat  green  country  intersected 
by  rivulets;  which  is  pleasant  and  fresh  to  see  after  the 
obscurity  and  haze  of  the  convent — no  disrespect  to  the 
raven,  or  the  holy  friars. 

Away  we  go  again,  by  muddy  roads,  and  through  the 
most  shattered  and  tattered  of  villages,  where  there  is 
not  a  whole  window  among  all  the  houses,  or  a  whole 
garment  among  all  the  peasants,  or  the  least  appearance 
of  anything  to  eat,  in  any  of  the  wretched  hucksters' 
shops.  The  women  wear  a  bright  red  bodice  laced  before 
and  behind,  a  white  skirt,  and  the  Neapolitan  head-drci;s 
of  square  folds  of  linen  primitively  meant  to  carry  loads 
on.  The  men  and  children  wear  anything  they  can  get. 
The  soldiers  are  as  dirty  and  rapacious  as  the  dogs.  The 
inns  are  such  hobgoblin  places,  that  they  are  infinitely 
more  attractive  and  amusing  than  the  best  hotels  in  Paris. 
Here  is  one  near  Valmontone  (that  is  Valmontone,  the 
round,  walled  town  on  the  mount  opposite),  which  is  ap- 
proached by  a  quagmire  almost  knee-deep.  There  is  a 
wild  colonnade  below,  and  a  dark  yard  full  of  empty 
stables  and  lofts,  and  a  great  long  kitchen  with  a  great 
long  bench  and  a  great  long  form,  where  a  party  of 
travellers,  with  two  priests  among  them,  are  crowding 
round  the  fire  while  their  supper  is  cooking.  Above  stairs, 
is  a  rough  brick  gallery  to  sit  in,  with  very  little  windows 
with  very  small  patches  of  knotty  glass  in  them,  and  all 
the  doors  that  open  from  it  (a  dozen  or  two)  off  their 
hinges,  and  a  bare  board  on  tressels  for  a  table,  at  which 
thirty  people  might  dine  easily,  and  a  fireplace  large 
enough  in  itself  for  a  breakfast-parlor,  where,  as  the 
fagots  blaze  and  crackle,  they  illuminate  the  ugliest  and 
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grimmest  of  faces,  drawn  in  charcoal  on  the  whitewashed 
chimney-sides  by  previous  travellers.  There  is  a  flaring 
country  lamp  on  the  table ;  and,  hovering  about  it,  scratch- 
ing her  thick  black  hair  continually,  a  yellow  dwarf  of  a 
woman,  who  stands  on  tiptoe  to  arrange  the  hatchet  knives, 
and  takes  a  flying  leap  to  look  into  the  water-jug.  The 
beds  in  the  adjoining  rooms  are  of  the  liveliest  kind. 
There  is  not  a  solitary  scrap  of  looking-glass  in  the  house, 
and  the  washing  apparatus  is  identical  with  the  cooking 
utensils.  But  the  yellow  dwarf  sets  on  the  table  a  good 
flask  of  excellent  wine,  holding  a  quart  at  least;  and 
produces,  among  half-a-dozen  other  dishes,  two  thirds  of 
a  roasted  kid,  smoking  hot.  She  is  as  good-humored, 
too,  as  dirty,  which  is  saying  a  great  deal.  So  here's 
long  life  to  her,  in  the  flask  of  wine,  and  prosperity  to  the 
establishment! 

Rome  gained  and  left  behind,  and  with  it  the  Pilgrims 
who  are  now  repairing  to  their  own  homes  again — each 
with  his  scallop  shell  and  staff,  and  soliciting  alms  for 
the  love  of  God — we  come,  by  a  fair  country,  to  the  Falls 
of  Terni,  where  the  whole  Velino  river  dashes,  headlong, 
from  a  rocky  height,  amidst  shining  spray  and  rainbows. 
Perugia,  strongly  fortified  by  art  ancl  nature,  on  a  lofty 
eminence,  rising  abruptly  from  the  plain  where  purple 
mountains  mingle  with  the  distant  sky,  is  glowing,  on  its 
market  day,  with  radiant  colors.  They  set  off  its  sombre 
but  rich  Gothic  buildings  admirably.  The  pavement  of 
its  market-place  is  strewn  with  country  goods.  All  along 
the  steep  hill  leading  from  the  town  under  the  town  wall, 
there  is  a  noisy  fair  of  calves,  lambs,  pigs,  horses,  mules, 
and  oxen.  Fowls,  geese,  and  turkeys,  flutter  vigorously 
among  their  very  hoofs ;  and  buyers,  sellers,  and  specta- 
tors, clustering  everywhere,  block  up  the  road  as  we  come 
shouting  down  upon  them. 

Suddenly,  there  is  a  ringing  sound  among  our  horses. 
The  driver  stops  them.  Sinking  in  his  saddle,  and  cast- 
ing up  his  eyes  to  Heaven,  he  delivers  this  apostrophe, 
"Oh  Jove  Omnipotent!  here  is  a  horse  has  lost  his 
shoe ! " 

Notwithstanding  the  tremendous  nature  of  this  acci- 
dent and  the  utterly  forlorn  look  and  gesture  (impossible  in 
any  one  but  an  Italian  Vetturino)  with  which  it  is  an- 
nounced, it  is  not  long  in  being  repaired  by  a  mortal  Far- 
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rier,  by  whose  assistance  we  reach  Castiglione  the  sam6 
night,  ;in<l  Arezzo  next  day.  Mass  is,  of  course,  perform- 
ing in  its  line  cathedral,  where  the  sun  shines  in  among 
the  clustered  pillars,  through  rich  stained-glass  windows : 

half  revealing,  half  concealing  the  kneeling  figures  on  the 
pavement,  and  striking  out  paths  of  spotted  light  in  the 
long  aisles. 

But,  how  much  beauty  of  another  kind  is  here,  when, 
on  a  fair  clear  morning,  we  look,  from  the  summit  of  a 
hill,  on  Florence!  See  where  it  lies  before  us  in  a  sun- 
lighted  valley,  bright  with  the  winding  Arno,  and  shut  in 
by  swelling  hills  ;  its  domes,  and  towers,  and  palaces, 
rising  from  the  rich  country  in  a  glittering  heap,  and 
shining  in  the  sun  like  gold ! 

Magnificently  stern  and  sombre  are  the  streets  of  beauti- 
ful Florence;  and  the  strong  old  piles  of  building  make 
such  heaps  of  shadow,  on  the  ground  and  in  the  river, 
that  there  is  another  and  a  different  city  of  rich  forms 
and  fancies,  always  lying  at  our  feet.  Prodigious  palaces, 
constructed  for  defence,  with  small  distrustful  windows 
heavily  barred,  and  walls  of  great  thickness  formed  of 
huge  masses  of  rough  stone,  frown,  in  their  old  sulky 
state,  on  every  street.  In  the  midst  of  the  city — in  the 
Piazza  of  the  Grand  Duke,  adorned  with  beautiful  statues 
and  the  Fountain  of  Neptune — rises  the  Palazzo  Vecchio, 
with  its  enormous  overhanging  battlements,  and  the  Great 
Tower  that  watches  over  the  whole  town.  In  its  court- 
yard— worthy  of  the  Castle  of  Otranto  in  its  ponderous 
gloom— is  a  massive  staircase  that  the  heaviest  wagon  and 
the  stoutest  team  of  horses  might  be  driven  up.  Within 
it,  is  a  Great  Saloon,  faded  and  tarnished  in  its  stately 
decorations,  and  mouldering  by  grains,  but  recording  yet, 
in  pictures  on  its  walls,  the  triumphs  of  the  Medici  and 
the  wars  of  the  old  Florentine  people.  The  prison  is  hard 
by,  in  an  adjacent  courtyard  of  the  building — a  foul  and 
dismal  place,  where  some  men  are  shut  up  close,  in  small 
cells  like  ovens  ;  and  where  others  look  through  bars  and 
beg;  where  some  are  playing  draughts,  and  some  are 
talking  to  their  friends,  who  smoke,  the  while,  to  purify 
the  air;  and  some  are  buying  wine  and  fruit  of  women- 
vendors  ;  and  all  are  squalid,  dirty,  and  vile  to  look  at. 
"They  are  merry  enough,  Signore,"  says  the  Jailer. 
"They  are  all  blood-stained  here,"  he  adds,  indicating, 
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with  his  hand,  three-fourths  of  the  whole  building.  Be- 
fore the  hour  is  out,  an  old  man,  eighty  years  of  age, 
quarrelling  over  a  bargain  with  a  young  girl  of  seventeen, 
stabs  her  dead,  in  the  market-place  full  of  bright  flowers ; 
and  is  brought  in  prisoner,  to  swell  the  number. 

Among  the  four  old  bridges  that  span  the  river,  the 
Ponte  Yecchio — that  bridge  which  is  covered  with  the 
shops  of  Jewellers  and  Goldsmiths — is  a  most  enchanting 
feature  in  the  scene.  The  space  of  one  house,  in  the 
centre,  being  left  open,  the  view  beyond,  is  shown  as  in  a 
frame;  and  that  precious  glimpse  of  sky,  and  water,  and 
rich  buildings,  shining  so  quietly  among  the  huddled 
roofs  and  gables  on  the  bridge,  is  exquisite.  Above  it, 
the  Gallery  of  the  Grand  Duke  crosses  the  river.  It  was 
built  to  connect  the  two  Great  Palaces  by  a  secret  pas- 
sage ;  and  it  takes  its  jealous  course  among  the  streets 
and  nouses,  with  true  despotism  :  going  where  it  lists,  and 
spurning  every  obstacle  away,  before  it. 

The  Grand  Duke  has  a  worthier  secret  passage  through 
the  streets,  in  his  black  robe  and  hood,  as  a  member  of 
the  Compagnia  della  Misericordia,  which  brotherhood  in- 
cludes all  ranks  of  men.  If  an  accident  take  place,  their 
office  is,  to  raise  the  sufferer,  and  bear  him  tenderly  to  the 
Hospital.  If  a  fire  break  out,  it  is  one  of  their  functions 
to  repair  to  the  spot,  and  render  their  assistance  and  pro- 
tection. It  is,  also,  among  their  commonest  offices,  to 
attend  and  console  the  sick;  and  they  neither  receive 
money,  nor  eat,  nor  drink,  in  any  house  they  visit  for 
this  purpose.  Those  who  are  on  duty  for  the  time,  are 
all  called  together,  on  a  moment's  notice,  by  the  tolling 
of  the  great  bell  of  the  Tower ;  and  it  is  said  that  the 
Grand  Duke  has  been  seen,  at  this  sound,  to  rise  from  his 
seat  at  the  table,  and  quietly  withdraw  to  attend  the 
summons. 

In  this  other  large  Piazza,  where  an  irregular  kind  of 
market  is  held,  and  stores  of  old  iron  and  other  small 
merchandise  are  set  out  on  stalls,  or  scattered  on  the 
pavement,  are  grouped  together,  the  Cathedral  with  its 
great  Dome,  the  beautiful  Italian  Gothic  Tower  the  Cam- 
panile, and  the  Baptistery  with  its  wrought  bronze  doors. 
And  here,  a  small  untrodden  square  in  the  pavement,  is 
"  the  Stone  of  Dante,"  where  (so  runs  the  story)  he  was 
used   to  bring   his   stool,  and   sit  in  contemplation.     I 
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wonder  was  lie  ever,  in  his  bitter  exile,  withheld  from 
cursing  the  very  stones  in  the  streets  of  Florence  the  un- 
grateful, hy  any  kind  remembrance  of  this  old  musing- 
place,  an<l  its  association  with  gentle  thoughts  of  little 
Beatrice ! 

The  chapel  of  the  Medici,  the  Good  and  Bad  Angels  of 
Florence;  the  church  of  Santa  Croce  where  Michael 
Angelo  lies  buried,  and  where  every  stone  in  the  cloisters 
is  eloquent  on  great  men's  deaths ;  innumerable  churches, 
often  masses  of  unfinished  heavy  brickwork  externally, 
but  solemn  and  serene  within;  arrest  our  lingering,  steps, 
in  strolling  through  the  city. 

In  keeping  with  the  tombs  among  the  cloisters,  is  the 
Museum  of  Natural  History,  famous  through  the  world 
for  its  preparations  in  Max  ;  beginning  with  models  of 
leaves,  seeds,  plants,  inferior  animals;  and  gradually  as- 
cending, through  separate  organs  of  the  human  frame,  up 
to  the  whole  structure  of  that  wonderful  creation,  ex- 
quisitely presented,  as  in  recent  death.  Few  admonitions 
of  our  frail  mortality  can  be  more  solemn  and  more  sad, 
or  strike  so  home  upon  the  heart,  as  the  counterfeits  of 
Youth  and  Beauty  that  are  lying  there,  upon  their  beds, 
in  their  last  sleep. 

Beyond  the  walls,  the  whole  sweet  Valley  of  the  Arno, 
the  convent  at  Fiesole,  the  Tower  of  Galileo,  Boccaccio's 
house,  old  villas  and  retreats  ;  innumerable  spots  of  inter- 
est, all  glowing  in  a  landscape  of  surpassing  beauty 
steeped  in  the  richest  light;  are  spread  before  us.  Re- 
turning from  so  much  brightness,  how  solemn  and  how 
grand  the  streets  again,  with  their  great,  dark,  mournful 
palaces,  and  many  legends  :  not  of  siege,  and  war,  and 
might,  and  Bon  Hand  alone,  but  of  the  triumphant 
growth  of  peaceful  Arts  and  Sciences. 

What  light  is  shed  upon  the  world,  at  this  day,  from 
amidst  these  rugged  Palaces  of  Florence!  Here,  open  to 
all  comers,  in  their  beautiful  and  calm  retreats,  the  an- 
cient Sculptors  are  immortal,  side  by  side  with  Michael 
Angelo,  Canova,  Titian,  Rembrandt,  Raphael,  Poets, 
I  listorians,  Philosophers — those  illustrious  men  of  history, 
beside  whom  its  crowned  heads  and  harnessed  warriors 
show  so  poor  and  small,  and  are  so  soon  forgotten.  Here, 
the  imperishable  part,  of  noble  minds  survives,  placid  and 
equal,  when  strongholds  of  assault  and  defence  are  over- 


thrown  ;  when  the  tyranny 
of  the  many,  or  the  few,  or 
both,  is  but  a  tale;  when 
Pride  and  Power  arc  so 
much  cloistered  dust.  The 
fire  within  v'io  stern  streets, 
and  among  the  massive  Pal- 
aces and  Towers,  kindled  by 
rays  from  Heaven,  is  still 
burning1  brightly,  when  the 
flickering  of  war  is  extin- 
guished and  the  household 
fires  of  generations  hr.ve 
decayed ;  as  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  faces,  rigid 
with  the  strife  and  passion 
of  the  hour,  have  faded  out 
of  the  old  Squares  and  pub- 
lic haunts,  while  the  name- 
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lesfl  Florentine  Lady,  preserved  from  oblivion  by  a 
Painter's  hand,  yet  lives  on,  in  enduring  grace  and 
youth. 

Let  us  look  back  on  Florence  while  we  may,  and  when 
its  shining  Dome  is  seen  no  more,  go  traveling  through 
pheerful  Tuscany,  with  a  bright  remembrance  of  it ;  for 
Italy  will  be  the  fairer  for  the  recollection.  The  summer 
time  being  come:  and  Genoa,  and  Milan,  and  the  Lake  of 
Como  lying  far  behind  us :  and  we  resting  at  Faido,  a 
Swiss  village,  near  the  awful  rocks  and  mountains,  the 
everlasting  snows  and  roaring  cataracts,  of  the  Great 
Saint  Gothard :  hearing  the  Italian  tongue  for  the  last 
time  on  this  journey  :  let  us  part  from  Italy,  with  all  its 
miseries  and  wrongs,  affectionately,  in  our  admiration  of 
the  beauties,  natural  and  artificial,  of  which  it  is  full  to 
overflowing,  and  in  our  tenderness  towards  a  people, 
naturally  well-disposed,  and  patient,  and  sweet-tempered. 
Years  of  neglect,  oppression,  and  misrule,  have  been  at 
work,  to  change  their  nature  and  reduce  their  spirit; 
miserable  jealousies,  fomented  by  petty  Princes  to  whom 
union  was  destruction,  and  division  strength,  have  been 
a  canker  at  the  root  of  their  nationality,  and  have  bar- 
barized their  language ;  but  the  good  that  was  in  them 
ever,  is  in  them  yet,  and  a  noble  people  may  be,  one  day, 
raised  up  from  these  ashes.  Let  us  entertain  that  hope ! 
And  let  us  not  remember  Italy  the  less  regardfully,  be- 
cause, in  every  fragment  of  her  fallen  temples,  and  every 
stone  of  her  deserted  palaces  and  prisons,  she  helps  to 
inculcate  the  lesson  that  the  wheel  of  Time  is  rolling  for 
an  end,  and  that  the  world  is,  in  all  great  essentials, 
better,  gentler,  more  forbearing,  and  more  hopeful,  as  it 
rolls  1 


THE    END. 
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